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Chapter One

My stepmom blamed herself for the accident, no matter what the officers told her. She was driving me to baseball practice, and we’d just crossed Main street when a car shot out of the cross street, running the red light at full speed. All I remember was the screech of steel and impact of the dashboard, as the front of the car crumpled in to smash my arms.

I woke in the hospital groggy from pain killers and both arms in casts up past my elbow. Looking down, I felt my stomach churn in revulsion at my swollen, bruised fingers. The index and middle fingers of both hands were in the cast, leaving me only thumb, ring, and pinky fingers free. My stepmom was there in the hospital, sleeping in a big chair in the corner, a hospital blanket covering her trophy wife figure. Looking around, I was disappointed but not surprised to find my dad not there.

My birth mother passed away when I was young, and my father remarried soon after. Lisa was much younger than him, and I think he only married her for her looks and for someone to help raise me. Shortly after their marriage, he lost himself in his work as an investment banker. When I was ten or so, he began to manage his own fund, and that's when he disappeared from our lives almost entirely. He bought a large house in upstate and filled it with every comfort he could think of, then rented an apartment in Manhattan for himself. He would visit on holidays, rarely spending the night.

All I'd ever known were the streets of Brooklyn, where I had dozens of friends and a beautiful life. Suddenly in my freshman year of high school, we were living in a tiny town of mostly investment bankers, tucked into a small valley. The average household income of our neighborhood was in the millions, and the kids were spoiled enough to prove it.

I made friends and joined a few sports teams, but I was never thrilled since we moved. My stepmom Lisa I believe, was the same. She made the best of it, like me. She was a social butterfly and was always entertaining wives of other partners at the firm where my dad worked. Most of the senior bankers lived in our neighborhood, and their wives were a lonely group. Their kids, for the most part, were spoiled rich little shits, having grown up in extreme wealth their entire lives.

Lisa had taken to motherhood like a fish to water. I think that's the only reason she didn't leave my father years ago. Each night there was a home-cooked meal waiting for me when I got home from practice, and a packed lunch every morning. She would keep up with my classes and makes sure I did each assignment, even hiring a professor friend of hers from the city to tutor me in physics when I had struggled for a short time in the subject my junior year.

She was the perfect stepmom, and our relationship should have been a great one. There was only one thing that got in the way of me being completely comfortable around her, and that was her beauty. It's shameful to admit, but the first time I saw Lisa when my dad brought her home, I fell in love and lust with her. She had been the centerpiece of my fantasies most of my teenage life and only through jacking off four to five times a day, was I able to be around her with any measure of normalcy, and not stare or ogle her every other minute.

Lisa had been a model when she was younger, but the slim and slender body of her teenage years developed into a woman with hips and breasts. So, she had moved into fashion, working for a design company when my father met her. She is 5'7'' with massive breasts, I checked her bra one time, they are a size E cups. She has a slim waist and narrow hips with a big firm butt. Her hair is thick and lustrous dark brown with highlights that she has touched up weekly. She is breathtakingly beautiful like I said, and the number of creepshots of her ass and tits in my phone would attest that I am a bit obsessed.

She has always insisted on being there for all of my practices, games, and functions. That's why she was driving me to practice, even though it was my senior year, and I'd had my license since I was sixteen. That's also why I wasn't surprised to find her the one person who had stayed by my bedside while I was unconscious.

As I turned my head to look at her sleeping angelic face, the blanket molded to her sensual body, I was relieved to see she wasn't injured. Nothing more than a few bruises and scratches, at least. A nurse came bustling in to check the machines hooked up to me. Mom's eyes popped open at the nurse's noise, and she caught my eyes.

"You're awake!" she cried as she jumped to her feet and came to the bedside, "Oh, thank god, your father will be so relieved too." Reaching out to hold my hand, hers froze when she saw mine in the thick cast, fingers bruised purple. Then with a concerned look, she turned to look at me, one gentle hand pushing the hair out of my face, "How do you feel, Jack?"

"Tired," I said, my eyelids heavy, "sore." The nurse was injecting something into the IV stuck in my arm. Tears sprang into mom's eyes, and she covered her mouth in one hand. 

“You get some more rest. You’ll be home soon.” I nodded at her and felt myself drift off to sleep.

When I woke next, the nurses were bustling about me, removing the tubes, and getting me ready to go home. I was still groggy from pain killers, and my arms ached something fierce. I learned that I'd broken both wrists, and several bones in my hands as well. The doctors didn't think I would be able to play baseball anymore, at least not for a year or two, as I went through physical therapy. I listened to it all stoically, accepting this new reality, while mom was attentive, asking the doctors and nurses questions about what kind of care I would need and making follow up appointments for our return in a day or two

I was grateful when they wheeled the chair in and informed us I could check out. I just wanted to be in my room and have the comfort of home surrounding me. With both arms in casts and my body so bruised, I couldn't manage to sit up on my own. My stepmom came over to help, along with a nurse. They each slid their hands beneath my back and pressing in close, helped lift me on the count of three. It was humiliating enough needing the help, but as I felt my stepmoms, big soft breasts press into my arm, a surge of blood rushed to my crotch.

To my mortal embarrassment, I happened to be looking at the nurse's face when she saw the thin hospital nightgown twitch over my hardening cock, and she got a mischievous twinkle in her eyes as she looked up and caught mine. Then her eyes darted to my stepmom as she worried over me, and I saw the smile deepen.

When I was in the chair, and the nurses headed off to their other patients, the nurse who had helped me out of bed, took the handles of the chair and began to walk us out. I remember the ride out as cold and long, but finally, we got to the car, and with both ladies' help, I was able to get into the back seat. The nurse pushed the buckle into place, and she caught my eye, giving me a subtle wink and a small smile before she shut the door and taking my mom around the back of the car, began to speak with her in quiet tones.

My mom got into the car a few minutes later with a small frown on her face. When she looked up in the mirror and saw me, her cheeks colored slightly, and she glanced down as if embarrassed.

"Mom, what is it?" I asked.

"Nothing, Jack, just something the nurse mentioned… about your recovery." She said, starting the car and pulling out of the parking garage. She saw the sad look on my face in the mirror and smiled warmly, "Don't worry, we will make the best of it."

When we got home, it took about ten minutes to maneuver through the house and up to my bedroom. One minute in and both of us were cursing my dad for being absent. He had shown up at the hospital when I was unconscious, but only stayed an hour before heading to the airport. Eventually, we got to my room, and I went to get into bed.

"You can't sleep in the hospital gown," said mom, and she left me sitting on the mattress as she rummaged through my dresser for some clothes. She came back with a pair of boxers and a t-shirt from when I was twelve. Looking at me again sitting there, she laughed nervously, "Don't know what I was thinking! I guess I'd forgotten how much you've grown up."

She went back to the dresser and got my regular clothes, and coming back began to untie the gown awkwardly.

"Just relax," she said, her voice sounding anything but relaxed, "we will have to get used to this, I suppose." She kept her head and eyes averted from me as she pulled the hospital gown away. I was embarrassed as my naked body came into view, but the truth was I was so tired and sore, I just wanted it over with, so I could lay down. She kept her head turned to the side and eyes tightly closed as she slipped the boxers up my legs and let me scoot into them the rest of the way. The whole affair was one of the most awkward of my life.

"I'm sorry," she said, her voice husky as she helped me lay back and propped pillows under my arms, "I'll get better at all of this." When I was laying back with a blanket over me, heavy eyelids droopy, I felt her hand on my brow stroking the hair back.

"My sweet boy," she said, voice thick with emotion, "I will take care of you, anything you need. I promise I will take care of you, darling." Sleep took me as her thick lips pressed a kiss to my forehead. The vision of her large breasts hanging down within her blouse filled my sight and sped me off to pleasant if frustrating dreams.


Chapter Two

The next morning found me dry-mouthed and aching all over from the bruising of the accident. Mom was there seconds after my eyes opened, and from the looks of the big comfy chair she had dragged into the middle of my bedroom, she had taken up residence in here. She came in, moving slowly and quietly, holding a breakfast tray.

"You're awake," she said warmly when she saw my eyes open, "I have some eggs and bacon if you can manage to eat. The doctor said you should have something in your stomach when you take your pain pill."

"I am hungry," I said, realizing I was ravenous. Then a more pressing need presented itself, and my cheeks colored in embarrassment as I said, "But I need to go to the bathroom."

"Right," my stepmom said all business as she helped me stand and led me to my bathroom. One beautiful thing about having a father who is an investment banker is a super nice house. I was utterly useless and was feeling super frustrated as I had to side waddle my way in through the doorway. I couldn't even push down my pants, what eighteen-year-old kid wouldn't be mortified to have his stepmom pull down his pants and hold his dick while he pissed?

She said nothing as we oriented ourselves at the toilet. Standing beside me, she turned her head, looking away, and I did the same, my cheeks coloring red. I think the embarrassment was the only thing that kept my dick soft and thank god. I could feel her breasts pressed against my side, and her soft hair brushing my neck. Then her cool fingers took my limp cock and directed it, a torrent of piss streamed out. My whole body relaxed at the relief.

As I was finishing the embarrassment faded and I thought about my stepmoms hand, the one I had fantasized about for so many years, now on my cock and to my great shame, I felt it pulse, thickening and hardening in her soft hand. She sucked in a sharp breath, and I knew she noticed, her fingers flexing into my cock for one second. I turned my head back, but she was quickly putting my dick back into my boxers and cleaning up, her face composed.

"Let's get you back to bed," she said, finally meeting my eyes. She saw my embarrassment and her face filled with love and compassion. She came and held me close as she supported me back to bed. "We will get through this Jack, I know it's going to be awkward for a bit, but we will figure it out. I love you, and I'm willing to do whatever it takes to make sure you have a good recovery."

"Thanks, mom," I said, "I love you too." She kissed me on the cheek once I was in bed and then brought the tray over. She sat on the side of my bed and spooned eggs with bacon and mushrooms mixed in, into my mouth. Like everything else, it was awkward at first, but then we found a good rhythm.

"Maybe I will cook something more substantial for your dinner, how does lasagna sound?" Lisa came from an Italian family, and her lasagna was legendary.

"You know I could grow to like this," I said, chuckling, "being waited on hand and foot by a beautiful woman, some people pay big money for this." My stepmom laughed.

"Don't get too used to it, buster," she said with a smile as she scooped up the last of the eggs, "You're back to feeding and bathing yourself once your arms are out of those casts."

“Bathing?” I asked mortified. I hadn’t even considered that I couldn’t bathe myself.

"Those casts are going to be on for at least eight weeks, Jack," she said in a quiet voice, "and the nurse said you'd need to be bathed regularly, so the cuts and scratches don't get infected." I sat there mortified, nightmare scenarios of her laughing at my nakedness or something else equally bad, running through my head. My stepmom saw the look on my face, and hers softened as she cupped my cheek in one warm hand.

"Don't worry, darling, as I said; mommy will take care of you." In spite of myself, my cock throbbed at her husky voice. I took my morning pill, and as its narcotic effects dragged me down to sleep, I felt the sexual frustration, like hot rocks in my balls.

I woke in the early afternoon, and mom had set up the giant television from her bedroom up in my room. She pulled her chair beside my bed and made a big bowl of salty popcorn, although I had little appetite. I felt a swell of love in my breast as she queued up the Lord of the Rings trilogy, a series I had been trying to get her to watch with me for years.

We watched the first half of the first movie, and then she went off to the kitchen to pull out the lasagna. Coming back a while later with a giant plate, I saw she had a glass of wine for herself. This time as she fed me, it was much more comfortable, and she was even laughing and joking with me as she finished off her glass. The movie ended, and she helped me to the bathroom. Turning on some music in the house. Her cheeks were rosy either from the wine or embarrassment I'm not sure which, as she turned on the shower and let the water heat up. Coming back from the kitchen, she slipped my arms into trash bags and taped the ends off, sealing them. I felt ridiculous, and we were both laughing as she adjusted the water temperature.

"Ok mister, time to get you cleaned, you're starting to smell a little ripe!" She said in good-natured humor, trying to cut the tension now building. Then her cheeks coloring even further, she knelt and pulled my shorts and boxers off. I couldn't help but watch her face as she saw my nude form for the first time. Her eyes widened, and her breath caught in her throat. In embarrassment and awkwardness, I assumed.

Turning with my face beet red, I stood under the hot water, holding my arms up high to keep them out of the water as best I could. My mom didn't say anything as she squeezed a dollop into her hands. Pulling me back and to the edge of the shower, she took my head in her hands, she massaged the soap into my scalp. Her fingers were gentle, and the feeling almost hypnotic, and I felt myself relaxing back. The muscles in my back and shoulders were relaxing for the first time under the hot water, steam, and her gentle fingers.

“That feels good,” I murmured.

“I’m glad,” I heard her whisper behind me, “my poor Jack, you’re so bruised and tense. You needed this.”

I didn't argue with her, but as she finished up, I felt her large breasts encased in a white t-shirt and thick, supporting bra, brush against my back. Suddenly I was tense again, aware of how close my sexy stepmom was to me. My cock swinging in the water grew hard, standing out slowly and proudly as she rinsed the shampoo from my hair. I was cursing myself inwardly, imagining older women and men naked, baseball, anything to reduce my shame and make my boner go away.

“Turn back around,” she said, and I kept my eyes closed in both shame and because of stray soap and was able to hear her sharp intake of breath clearly. My arms were tired, and I rested the casts on the top of my head. Then I opened my eyes in time to watch as mom took a rag and soap in her hands and lathered it up. Her eyes met mine, and I saw hers soften, the beautiful green shining with love as she began to soap my chest and arms.

"I know this is awkward, honey," she said, a small and gentle smile on her face, all trace of awkwardness or embarrassment gone from her, "but to be honest, I'm secretly happy I get to take care of you like this. I feel it can only bring us closer together. Just relax honey," she had soaped up and scrubbed my legs, and now I felt her hands on my hips.

“Mom?” I asked my voice a little panicked even to my own ears.

"Just relax, baby, let mommy take care of you," I was facing into the shower, and I felt her arm snake around my waist and her cloth-covered hand wrapped around my steel hard cock. The shock and suddenness of her grip made me gasp.

"Shh," she whispered in my ear. I felt her grip tighten slightly on my cock, firm, and in control. Then she began to slide the rag up and down, her motion more stroking than cleaning. "You need this," I felt her press herself against my back, large, heavy breasts squished, and then the press of her hips on my ass was too much.

The orgasm rolled through me so powerfully I almost fell, but mom was there supporting me already, knees shaking and nerve endings tingling, the cum shot out of my dick, striking the shower wall in long thick ropes.

"Yes!" My stepmom hissed in my ear, her breathing was heavy and labored. Reality began to sink in, and as she wiped clean my dick, it was turning to steel once more in her hand.


My mom just jacked me off,
 I thought, not believing what had just happened. I turned in the shower to find my stepmom standing back with the towel in her hands, ready to dry me off. I opened my mouth to speak, but she moved a finger to her lips, her eyes burning intensely at me, her face cherry-red in embarrassment, shame, or drunkenness I wasn't sure. So, I said nothing and just smiled at her, trying to convey all the bliss and love I felt at that moment. She returned the smile and dried me off.

My cock was still hard as a rock, and she took her time drying me off, I watched her stare at it in fascination. I could barely keep my eyes off her wet white shirt as it clung to her bra and skin beneath. Neither of us said a word, and though I desperately wished for more, mom ended it there and slid a clean pair of boxers on me. She took me back to my room and helped me lay down. Setting up the pillows under my arms then getting up, she turned the light off to the room. I thought she was leaving, but she surprised me, coming back and sitting on the side of my bed.

“Jack,” she began her voice wavering and full of emotion.

"Thank you, mom," I said, quickly interrupting her. I was trying to catch her eyes in the dark, but it was impossible. "I just wanted to say thank you for everything you've done."

"I'm here for you, Jack," she said, caressing my cheek with one hand, "It's going to be ok; we will figure this all out. She leaned forward to kiss my cheek, and I'm not sure what came over me. I turned my head and met her full lips with mine. For one incredible moment, I felt her kiss me back, a soft moan escaping her throat, and the tip of her tongue just grazed my lips before she pulled back sharply.

"Jack!" she scolded, "I don't want you to get the wrong impression from earlier." Her tone softened, "Mom is here to help you with… certain releases. But it's so that you can rest comfortably. The nurse recommended it." That last, she added a bit defensively.

“I’m sorry,” I said full of shame and embarrassment, “I didn’t mean to, your just so pretty mom and your body drives me crazy, and I don't know why I did it; I'm sorry." Her face softened, and she stroked my cheek again.

"I understand, sweetheart and that's very flattering to hear, that you still think an old woman like me is attractive," I almost spoke then, correcting her, but figured it best to stay silent. "But this is just a treatment, that's all."

"I understand," I said. My eyes had adjusted to the dark, and I could make out mom's giant breasts still trapped beneath her wet top and the smooth skin of her long legs, stretching off the bed. I gulped audibly as I took her in, and she watched my face with delight. My dick was still steel hard from when I got out of the shower, and I shifted my hips uncomfortably.

"I can't leave you like this," mom said, her voice husky as she pulled back my covers slowly with one hand, her other tracing the muscles of my chest and stomach. I nearly came right then at the wicked smile on her lips. I thought I had died and gone to heaven. I cursed the situation that brought me to this moment but didn't let me touch or caress her perfect body.

Standing, she walked out of the room, heading down the hall to her room. I lay there for a minute, exposed in just my boxers until she came back with a small bottle of oil in her hands. Saying nothing, she sat on the edge of the bed and put a small dollop of oil in her hands. She sat with back straight, eyes on my face as her hand reached out and slid into my boxers.

“Haaa!" I cried out when her cold fingers slid over my shaft, and then the oil warmed as her hand pulled my cock out the fly of the boxers. I watched, fighting back the orgasm with every breath, as her small hand wrapped around it. My eyes traveled up her arm to see her breath coming in slow and deep as she watched her hand in awe. My eyes were focused on her beautiful face and watching the occasional sway and wiggle of her encased breasts as she stroked my cock from root to tip.

Her face turned to mine, and I saw it full of tender love and something else. Something more primal, and she leaned forward, her grip tightening and hand fisting my dick with more intensity. I felt my stepmoms hot breath on my ear as she whispered to me.

"You have the most beautiful cock I've ever seen, Jack!" Her lips brushed the skin of my neck for a second, and my balls tightened. She felt my cock twitching and thickening in her hand, her grip sliding over the head of my cock as once more a powerful orgasm built to a shuddering orgasm. "Cum for mommy!" I almost didn't hear the words so lost in bliss. I managed to see mom watching as my cock spew rope after rope of cum with awe.

Exhaustion swept over me in the wake of my orgasm, and mom left, returning with a warm damp cloth and cleaning me up, saying nothing but humming to herself softly as she did. She gave me a warm wet kiss to the cheek and whispering that she loved me, headed off to her bed. I slept like the dead, completely relaxed, and content in spite of the injuries I suffered.


Chapter Three

As I climbed out of sleep and too groggy wakefulness, I couldn't help the memories from the night before that flooded into my mind. If felt like a dream, I had fantasized about seeing my stepmom naked, doing all sorts of sexy things with her for so long, and to have something finally occur had my head spinning. I lay there for a long time, thinking over everything that had happened. Each minute my mom didn't come in with breakfast, I grew more and more anxious. Finally, I started struggling to a sitting position and had just swung my legs over the side of the bed when I heard the door opening and saw my mom come in with the breakfast tray once more, full of food.

“You shouldn’t be getting up!” She said as she came in, all smiles and bustling help. She pushed me back down and began to spoon the food into my mouth, talking animatedly as she did so.

"I have to go to Diane's bridal shower this afternoon, and I'll be out in the morning for a few hours running errands. You should be asleep for most of it, but your aunt Lauren will be here while I'm gone, so if you need anything, she can help."

Lauren was my stepmom, Lisa's older sister. She's a registered nurse, and I'd been expecting her to come over and help at some point. Mom was acting a little odd; she was more chipper than usual and wouldn't meet my eyes. That was just fine by me because I was all too eager to act like nothing strange had happened. Not wanting to jinx it and praying it might happen again.

When she finished with the food, she forced me to drink a tall glass of milk and then take another pain killer. She put my favorite show, Rick & Morty, on the TV and then headed out to run her errands. Soon after, I heard the door downstairs open and close, but my eyelids were dragging down, and sleep stole through me.

A cool cloth on my brow woke me up, and a thermometer was removed from under my tongue, clicking harmlessly on my teeth. Blinking owlishly, I looked up to see the sweet face of Aunt Lauren looking down on me.

"Hello there, slugger," she said. Lauren was a huge baseball fan and always came to my games. She looked at my arms locked up in their casts, and her face took on a mock sadness, and she shook her head, "Poor guy, it will be a while before you get back on the ball field." There was a hint of teasing in her voice. Between the grogginess of the drugs and the pain in my arms, anger was upon me before I realized it.

"You think I don't know that?" I felt instant shame for the harshness of my tone, but I continued unable to calm myself immediately, "Senior year is ruined now!"

“You’re angry?” aunt Lauren asked, her voice mild and face calm.

Her quick change of expression kind of knocked the anger out of me, but I still replied, “Yes!”

"Good!" She said with a fierce smile, "You will heal just fine then. A man needs some rage in his soul to fight back after that kind of injury. I know you're a real fighter, and soon you'll be back to playing with your balls in no time."

I froze, not sure if she heard the words that had just come out of her mouth. Aunt Lauren was already moving away, though, and setting out a fresh bottle of water with a straw near my face. I drank deep, my mouth dried. Once I had drunk, she pulled the covers back and opened the window, letting fresh air in.

"Do you need to use the restroom?" She asked, and when I nodded, she came over to help me up and into the bathroom. Aunt Lauren is a beautiful woman similar in appearance to my mom, but with some marked differences. Instead of dark brown hair, hers is a golden blonde highlighted and hiding any grey. Her makeup is always done up, with bright red lipstick and heavily made-up eyes that ever hinted at flirtation. She didn't have the unnaturally slim body and massive breasts of my stepmom. Her body was more in proportion to her enormous bosom, with a full waist, slightly rounded belly and wide round hips. She usually wore loose flowing dresses that clung magnificently to her chest, with deep plunging necklines that broke men's necks as she walked by.

That soft body was pressed tight to me as we maneuvered through the door, aunt Lauren seeming to take great care in placing her hands on the flesh of my hard stomach and upper arm muscles.

"Well, you have certainly grown up to be a… Mmmm, big young man." I was painfully aware of her giant breasts pressed against my side; my arm nearly lost within them. I had just gotten to the toilet when I noticed her big brown eyes staring down at my crotch. My cock was thick and hard, pressing out against the fabric of my boxers.


Jesus!
 I thought to myself, Will this thing never calm down?!


"Your mom didn't say anything, but I took from her behavior on the phone," my aunt said conversationally as she stood beside me, holding me up with one arm, her body tight against my side, "That something happened last night. Something to make her awkward today." She must have sensed something in my body because she gave a low chuckle, and then I felt her hand slide along the waistband of my boxers.

"I think I can guess what the issue was," she said, "a certain young man had an issue, he couldn't deal with, and mommy saw it." She looked at me, and when I didn't say anything, she took it as confirmation. "Yes, I see." Her wandering hand slid into my boxers, and warm firm fingers drew my hardness out into the bathroom light. I stood over the toilet, my aunt at my side my cock in her hand as she hefted it in one hand.

“Aunt Lauren!” I breathed out.

"Hush darlin," she said, looking down as she tried to wrap her fingers around my girth, "we will have you better in a moment. My, my this a beautiful cock Jack has anyone ever told you that?" I just looked into her eyes. My voice gone as pleasure radiated out from her hand as it explored my stiff joint. How could I tell her the only other person to have seen it, let alone touched or praised it had been my stepmom the night before?

“Mmmm big and thick in just the right ways, you are going to make some young woman very happy with this.”

“Aunt Lauren, what’s are you doing?” I asked, not wanting her to stop but needing to say something with the taboo fear coursing through my veins.

Looking up from examining my cock, she smiled at me, and her eyes got fierce with lust and need for just one moment, then I saw the kindly aunt and nurse return.

"There is a procedure for an injury such as yours. Us nurses will often warn a wife or girlfriend of such needs when a man returns home." Her hand began to stroke my cock, causing pleasure to wash through my body. "You need help, or else you will get backed up, frustrated, and restless. You can't heal properly that way, Jack. You could hurt yourself worse in your sleep."

I stood, back arched and cock hard as rock in my aunts fisting hand. Her massive breasts and soft body pressed to my side, my mind delirious with the desire to grab and caress her, but I was utterly at her mercy. My orgasm was about to hit me, and I felt her fingers go slack, all but her index finger and thumb releasing their grip as I hovered on the edge and she backed me off gently, agonizingly.

"Tell me, Jack, do you think your mom is beautiful?" My breath caught at her question, and her eyes had been staring straight into mine when she asked it. She smiled broadly, her hand closing on my dick again stroking me back up to bliss.

"You have no idea how much she loves you, Jack," she whispered and pressed her body even more tightly to mine. I looked down, staring between the big breasts I had spent so many nights dreaming of, and now her thick sexy body was pressed against me, I could feel her legs spread and crotch rubbing my thigh. She kissed my neck once, lightly, "How much we both love you… what we are willing to do for you, slugger."

My cock throbbed in her hand, and just as my orgasm was taking me, aunt Lauren squatted at my feet, her dress parting as she spread her knees. My mind lost in lust, and I could see hers was too as eyes hungry and mouth wicked, as she stroked me just in front of her face, the cum boiled out of my cock and for one terrifyingly beautiful second I thought aunt Lauren was going to take my cock into her mouth. She had her lips parted and was leaning forward, eyes hungry, then I saw her give a start and snatching a bit of tissue stood, just as the cum was pulsing down my shaft and into her waiting hand. She jerked my pulsing cock, milking the last of it into her the tissue.

She dropped the tissue into the toilet as I swayed on weak knees.

"Oh my god, aunt Lauren that was amazing," I said, not knowing what else to say.

"Just you wait, Jack," she said with a kiss to my cheek. Her gentle hand on my cock soon had me sighing in relief as I pissed, finally.

“I know you are worried your senior year will be awful, but I plan on making sure it’s the best senior year a boy ever had.” Aunt Lauren had the wicked grin on her face again.

“What do you mean?” I asked as she put me away and helped me back to bed.

"Just you wait, let it be my surprise to you," she said as she settled me in the newly fluffed pillows, "as thanks for being such a great nephew and ballplayer."

"Um, ok?" I said, but I couldn't contain the smile on my face. I looked at her then, and I guess it was everything that had happened over the last twenty-four hours that gave me the courage. Lauren saw the look on my face, and she paused, standing beside my bed.

"What is it, Jack?" She asked with a curious little smile.

"Um, it's just I don't know when I might get another chance, and it's something I've been dreaming of for years, and I just wanted to know, if maybe this once, for just a minute or something…" I heard myself rambling and tried to just get to the question but felt myself freeze.

“Jack?” aunt Lauren asked, a little concerned.

"It's just," I picked my head up and my eyes locked on the top of her dress and the enormous breasts within, "Could I see your boobs?"

It rushed out so fast I didn't know if she even understood. I saw aunt Laurens face light up in delight, and she leaned forward, planting a big kiss on my surprised lips. Then she stood up and turned to the mirror and fluffed up her hair. I saw her touch at her make-up, clearing an invisible smudge before she finally turned back to me with a smoldering look in her eyes.

"Your mother can never learn about today, Jack," she said, her voice deadly serious. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, disbelieving my great luck. Then with a smile, she pulled the drawstring on the back of her dress. My cock throbbed as the dress slid down her body, revealing her rounded mature form. She flicked the front clasp on her big white bra and cupping the bra with her hands; she sauntered forward to the bed. My eyes were feasting on her, anticipation sizzling in me as I felt on the edge of my seat as she smiled down at me, sitting there helpless before her, my cock standing up straight.

"It makes me feel so beautiful to see the way you look at me, Jack." She dropped the bra, and I saw her big soft pink nipples for the first time. They swayed and swung with her movements as she sat on the bed, in nearly the identical spot my mom had been the night before. She reached out with her hand and took my cock once more.

"You are so sexy, Lauren," I said, "oh god, and that feels so good!"

"Please call me aunt Lauren," she said with a naughty smile, "I have always found taboo so deliciously naughty. Besides, we aren't blood-related."

"If you keep that up," I said, my eyes taking in her panty clad nakedness, "I'm going to cum."

"Not yet young man," and her hand backed off its ministrations. Delicate fingers were dancing along my hardness, teasing me back down. "You have no idea Jack, how beautiful your cock is, your mom and I are going to love teaching you how to please women with this big thing."

“My mom?” I gasped.

"Oh yes, darling," she said, looking up and smiling at me, her hand once more stroking with steady rhythm, "Your mom has been trapped in this house alone for years, just dreaming of a young hard cock like this of her own." She leaned down, kissing my neck gently, and I felt her tits drag across my chest and stomach.

"I am cumming!" I cried, feeling the orgasm hit me quickly once she resumed her stroking.

Aunt Lauren looked up at me with lust-filled eyes and a fierce smile then she bent down quickly and trapped the head of my cock into her burning hot mouth. If felt like she was sucking the soul out of my body as she drained every last drop of cum, sucking it straight from the source. My legs were trembling, and my mind burning with the thought that my dick had just been in my aunt's mouth, however briefly. She held my cum in her mouth sitting there her eyes closed, and I saw her savoring it as she swallowed, before she bent down to lick my cock clean, taking her time, body pressed to mine. She was making mewling noises, and I could smell the musky scent of her wet sex on the air. Without a word and growling in desire, she sucked my cock back into her mouth and knelt on the bed, wide ass up I the air. I saw a hand disappear between her legs and then heard the steady sloshing sounds of her fingers rubbing.

Just then, the sound of my mom's car pulling into the driveway below sounded, and the garage door began to open. My aunt lurched back off my dick, her massive breasts swaying, with an audible pop and a look of surprise on her face.


Chapter Four

"Oh, God!" She said, hurriedly tucking my dick into my boxers and laughing. "That almost got out of hand!" She said, then she threw the blanket over me and dressed quickly. She threw me a saucy wink as she left the room, closing the door quietly behind herself.

I just lay there, exhausted and horny again. My life had suddenly taken an extraordinary and magical turn. I was left wondering if any of this would have happened if not for the broken arms, and in a way, I was almost happy I had them. That is until I had an itch on my nose I couldn't scratch.

I could hear the sound of conversation pick up between my step-aunt and stepmom, and my ears wished to be a fly on the wall and listen in. Try though I might, I couldn't hear anything of what they were saying. I ended up nodding off for a short time and woke when my stepmom came in to clear out the dishes and cups that had piled up beside the bed. I could hear music playing from downstairs.

“Oh, you’re awake, sweetie," she said and gave me a big smile. "I'm sure you need to go to the restroom," before I could even say anything, she was helping me up, and we were walking to the bathroom. I really did have to go, and I thought I saw a touch of disappointment on her face when she took me out of my shorts, and my soft dick started to pee right away.

She led me back to bed, and I laid down with her help. The whole production was becoming smoother and smoother each time we went through it. As she led me back, I couldn't help but notice how often she brushed her massive breasts against me. I couldn't help but stare as she bent low, tucking the blankets in around me. Her smile suddenly returned, and she was humming as she set the tv for me to watch late-night shows. She went back downstairs, and I heard voices speaking. Over the tv, I couldn't hear who it was, and then the smells of food came wafting in as my mom came back with a microwaved plate of takeout.

“Is there someone downstairs?” I asked.

"Your aunt Lauren's still here. She and I got to talking and had a couple of glasses of wine," now that she mentioned it, I noticed the slightest lisp to her words, "she decided to stay in the guestroom downstairs for the night."

“That’s cool,” I said, trying not to panic knowing that my horny old aunt was just downstairs.

"I'm so glad you approve," she said with a sardonic smile, "now up and into the shower, mister." She helped me up and into the bathroom, and I could smell the wine on her breath, like a heady perfume. She had the trash bags stashed in a drawer already, and in minutes I was disrobed and moving in under the hot water.

"Too hot!" I said, and with a frown, mom leaned across me to feel it. I pressed back into the cold shower door, but I still felt her massive breasts slide over my upper arms, the firmness and weight to them made me catch my breath. Then I felt one hard nipple graze along my pinky finger, clad in the black plastic. I closed my eyes and prayed for the power to make plastic and cloth disappear. She adjusted the temperature and pulled back, the moment over. The only memory it had happened was the massive boner jutting out from my midriff.

As she leaned back, my mom noticed the big hardon and she got a small pleased smile, "Good I was beginning to think I had lost my touch," She looked up, her eyelids heavy and dark hypnotic eyes entrancing, "Get in the shower Jack, it's time to get you clean."

She rinsed me down and then lathered up my hair in shampoo. I’m not sure what came over me, but I felt daring, and I pressed myself back until I felt my wet back against her shirt. She didn't move away immediately, but soon she was rinsing my head under the water. Then she was scrubbing my back and legs down. She seemed to take unusually long on my back muscles. Then I felt the rag fall away and heard her hoarse voice.

"Turn around, Jack, let me get the front." I turned carefully on the wet floor. Her shirt now damp, clung to her massive breasts along their sloping tops, with just a hint of her big puffy nipples pressing through. She began with my shoulders and chest, taking her time on each arm. I watched her face as she washed me, her high cheekbones and smooth skin, so beautiful she almost didn't seem real. Her hands massaged more than washed my legs as she knelt in the open doorway of the shower, the shower spray hitting the far wall was warmth at my back. She looked up at me with her big doe eyes.

"I need to give you your treatment Jack," She said, her breathing heavy, "Or would you rather I go get the nurse?" The moment held for one second, I could see her uncertainty and shyness, and my heart went out to this beautiful, wonderful woman. Feeling the certainty of my desires and needs, I looked down at her.

"Please, mom, I want you," I left the rest unsaid, and the wet rag hit the shower floor, and she brought both her hands up to wrap them around my cock. It's girth barely fit in her grip, and she watched in awe as her hands slid over its steely hard length. She took her time exploring and caressing it, watching in fascination as my balls pulled up in near explosive pleasure. Her tickling fingers were pulling and caressing my sack. I had my eyes closed, trying to enjoy the moment for as long as possible until I couldn't resist any longer.

Looking down, I saw my stepmom biting her bottom lip and jacking off my dick with firm rhythmic strokes, one hand buried between her legs touching and caressing herself. The sight was too much, and I barely saw the scene before the cum began to shoot out of my cock, my toes curling in pleasure. Jet after jet shot out, striking her wet grey shirt. One small glob even hit her cheek, and my mom flinched back slightly.

"Holy shit, honey, you cum like a geyser!" Her breathing was as heavy as mine as she leaned back, looking down at herself.

“I’m sorry mom,” I said, feeling instantly guilty and overwhelmingly grateful, “but that was the most amazing thing… in my life!”

“Mmmm, I'm glad it helped you relax, honey," mom said, trying her best to ignore the shellacking of cum all over the front of her shirt as she rinsed me off and helped me out. I noticed as we exited the shower that the small glob of cum on her cheek was gone, and mom had a sweet, gentle smile on her face as she helped me lay down.

“Thank you, mom.” I said, “I love you.”

"I love you too, darling," she said, leaning down. I thought she would plant the kiss on my cheek like she usually did, but she kissed me square on the lips. There was no missing the pause as her incredibly soft lips rested against mine. She pulled back and rose slowly, careful of my injuries.

“I’ll be back in a few minutes with your evening pill.”

Then with a last gentle smile, she slipped out of the room. I lay there in shock at the past few days events, thinking what else might happen over the next few weeks while I was in the casts.

The door creaked open, and my aunt came in, a smile splitting her face from ear to ear and a pill in one hand. She placed the pill in my mouth, and I took a big sip from the straw to swallow it. She leaned down and kissed me on the forehead and whispered in my ear.

"Goodnight, lover." Then she walked out, leaving the door ajar. I was soon asleep with dreams of big titted MILF's dancing around in my head.


Chapter Five

I woke the next morning early and lay in bed, watching the sunrise slowly through the window. My mind was turning over the events of the day and night before. My fantasies for so long might eventually get realized, and my cock throbbed painfully with morning wood as I thought about it. My stepmom usually wakes early, and she came in to check on me just as the sun peeked above the horizon, surprised to see me awake early.

“I’ll go get breakfast started then!” She said.

"Mom," I said, stopping her, I felt embarrassment flush my cheeks, but I pushed through it. At my tone, she came into the room, a look of concern on her face. "Could you help me out…" we both looked down at the massive erection pressed against the blanket.

"Oh my," she said with a hand to her breast, "I don't know, sweetie," her breathing was labored, and I could see her big nipples harden under her loose nightshirt. "Maybe we should wait until this evening for your treatment."

"Ok, mom," I said sadly, "I understand." Her face softened, and she sat down on the bed beside me.

"I can help you this morning Jack," She said, her voice soft as she slid the blankets down my chest and legs, "But we can't make a habit of it."

The sunlight shone off her pale hand as she drew forth my cock, her breath catching when it came into sight. She put a small drop of oil on her hands and then brought the soft skin to my cock.

"Oh god, mom, that feels heavenly," I said, looking up and meeting her eyes.

"Shh, just relax, Jack, mommy will make it better," her hand stroked me with delicious slowness, as my eyes traveled her body. She saw me staring at her breasts beneath her shirt, and she raised one eyebrow at me. I lowered my eyes in shame, and she just laughed softly.

"I'm not blind, Jack," she said, her voice husky, "I know you have been sneaking glimpses of my body."

"I'm sorry, mom, you're just the sexiest woman I've ever seen. I've fantasized about you for years, and sometimes it's torture being near you." I had said too much and regretted it. Her hand paused in its stroking on my cock, and I felt its grip tighten.

"You have fantasies about me?" she asked, stunned. I just kept my head down. Why the hell had, I said anything?!


“Jack, answer me!” she snapped, and I picked my head up, afraid I would see her enraged, but she was smiling broadly.

"Of course," I said as if it was obvious, "no other woman can ever compare to you mom. You're the sexiest woman in town, and you must know the effect you have on men. I have to see you every day, in bikinis and your tight dresses!"

"Oh, my poor boy," she said, smiling gently and cupping my cheek. Her hand once again began to stroke up and down my cock, her motions designed for maximum pleasure. "Mommy had no idea you felt this way."

Suddenly she released my cock and stood, and I groaned out in protest, but then my voice left me as she gathered the long t-shirt she was wearing and pulled it up over her head, her massive breasts swinging free. I looked on in awe as I beheld them in their naked glory. Perfect round orbs were hanging down slightly under their own enormous weight. Then she was sitting back on the bed, with a gentle but big smile on her lips.

"I don't want to make a mess," She said when she caught my eyes, "just lay back, sweetie, and let mommy take care of you…"

Her hand was massaging my cock in glorious pleasure, but my eyes were stuck on her face and tits. The sunlight was shining off the pale milk-white skin, and her flat stomach was leading down to small white panties, covering so little of her body. "Mommy will always take care of you, Jack," She leaned forward, and I watched her breasts swing out over my cock, swaying with her arms stroking.

“Cum for me baby, cum for mommy!” Entirely at her mercy, the orgasm hit me like a truck, pressing flat against the bed as rope after rope of hot jism shot out onto and between my mom’s massive tits.

"Oh, god! Mom!" I cried just as she was saying, "Fuck baby, it's so hot, I love watching this beast shoot!"

She slowed her stroking, milking out the last of my cum and pinching it away with her fingers. She stood, smiling gently and went to the bathroom, coming back after she had wiped off the cum covering her chest and dripping down to her flat stomach.

“Thank you, mom,” I said when she came back, the words feeling far from adequate for the gratitude coursing in me.

"That was my pleasure, sweetie. Now you relax, I'll go make some breakfast for us." She put the tv on, and I lay there basking in the golden glow of post-orgasm bliss, reviewing the memories of her naked breasts and hot stroking hand once more. The vision of her face filled with taboo lust as I shot my cum across her breasts.

She came back thirty minutes later with the food, and we chatted about the news and the day while we ate. She informed me that her sister would be coming back by today to check on me and hang out by the pool with her for a few hours. Also, she may stay for dinner again as they had such a great time catching up the night before. Mom removed the food tray and helping me up, she helped me get dressed, and we went outside and walked around the block for half an hour. With all the bruising and soft tissue damage I had taken, my body was still stiff, but moving around felt good, and by the end of the walk, I was feeling much more mobile. Then we went back home, and I sat on the couch for about an hour before the pain in my arms was too much, and I had to lay back in bed with them supported.

It felt good to be moving around somewhat normally. Also, as I sat on the couch, my mom spent the time cleaning the kitchen and living room. She was wearing a tight sleeveless button-up blouse and small white shorts that hugged tight to her perfectly shaped ass. The shirt threatened to burst at the seams, and it was so unlike her to wear such revealing clothes that I couldn't help but stare. Mom didn't seem to mind and even winked when she caught me gazing down the neckline of her blouse. Needless to say, I was plenty worked up as I lay in bed watching a movie that afternoon.

Aunt Lauren came over around two, and she and my mom spent a couple of hours out by the pool relaxing and sunbathing. Then I heard them in the kitchen talking and preparing dinner. They brought it up to my room after dark had fallen, the two of them bustling about chatting with one another about things while they tidied and cleaned up. Then they dragged another comfy chair in closing the blinds and set the second Lord of the Rings movie to play.

We had finished the baked ziti, my mom feeding me as we watched the movie. They had cleaned the plates and poured a glass of wine each, and then we returned to the video. When they returned, I couldn't help but notice my mom and aunt had both removed their bra's, and their massive breasts swung free within their blouses. I was staring at my mom on one side and my aunt on the other, finding it hard to concentrate on the movie when my aunt turned in her chair, pausing the video.

"Jack, are you feeling ok?" She asked the concern in her voice thick.

"Yes!" I said, tearing my eyes away from their scrutiny of the buttons, barely holding my mom's blouse together. Mom turned just in time to see the strained glance.

“Jack, sweetie?” She asked.

"Umm, Lisa," aunt Lauren said, "I think I see the problem." She was looking down at the massive bulge pressing against the leg of my shorts.

"Oh my!" Mom said when she noticed. Her wide eyes glanced from me to her sister and back, a small, shy smile forming on her lips as her eyes met mine "I think maybe it's time for your treatment, what do you think Jack?"

I glanced over to my aunt, who was watching with avid interest, "But aunt Lauren?" I said in a strained voice.

“Oh, I don’t mind,” aunt Lauren said, her eyes burning bright with interest as she watched, sipping her wine and kicking one foot delicately.

My mom didn’t say anything else, her hand slid under the waistband of my shorts and fished out my cock. I lay there nearly paralyzed with pleasure as my mom stroked my big dick with her dainty hand, while my aunt watched with a small smile and intense eyes.

"Give the boy something to look at, Lisa," aunt Lauren said, her voice one of calm command. Her sister glanced at her, face going red for a moment, then to my surprise, mom reached up with one hand and popped the first few buttons of her blouse. Then with slow movements, she reached into the blouse and pulled one great breast out, the puffy nipple firm under her grazing thumb. I watched her give the boob a squeeze and a gentle pinch to the nipple and very nearly came right then. The wet sounds of my mom's stroking hand filled the bedroom along with the heavy breathing of us three. Each was silently watching the other and keyed up by the taboo and naughtiness of the moment.

"Mom, I'm going to cum…" I said softly, not wanting to break the quiet mood but unable to hold back anymore. My aunt moved forward quickly and in her hand was a small handkerchief. Placing one hand on the mattress, she leaned over me, her massive breasts visible inside her loose top, then she cupped her other hand over the tip of my cock with the handkerchief.

"Cum for us, Jack," my aunt said, and I felt my mom slide her other hand around my cock, both working it in tandem, and the orgasm shot out of me so powerfully I was nearly shaking. When I opened my eyes, both women were smiling at each other in deep contentment and then turned to look at me. Each stroking the hair from my face and giving me not quite chaste kisses on the lips as they left me to rest.


Chapter Six

I slept like the dead that night. The next morning my mom had me up early to go back to the doctor’s office. I had expected her to be somewhat awkward that morning, but mom was happier than usual as she helped me down the stairs and into the car. We got to the doctor's office and waited a while in the lobby. I couldn't keep my eyes off my mom and was curious to see the jealous looks shot her way by the others in the office.

Finally, a nurse came out and called my name, she led my stepmom, and I back to the room and had us wait, asking me to remove my shirt until the doctor arrived. When he arrived, he was all business as he checked my cuts and scrapes, then my arms to see how the bones were setting and how my movement was.

"You won't have the use of your hands for several weeks, lad, but you should be able to move around a bit more now. Still, I'd like to take a look at it, make sure it's healing correctly." He turned to his chart and gave a look at the notes there and then glanced at my mom saying, "I would say no more than 50 minutes of activity a day for the next few days, and then he should be good for a few hours a day. Make sure he keeps taking the meds for sleep, I don't want to roll around while restless."

"I understand, doctor," she said with a smile at me, "he will be well taken care of."

"Good," the doctor said, standing and walking to the door, "I will have the nurse come in and get you to x-ray and your prescriptions." Turning to look at me, he gave a bracing smile, a brief flash of teeth quickly gone, "You'll be back to using those arms before you know it, Jack! Just make sure you take it easy and heal up now. That way, you won't do any permanent damage to your grip." Then he was gone, and mom helped me slip my shirt back on.

We waited in silence my mom reading through messages on her phone, while I took in the pictures on the wall, when the nurse came in, we both smiled to see aunt Lauren in her nurses uniform. She looked the perfect part with her blond hair wrapped up in a bun, and her ample chest strapped down beneath her top.

"I got to check out your x-rays slugger, and it's great news!" she said as she came in with a big folder. Going to the x-ray viewer, she pulled out two print and put them up on the wall. "See here?" She asked, pointing to a spot that looked exactly like everything else to me in the area, greyish bone. "This is a clean break, and it's setting perfectly. The doctor says you should be back to new in a few months after just a little therapy to build back the muscles."

"Oh, that's wonderful news!" Mom cried and jumped up to hug her sister. She turned to me, clasping her hands together in excitement, then rubbing my cheek instead of a big hug.

"That's a relief, aunt Lauren," I said, "Thank you for telling me."

"I mentioned to the other nurses your situation, and they all agree with me that only with proper and regular treatments can you continue to heal as you have been. It's the sound sleeping and lack of restless energy, along with your obvious sense of well-being, that we believe is contributing to the rapid healing from such a terrible injury."

"Really?" I asked at the same time, mom murmured, "I agree."

“Oh yes, Jack,” aunt Lauren said, her smile turning wicked, “I need to borrow your mom for a little while. We’re going to go over your physical therapy regimen that the doctor wants to start you on now.”

“Physical therapy already?” I asked, scared for the pain I knew that meant.

“I believe the doctor mentioned fifty minutes a day,” mom said.

"Just wait here, Jack, the head nurse, will be in with your prescriptions in a minute." Then she led my mom out of the room, and I was stuck waiting again, without the use of my phone to help kill time, you don't realize how much you truly miss a thing till it's gone.

The door opened, and a tall Latina woman wearing large black-framed glasses swept in wearing a lab coat and carrying several bottles of pills and reading the labels. She doubled checked a sheet and shut the door, placing them on a tray and pulling over a seat for herself. Then leaning back, she looked up at me, taking me in at a glance.

“I’m Nurse Gomez.” Her smile was warm, and I instantly felt comfortable with her. "You're Jack, I take it?"

"Have a lot of other eighteen-year-old with two broken arms?" I asked, laughing despite myself.

“We would have a lot more if they knew what the treatment was,” She said softly while her chair rolled forward. I began to grow alarmed as she reached out and began to unbuckle the belt of my pants.

"Nurse, what are you doing?" I asked, my voice growing shrill.

"Jack, this is a medical office, and I'm a medical professional," Her face and voice were severe. Still, her eyes held a sexy little twinkle as she rested her hand upon my hardening crotch, the buckle undone, but pants still zipped, "don't you want me to perform your medical treatment, Jack?"

I could only nod my head as she smiled, "Good. Now relax, young man, this will be over quickly." She popped the fly on my pants and pulled down the zipper, pushing both jeans and underwear down. Her hands slid up the sides of my thighs as she took in my cock rising before her.

“That’s what she meant…” She said softly, staring at it.

“What who meant?” I asked, super nervous what she thought.

"Your aunt Jack," Nurse Gomez looked at me with a delighted expression, her hand slid up my thighs and up my shaft. Her hot hands eliciting a groan out of me, "But she didn't tell me your cock was this big, this thick. Oh, mierda, necesito sentir que esto me estira
, tell me Jack, have you ever fucked a woman before?”

I could only shake my head, trying to puzzle out her Spanish. The woman stood quickly, nodding her head once and reaching out she pulled my face into a deep passionate kiss, her tongue snaking into my mouth and finding mine. My cock was diamond-hard as she let go of me and walked over to the door, turning the lock. Turning back to me, she slid her skirt up over her hips and guided me back onto the hospital bed. I saw her reach down and slide off her panties, falling and catching on one ankle. I saw her black heels, and my cock throbbed even harder. Her eyes were taking me in, and then her hand was on my cock, and her legs astride my hips.

Gently, ever so gently, she slid herself down my dick, the feeling was hot and wet in a way I couldn't begin to describe. Except I felt myself starting to cum almost instantly in the tight walls of her pussy. The nurse knelt above me, slowly lowering herself down, her voice whispering nastiness in Spanish into my ears as her pussy stretched wider and wider, and my dick plumbed her depth deeper and deeper. Then finally, she was seated in my lap. She looked down at me with soft and kindly eyes and then slowly began to rock her hips forward and back. The feeling was intense, and my toes began to tingle.

“Nurse, I’m gonna cum,” I said in a soft strained voice.

"Not yet," She said, her voice tight, "I am so full, you are so deep baby, please, I can feel it coming baby, please!"

I shut my eyes, focusing on cold water, stinging winds and wrinkled flesh, anything to keep my mind off the nirvana sliding up and down my cock, or the hard clit grinding along its length. Then I felt her hips shuddering, "Cum for me, Bueno mijo, orgasm para mi
, I’m cumming on your perfect cock baby, you’re making me cum!”

I couldn't make out anything else she said because my own orgasm was hitting me, shooting ropes of cum deep into her body. I was breathing heavy, and my whole body was tired, bur remarkably felt nothing adverse to any injuries. Like a gentle lamb, she climbed off me and cleaned up quickly and professionally. When my pants were on, and it was as if nothing had happened, she came up and kissed me deeply again. Placing her lips at my ear said, "You have the most beautiful cock I have ever felt, I need it again, Jack." Her smile turned to a near snarl as her hand gripped my balls tight, "soon!"

"Um, ok!" I said with a nervous smile. She smiled again and kissed me deeply and passionately. I was breathing heavy as she swept out of the room. My mom and aunt came back a few minutes later to find me staring at a stupid picture on the wall with a silly grin on my face. We headed out to the car, and mom started driving home, being super careful as always since the accident.


Chapter Seven

"Well, that's wonderful news, isn't it?" My stepmom asked. "Your father will be so happy. I know he's been worried about you."

At the mention of my dad, all the good cheer from earlier left me, and I turned to stare out the window. The man was basically an absentee father, who had married Lisa, so he didn't have to raise his kid himself. I imagined that if my mom had lived, he would have divorced her. I tried not to think so uncharitably about my father, but it was hard sometimes.

“What’s for dinner?” I asked, trying to change the subject.

"I was planning on putting a roast on this morning so that we could have a feast tonight!" She said in a cheerful voice, trying to get me excited.

"That sounds great mom, thanks." She could hear the lack of excitement in my voice and gave me a concerned look. I smiled, trying to reassure her I was ok and looked back out the window. We spent the rest of the drive-in silence, and when we got home, she helped me out and into bed, promising to bring me a surprise in a couple of hours. I was exhausted from the morning's ordeal and took a nap under the late morning's warm sun.

That afternoon she fed me small bites of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, and we watched an afternoon talk show together, laughing at the silly storylines they came up with for these things. Mom looked ravishing, her hair brushed to a lustrous shine, and her makeup perfect. I couldn't help but enjoy the occasional glimpses of her in profile, or down her plunging neckline as she leaned over to feed me. She watched my eyes drinking in her curves and smiled warmly, but never said anything.

"Let's get you out of this bed for a bit," she said when I finished eating.

"Where are we going?" I asked curiously.

“I thought we might spend the afternoon out by the pool," she said with a cheerful smile. She cleaned up and then went to her room to change into her suit. When she got back to my room, I was stunned into silence at the sight of her in a red string bikini. I'd never seen her wear one before. She always wore one of her more conservative two pieces. This new suit clung to her curves like a second skin, the small triangles of fabric containing her breasts, and ass were held in place by thin red strings that cut deliciously into the soft skin of hips and sides.

My dick was hard as she pulled down my shorts and began to slide my trunk up my legs. She was kneeling beside me and looked up at me, biting her lower lip as she gave it a gentle stroke, then with a mischievous smile tucked me into the trunks. I groaned in disappointment, but she just patted me on the butt lightly.

"Head on out to the pool, young man," She said, "I'm going get a pitcher of iced tea ready."

I headed out and maneuvering myself carefully, took a seat in one of the padded chairs on the deck. It was a beautiful day, and the warm sunlight picked up my mood, especially so when my mom came waltzing out of the sliding glass door with a pitcher in one hand and two glasses in the other, her breasts and hips swaying hypnotically as she walked over.

Mom took the lounger just before me, affording me a view straight at her gorgeous body as she massaged suntan lotion into her skin. God, how I wished I had the use of my hands to help her, as she slid the white cream over her thighs and stomach. She turned back to glance at me just as she was finishing and caught me looking, my cheeks coloring. She looked down and saw the massive tent in my trunks, her eyes taking on a lusty look.

"Oh my," she said, getting up and coming over, "You weren't able to calm down after changing Jack?"

"No," I said, embarrassed and excited, "you're just too hot mom, I'm so sorry."

"Hush darling, you don't have to be sorry." She took a towel and folding it, laid it down between my feet, then knelt on it. Her hands were sliding up my thighs, eyes alight on mine. "Mommy loves to hear that, now let me help you, so you can relax and enjoy the afternoon."

I wanted to tell her that I couldn't enjoy anything more than the feeling of her stroking me off, but I didn't want to be crass, and she already had me in her soft oily hands. Sliding both up and down my cock, she watched its massive length harden even more under her ministrations. Her tits were jiggling with each stroke of her hands, and I felt the orgasm building in me, my balls tightening. Mom looked up at me and smiled, her lips parted and mouth open as she drew closer to the head of my cock. Just then, the doorbell rang, and mom started up, surprised.

"Oh, that's your aunt!" she said and ran off into the house, her massive breasts swaying wildly as she ran. I sat there in the backyard, trunks down around my ankles and cock, standing up straight. Thank god none of the neighboring houses had views into our yard. Mom came back into the backyard her cheeks flushed as she resumed her place between my legs, hands taking up my cock in her soft grip. My aunt followed her into the backyard, a wicked gleam in her eyes as she watched her sister jacking me off.

"I'm sorry," mom said as her hand slid up and down my cock. She tried not to look at her sister, her eyes focused on her work, "I was in the middle of Jack's treatment when you showed up."

"Don't let me stop you." She said as she pulled off her t-shirt, revealing her own blue bikini top. Staring at my aunt's breasts and body revealed right next to my stepmom's. My eyes were dancing between moms swaying breasts and working hands and my aunt as she leaned against the table, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. I could smell their aromas on the air and wondered if either of them was wet.

"Don't you worry about chafing Lisa?" Aunt Lauren asked, giving me a wink from behind my mom.

"I hadn't thought about it," mom said, "I've been careful to use oil or lotion most of the time." Her hands pausing, she looked up at me with concerned eyes, "Does it feel ok, Jack?"

“Oh god mom, that feels amazing!” I said.

"I think a little variety would still be good," aunt Sharon said, walking up beside my mom.

"What do you mean?" mom asked. Sharon didn't answer, she just put her hand on the back of my mom's head and slowly pushed it forward. I watched my mom's eyes go wide, and her mouth open wide, and with a nervous but excited smile, she let her sister push her head down onto my cock.

"Oh, god!" I cried out when her wet lips and hot mouth slipped over the soft head.

Then the wet sucking sounds of her mouth filled the back yard, and my aunt watched, sliding a hand down her round belly and into the bottoms of her bikini, rubbing her pussy. My mom closed her eyes, her face a mask of bliss and love as she sucked my cock as deep as she could, her tongue playing over the head as it slid in and out of her lips.

"I'm cumming!" I announced, and mom's eyes opened wide, her tits swaying wildly as she drove herself up and down on my cock, her hand sliding just before her mouth.

"Swallow it, Lisa! Swallow your son's cum!" Aunt Lauren said, and I saw her eyes close in sweet bliss as she came on her fingers. Lust filled my mom's eyes and a submissive need I'd never seen before as she began to swallow each of my huge spurts of cum as quickly as she could. Some dripped out and down her chin, dripping onto her massive tits as the orgasm left me. She pulled back and swallowed it all down with a big smile, pushing the little dribble into her mouth and sucking her fingers clean.

“You’re cum tastes like pineapple and strawberries, Jack,” mom said in wonder, “I’ve never heard of anything like it!”

“Really?” aunt Sharon asked.

"You have to try it sometime," mom said, giving me a secret wink as she stood, "I'm sure Jack wouldn't mind, and I could use the help, he certainly does have a healthy young man's needs. Then she walked back to her lounger, her perfect ass swaying as she lay down to soak up the sun. My aunt laying out beside her, two heavenly MILF beauties. What other wonders might happen out by the pool this afternoon?


Chapter Eight

My stepmother and aunt laid out in the sun, soaking up the sun and on perfect display for my horny eighteen-year-old mind. My aunt is a thick busty goddess, while my mom has a body that breaks men's necks when she walks by — huge E-cup breasts and narrow-waisted with a flat stomach and a perfectly firm ass.

The warm sunlight was relaxing, and I felt it soothing my muscles. Soon though, I felt my skin starting to burn slightly, and I moved over to the shade. Mom and Aunt Lauren alternated between relaxing in the sun and jumping in the pool to cool off. Aunt Lauren felt terrible for me, and after pressuring my mom just a little, I got her to agree that I could go into the pool, even if only to hang in the shallow end. She got the trash bags and tape and sealed off my arms, and with my aunt's help, I walked down the steps into the cool water.

“See isn’t this nice?” said aunt Lauren, “Just what you needed, a little bit of normalcy.”

I didn't want to mention precisely how un-normal all of this was. I was enjoying the sights and warm water too much. I rested my arms outside of the pool and let my legs and torso float. My mom was lying on the lounger just outside the pool with her legs slightly spread, and I just happened to be looking up and could see straight at her bikini-clad pussy. She had on sunglasses, and I stared in wonder at the place I'd been dreaming of slipping inside for so many years.

I felt the water swirl around me and felt a hand slid up my leg and under my shorts to take a firm grip on my cock. I felt aunt Lauren swim up alongside me, taking hold of the side of the pool, her hand sliding up and down my hardness.

"What's this, Jack?" My aunt asked loudly.

“Shhh!" I hissed, but she continued.

"Did looking at your mom give you this massive boner?" My mom picked her head up and looking down between her breasts and spread legs, saw her sister beside me at the edge of the pool. Her cheeks flushed, and she snapped her knees shut, my shame and embarrassment doubling. Aunt Lauren didn't let go of my cock, her expert fingers massaging and milking it gently.

"You said I could help the boy sis," aunt Lauren said. My mom sat up and looked at her sister in shock. The water was swirling around us gently.

"Are you?" She asked , not able to finish the question, "Right not?"

“I am,” aunt Lauren said with calm confidence, “I could see Jack was in desperate need,” she breathed as she pressed her body to my side, stroking me slowly underwater.

"I understand," mom said in a slightly strained voice before putting her glasses on again and closing her eyes. She pretended not to care, but I saw her nipples firm up under the bikini.

"This is taking a while, and my arm is going to get sore," aunt Lauren said, with a wink to me.

"Maybe I should take care of it," mom said, hopefully sitting up.

"No," said aunt Lauren quickly, and to my mom's frown said, "I think Jack could use some visual stimulation, however. Isn't that right, Jack?"

I nodded my head, not trusting myself to speak and not ruin the moment. I looked at my stepmom before me just feet away sitting on the lounge chair, my aunt's delicate fingers teasing my cock with gentle strokes underwater. Mom's face grew red, and she nodded slightly, then reaching behind her back she untied the top of her bikini, the top slipped free, and her massive breasts swung free. She lifted her hands and cupped them, lifting their heavyweight and pinching both light pink nipples as her face scrunched in pleasure. My cock throbbed in my aunt's hand, and I felt her slide her hand down and run her nails over my sack as she spoke again.

"The bottoms to Lisa," mom nodded submissively and then slipped the bikini bottoms off, and turning her gorgeous face slightly, she spread her legs for me with hands-on knees. Slowly opening to my inspection, the treasure, I had dreamed of seeing. She was trimmed, and the small patch of dark hair covered a slit that was small and tight, with the hood of her clit just peeking out the top.

My breathing was heavy, and my eyes wide as I took in the sight of her completely naked while my aunt stroked my cock. Mom lay back, and one hand trailed lazily down to her pussy, her eyes closing as the finger lightly grazed along her pussy lips, my breath caught and froze as she gently slid the finger up and around her clit.

"You see, Jack," my aunt whispered in my ear, "Your mom has been unhappy for a long time, she had needs that have gone unfulfilled." Her hand stroking gently on my cock drew out the pleasure, "you see, she is a good woman; she just wants to be of service to the man of the house. You're the man of the house now, Jack." Her voice was barely audible even to me, "So be the man Jack, the man she needs, tell her what you want, let her serve you."

"Mom," I said, my voice slightly shrill, and she glanced up at me, her eyes hopeful and nervous. I spoke again, my voice normal now and in control, "Mom, I want to watch you cum." Her face grew calm and peaceful, and I saw a gentle smile form on her lips, her eyes entirely focused on me.

“Yes, Jack,” she said, and her finger began to rub at her clit in earnest now. A second finger joining the first to slide along her clit, squeezing it between them, and then she was working her second hand into the mix. My aunts hand picked up its pace jacking me off as I watched my mom cumming on her hand just seconds after I asked her too. Her muscles were tensing as she curled in on herself in bliss, breath hot and heavy.

My aunt did something with her fingers, rotating around the head of my cock, and then I was cumming, shooting ropes deep into the pools water, as my aunt milked me and my mom shuddered in the final throes of her orgasm.

“Thank you, mom.” I panted out after aunt Laurens urging whisper. “That was just what I needed.”

"I am happy to be of service, sweetie," mom said, and I could hear and see the sincerity in her voice.

Suddenly things began to make sense, the way mom had been acting even before my injury, the sadness and lack of purpose in her life that had suddenly flipped when I was injured. I loved this woman more than anything in the world, and as we got out of the pool, both a bit awkward, I realized my dreams would become a reality. My aunt was all relaxed, calm confidence as we finished relaxing by the pool and when we went inside, she helped me upstairs to change and get into bed, promising me that we would have a long conversation the next day when she came over to watch me while my mom ran errands.

The three of us had a big meal of pot roast, potatoes, and carrots while watching a movie in my room. After the movie, mom walked aunt Lauren out and cleaned up downstairs. When she came back in to help me into the shower, she dressed in a bathrobe. She didn't say anything as she got the water to the right temp and helped me out of my clothes. Then she dropped her robe, and I saw she was nude beneath. My breathing was coming fast and heavy as I took her in. She smiled at my regard, letting her tits sway provocatively. She saw my thickening cock and looked up at me questioningly, but I just shook my head and smiled inwardly at the slight frown of disappointment on mom's face. She shampooed my hair and washed my body, taking unusually long to soak and stroke my cock. I fought back the urges to ask for more there, and mom kept wetting her lips and looking up at me expectantly.

I saw the frustration build in her as she helped me out and dried me off. She was about to lead me out of the shower when I stopped her at the sink.

"What is it dear?" she asked, concerned, worried I had hit my arm on the door jam or something.

"Turn around," I said in as confident a tone as I could manage. My voice sounded unsure and nervous, even to me. Mom looked at me questioningly and then turned around, the pale firm flesh of her ass brushing against my hard cock. She was standing at the sink and looked into the mirror at me.

"What is it, sweetie?" She asked, then she saw the lust in my eyes, "Oh god…" she said, shuddering slightly, but she bent forward, her hands coming to rest on the sink and her tits hanging down low. She closed her eyes, and I looked down at the perfect ass before me. Moving forward, I felt my cock slip between her thighs and slide along the wetness of her lips.

“Mmhmm, no baby, we can’t do that!” Mom said, but she didn’t move, staying in place as I slid my cock back and forth, sawing at her pussy with my thick hardness. No matter what the words were coming out of her mouth, I saw the passion in her face, and she spread her knees slightly, giving me more access to her pussy.

"Put it in mom," I said, surprising myself at how in charge my voice sounded. Mom's eyes popped open at my tone, and her face turned slowly from secret desire to one of loving delight, and she reached down between her legs, pressing the tip of my cock up against her opening. The head lipped in, and she moaned out, eyes closing for a second. I froze, the heavenly warmth seeping such pleasure into me that I couldn't think straight for a second. Also, the sight of my stepmom naked and bent over, willingly pushing my dick into her tight unused pussy, reflected in front of me was almost too much, but I had cum a lot that day, so I was ready for this.

"We need a condom, sweetie!" Mom said as I pushed forward, slipping deeper inside her, there was no stopping me; however, and mom was driving back into me even as I thrust.

"Oh, god, mom!" I said as I felt her cover my length in her perfect warm wet hole. It sucked me into its depth, and she cried out, stifling her moans as best she could. I pulled back and thrust forward. I am fucking my mom!
 I thought in triumph, watching her great tits sway with each thrust. Mom fucked back at me, her low moans of pleasure filling the bathroom along with the wet sound of our sexes joined.

"Jack, you are so big! Fuck! I have never felt anything stretch me out like this, baby! Mommy is cumming! You're making mommy cum on your big dick!" Then I felt her pussy walls convulsing around my cock, and my own orgasm was coming.

“I’m cumming with you mom!”

"Cum in me, Jack! Cum in mommy's pussy! Cum with me!" She was crying out, and then I was. I felt the massive spurts of cum shooting deep into her, washing her womb in my baby batter. My thrusts were slowing down as we both caught our breath the reality of what we had just done crashing home. I pulled out of her, and mom's face grew beet red, and she turned to pull her robe over her.

"Mom," I said, panting, "That was a dream come true."

Mom stopped, her embarrassment and shame falling away as she turned to look at me with love filling her expression. "I am so glad I could do that for you, baby," she said, kissing me deeply. The kiss lit love and passion like fire between us as our lips help one another's softly. Finally releasing it, breathing heavy mom rested her head on my chest, her eyes closed in bliss. "I never knew sex could feel so wonderful. You stretched me so good, sweetie. I can still feel you in me." She kissed me again, her tongue sliding into my mouth, we she held me close. Then she pulled back her face becoming more reserved again when she said, "but I'm not on the pill, we need to be careful and get some kind of protection for next time."

She cleaned up the bathroom and helped me into bed. My mind just kept churning over her words ‘next time’. I fell asleep feeling like the luckiest boy in the world, even though I still didn’t have the use of my arms or hands.


Chapter Nine

I woke the next morning to overcast and rainy skies. Mom had gone out early to the gym. She was somewhat back to her old routine. My aunt came over in the morning and prepared breakfast for me. I was able to sit up entirely by myself for the first time without feeling sore, and it felt good to be a little more self-sufficient. She came in with the tray to find me sitting up, trying to slip my shorts over my feet without my hands.

"Stop that!" She scolded me when she walked in, "You're going to hurt yourself doing that; let me help." She set down the food tray and knelt at my feet, taking up my shorts. She started to slip them over one foot, her hand on my thigh, when she moved forward, her hand slipping beneath my boxers to take hold of my cock.

"Whoops, silly me!" She said with a wicked smile. I'd been paying attention over the past two days, and had been planning what to say if I found myself in this moment.

“That was no accident aunt Lauren,” I said in a quiet confident voice looking straight into her eyes, “You want to jack your nephews cock off, that’s why your over here so much lately.”

My always confident and put together aunt paused, her face going still, "No, Jack, this is just for your treatment, it's because we love you so much."

"Oh, I'm sure that's true," I said, flexing my cock in her hands and making her jump slightly, "but you and my mom also love the wrongness of it. The taboo." Her breathing was coming heavy now, her chest heaving, "I'm willing to accommodate your kinks, but I'm in charge now aunt Lauren.

"Oh, you are, are you?" She asked, getting some of her old spunk back.

"Yes, I am," I said, my confidence growing as I saw the desire and submissive joy in her face. "but I don't want another handjob or even a blowjob. Not now, at least," I said, smiling wickedly, "Get naked, I want to watch you ride my cock."

"Jack, we can't do that!" She said, sitting back and gasping, "Please let me suck you off, slugger I have been dreaming of that for days now!"

"Oh, you'll suck me off alright," I said a touch of command in my voice, from where it sprang, I don't know, but I was grateful for it, "but not until I put my first load deep in your pussy."

My aunt was trembling a hand before her mouth, her eyes on mine searching for any weakness in me. Seeing none, I watched her whole demeanor change. She sagged with a release of tension and guilt, and a gentle smile, very similar to my mom's, alighted on her face, and she stood. Silently she unbuttoned her blouse and undid the clasp on her thick heavy bra, freeing her massive melons. Then with trembling fingers, she slid her skirt down over her hips and to the floor. I saw her large thatch of hair, damp with desire, and my cock throbbed even harder.

I scooted back on the mattress, and my aunt sprang forward, propping pillows behind my back and head. One of her great teats swung by my face, and I trapped a hard nipple in my mouth, sucking on it for the first time. The firm yet soft flesh giving under my lips and tongue.

“Oh! Mmm, that feels lovely, Jack…" My aunt moaned as I nursed from her. Her hand slid down and lightly touched my cock, and I knew that if she continued, between the perfect teat and her skilled hands, I would be coming soon. Pulling back, I sucked her nipple out hard, drawing the flesh tight. "Oh, Jack! That… Oh, mmmm!” She flinched in pain for one second and then melted into the pleasure of it, the nipple popping out of my mouth with an audible sound. She looked down at my face, her breath coming in great gasps. Her hands snaked down between our bodies and took ahold of my cock as she slipped her legs to either side of my thighs. She held my cock there, her pussy on my balls.

"I have fantasized about you too, Jack," she whispered as she held my dick, "You have always been such a good and gorgeous young man, so skilled at baseball and smart." Her eyes got a devious twinkle, "Plus, I might have a thing for how taboo it is…"

“I would lay in my room jacking off to pictures of you in your dresses, secretly taken from my phone,” I confessed as she lifted herself, sliding my cock along her wetness.

“Oh, you naughty boy," she said as she engulfed my dick in her quim. She wasn't as tight as my mom, and her pussy felt slightly different, but it was no less pleasing. She settled down on my hips, my cock buried deep within her, just brushing the end of her canal. "Fuck jack, that's a big dick! I've never been stretched like this."

“My mom said the same thing,” I said, and my cock pulsed at the mixture of jealousy and excitement that lit my aunt's eyes as she opened them and stared at me. Then she rose slowly and dropped down grinding slowly when she bottomed out, moaning lightly.

“You fucked Lisa,” She said as she slowly rode my cock.

“Last night,” I said, trying to get a read on my aunt, “after the shower.”

“You fucked your mom,” she said fiercely, and I felt her pussy tighten down on my cock, convulsing as she came on me. She bent into my body, her forehead resting on mine as she panted out. Her massive breasts squished between our bodies. She kissed me then, slow and sensual.

"I want to watch," she whispered after the kiss, "please, I know it's wrong, but it's my greatest fantasy. To see the two most beautiful people I've ever know. Who love each other so much, be together." Her hands were on the side of my face, and she rode me harder, more insistent, her pussy milking my cock.

"Fuck, that is so hot!" I said my breath heavy, "Of course you can watch! That's one of my biggest fantasies! I'm going to cum aunt Lauren." I had been trying my hardest to ignore the orgasm, but her hot words, sexy body dancing on my cock and the hot tight pussy were impossible to ignore any longer.

"If you cum in me," she breathed, bouncing on my dick, "you could make me pregnant, Jack." She leaned back pussy, grinding my cock deliciously as she fondled her tits, pinching and pulling her nipples, "Where do you want to cum Jack? In your aunties pussy or her mouth?"

“Don’t you dare move!” I said as the orgasm began to hit, and I watched her eyes light up in taboo bliss as her own orgasm hit her with my cum shooting deep into her womb. Then she leaned forward, holding me tight, careful of my arms, and kissing me over and over.

“Thank you, Jack, that was everything I ever dreamed it would be, thank you!”

I wanted to thank her even more, but instead, I said, "You're not done yet." Aunt Sharon leaned back a curious smile on her face. "You made a mess," I continued looked down as the cum covering my cock and balls, "use that pretty mouth of yours and clean it up."

Aunt Sharon was breathing heavy again as she slid down between my legs and, in true submissive form, took my cock into her mouth, sucking it clean as she licked the cum from my balls as well.

“When will my mom be home?” I asked.

“In about twenty minutes,” she said after looking at the wall clock.

"Good," I said, laying back, "Just enough time for you to clean up and get me hard again for when she gets home." My aunt had a small joyful smile on as she puttered around the room, cleaning up. I had made her wear my mom's little apron and nothing else, and the sight of her rounded flesh poking out the sides of the apron was enough to get me hard. I was practicing self-control, though, and when she came back over ten minutes later, I was still only quarter hard.

I lay back on my pilled pillows and watched as my aunt crawled between my legs and took my cock into her hungry, sucking mouth. After cautioning her that she wasn't to let me cum, I lay back and enjoyed the wonderful sensations. My aunt seemed to be in heaven, sucking on the rock-hard young cock of her nephew — the taboo of being in an eighteen-year-olds room almost enough to make her cum right there.

The garage door opened, signaling my mom had come home, and my aunt popped up, just like before a bit of fear and shame in her face. I stood, letting my hard cock hit her in the hip as I turned toward her, a look of expectation on my face.

“I didn’t say you could stop,” I said.

“But Jack!” she said.

“If you want to watch,” I said in a firm voice, “Then you’ll be sucking my cock when mom opens that door.” Her face filled with indecision, this crossing some barrier in her mind, but then she knelt between my legs once more. “You really are a wicked boy!” She said, and I could feel her heart beating like a drum as she took me back into her hot wet mouth.

I listened carefully and could hear mom's feet on the stairs just outside, and then she was at my door the nob turning.

"Lauren, Jack, are you in here, oh my!" She said, startled when she saw the scene before her. I stood tall and powerful with my aunt sucking and licking on my cockhead while she stroked my shaft, the wet sounds filling the room. Aunt Lauren's eyes closed and her face was red with shame, and not a little lust at being caught and watched.

"I'm sorry," mom said, "I'll leave you two." She started to pull the door closed, and I stopped her with a word.

"Mom," she stopped, and I nearly came right there into aunt Lauren's mouth as her eyes met mine. Seeing the lust and slight jealousy there made me want her even more. "Go to your room and take off your clothes, then come back here." I saw her pulse quicken in the vein at her temple, and with a quick nod, she was off down the hall.

"Get in that chair, aunt Lauren," I said, directing her to the chair facing the bed, "You can't touch your pussy until my cock is in my mom's."

With a nod, she stood and went to the chair, her legs closed tight and moving slightly in frustration. I lay back on the bed, my heart beating a mile a minute. Mom came back into the room, covering her nipples with one arm and her crotch with the other hand. She glanced at her sister and then looked down in shame. I saw aunt Lauren shiver in pleasure at the sight. We all knew how wrong this was, and it was turning us all on in different but powerful ways.

"Come here, mom," I said, and she came to the bed, crawling into the place my aunt had vacated just recently. Her eyes filled with the sight of my cock. She took it into her mouth without orders or hesitation, not even caring that her pussy and ass were on full display.

“You know what I want mom,” I said as she was worshipping my cock with her mouth.

"Yes, baby, you need to cum in mommy," She said as she crawled up the bed, and I heard a moan of primal pleasure issue from my aunt as he began touching her pussy, unable to control herself anymore. The wet sounds only spurred my mom on more as she pulled my cock into herself and slid down on it. Her tits were magnificent as she rode me, and she leaned down, letting me feast on her nipples, feeding them into my mouth one at a time. It didn't take long for her to draw the orgasm from my cock, having her own massive heaving orgasm atop me. My aunt screamed out louder than anyone as she watched the taboo scene before her, more primal and naughtier than any porn on the subject.

I thought life was perfect in that moment. But ten minutes later, the two of them were lying on the bed with me in comfortable silence, gently touching me and each other. Looking into each other's eyes, my stepmom and aunt seemed to come to a joint decision. Kissing down my stomach, they each planted kisses on my cock, then my mom was sucking my head, and my aunt was licking my shaft and sucking my balls. They began to give me a double blowjob. Here now, was my ultimate fantasy as they traded my cock head back and forth between their mouths. Occasionally their tongues or lips would touch and linger for a moment or two — the wickedness of it, causing my cock to throb harder. My aunt laughed when she noticed my reaction and planting a deep tongue kiss on my mom; she got up and came to the top of the bed.

She let me feast on her pussy, tasting the delicate and sensitive flesh of clit and labia while she sucked my cock with my mom. After my aunt had cum on my face, she switched places with my mom, and I got to taste her sweet pussy. I spent a long time licking and kissing and tongue fucking her until she came, gushing all over my mouth in her powerful orgasm.

I took my aunt bent over the bed from behind while my mom watched and encouraged me on. Then they switched places, my aunt standing beside me and playing with my balls, and occasionally rubbing her sister's pussy as I fucked her to a powerful orgasm. That was the best night of my life. That is, until the day I got my cast off, but maybe I should let Nurse Gomez tell that story.

THE END
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