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#01 Timmy

Teased by My Older Sister
Saturday
The nights are killing me. It's hot. So fucking hot. I use my fan, but that's not enough. Our central air conditioning doesn't work at the moment, and instead of fixing it, Mom told us to suffer in silence after my older sister called her cheap for not getting on the phone with a repairman right away. I think my sister meant it as a joke, but she's a bitch; what can I say. Mom didn't come from money—she's earns hers—and she said, "If I could take it when I was a kid, then so can you guys." I don't know why that has to apply to me. I wasn't the one who made the joke.
Fuck my life.
Monday
Why am I revisiting my old journal? I don't know. Maybe I need something to do other than thinking about all the sex I'm not getting in my life.
Who am I as of this writing? It's been two years since I wrote anything in my journal. I've changed.
I'm eighteen years old, and I'm the meat of a girl-boy-girl triplet sandwich. I've gone over my past entries, and it's nothing but "What do I want to be when I grow up" and "I think that the so and so likes me" and "My older sister is a bitch" and "Why couldn't my younger sister have been a younger brother?"
I think I should update my family status since it's been a while since I wrote anything down.
Diana is the oldest triplet; she looks older as well. She's looked like a woman since forever. My friends say that she's all woman: tits and ass and legs and abs and a volleyball player's body that belongs on a bikini calendar—and I tell them to shut the fuck up. They'll talk about every part of my sister's body until every single one of us has to nut.
Abbey is the youngest triplet. She's a cutie, I guess, who likes to follow me around when she's not skating with every tomboy in our high school. Oh, yeah, she's a skater with no tits—I'm not looking—but I told her that one day for some reason, and I still tell her she has no tits because it makes us laugh. With her short blonde hair and light freckles, she could pass for a boy underneath her baseball cap, and it's too bad she's not a boy because I don't think a tomboy sister can replace a younger brother.
The funny thing—it wasn't funny at the time—is that Abbey is a year behind Diana and me in school, despite being a fucking genius. Our Dad, wherever he may be, had custody of her when we were younger. I don't know what kind of dumb fuck judge splits up triplets, but this one did. Dad enrolled Abbey in school a year after Mom enrolled Diana and me—I think he did it to piss Mom off—then, he just gave up custody of Abbey and disappeared. Abbey has been following us around ever since.
Mom is thirty-eight or thirty-nine, I don't know. I won't remember until her next birthday. I don't know why I keep forgetting her age. She look, I don't know, thirty-ish. She's divorced, and she likes to dress up and workout because she saw an infomercial about toned-up MILFs, or maybe she was watching porn. She does that and sometimes I can hear it through our shared wall. Anyway, Mom decided that she wanted a fit, mature, cougar body capable of hunting down a young cub. When it comes to the girls, Diana takes after Mom, while Abbey takes after our Dad's leanish, boyish, mother and sisters.
This is strange to write, but there's a difference between a fit, almost forty-year-old woman and an eighteen-year-old girl. No, I don't compare Mom's and Diana's bodies, not really, but that doesn't mean I don't notice them. Both are in great shape, but the body of an older woman is different. An older body is more weathered, the flesh slightly looser, clinging to the muscles underneath so that there's more of a ripple when they move, and their skin doesn't hold the glow of youth the way it once did. The contrast between my sister's and my mother's bodies is incomparable: I couldn't tell you which one is hotter, not that I ever think about it. But if I had to choose. . . . Why am I writing this down? (I was watching porn earlier, that's why, and this step-incest is the flavor of today.)
Fuck it. If I had to choose. . . .
My older sister is a bitch.
My mother is not a bitch.
My mom wins—end of story.
Why the fuck am I writing about my family like this? I've been watching too much of that show Game of Thrones again, and I've wanted to bang Lena Headey since the show first aired. Too bad she didn't do some hot sex scenes with her twin in that show. She's about as hot as a woman can get. She kind of looks like an older version of Abbey. I can tell that Miss Headey has been hitting the gym during the last season of that show, and there's a sexy thinness to her that borders on lean without being cut. All right, I'm ending this entry; I need to go jerk off again.
Thursday
Something I'm not proud of happened today. It's summer. It's hot. Summer classes are over at noon, and then I workout with the wrestling team if I want to—those who aren't in other sports—and then I go home. Today, I went straight home, having to ask my older sister for a ride. I'd have a car right now if I hadn't failed my driver's test twice. I have a license—the third time is a motherfucking charm—but Mom is still making me wait till the end of the year before she'll buy me a car, unless I want to get a job and buy my own, which I'm considering. . . .
Anyway, Mom can understand someone failing a test once, but twice? That's heresy in my house. I guess her feelings are fair. I should have taken the responsibility of driving more seriously. Oh, and then there was that one time I borrowed my mother's car without permission, so that might have something to do with it.
Funny thing, Abbey has a license, but she's never asked for a car, and Mom offered to buy her one. Her skateboard or bike has always been good enough. She had wanted a motorcycle, still does, but Mom isn't going to buy her one of those.
What was I writing about again? Oh, yeah, I wasn't proud of something. I was home. It was hot. There was no air conditioning, blah, blah, blah. Diana and I were in the living room. The young one was out doing tomboy stuff with her little boi friends, getting into trouble, breaking windows, making out, who knows—the things she thinks boys are supposed to be doing. Good for her.
We have a big living room. It's open, with lots of space. There's a long couch and two loveseats placed in a blocky U formation, along with a coffee table and a large smart TV, and a fireplace. There's a lot of white in our house. The living room leads to the dining room, which wraps around to the kitchen, then to the great room that Mom call's her ballroom, then to the foyer, and then we're back at the living room once again. There's a stairway that leads up to a second floor, and—why the fuck am I describing my home? I know what it looks like. Oh, yeah, right, because I don't want to write what happened with Diana in the living room.
I wanted to watch TV. Anything, maybe a hot tub girl on Twitch or something on Youtube, I wasn't sure. Diana was lying on one of the loveseats. She was wearing pink cotton boyshorts and a dark gray, cropped cotton tank top. Her long body looked even longer stretched across the loveseat. Her upper ribs shone the way a stripper's ribs would—I don't know why I thought of that when I was looking at her. I could see the gloss of whatever lotions she had used earlier in the day gleaming across her body. (Sometimes, I think I need a girlfriend.)
"Toss me the remote?" I asked her, having to pull my eyes away from her ribs. I dropped down onto the couch, against the armrest furthest from her, kicked my feet up, and waited.
Diana turned her blue eyes toward me. She held a cup of ice water in her right hand and nothing in her left hand. She grabbed the remote that lay next to her and looking into my eyes like she did a lot lately, she said, "No. I was going to watch something." Then she slowly stuck her tongue out at me, which she was doing a lot lately as well.
Bullshit. I could have argued. I should have. I think she likes to argue with me. I don't know why, but arguing with me has always fired her up. I let it be, but I didn't leave the room. I sat down and waited for her to watch something. Anything.
She chose something I had no interest in, one of those Real Housewives shows. I don't think she had any interest in the show either, but I knew she was trying to make me leave, just like some people get loud and make fun of what you're watching with passive-aggressive cowardice when they don't want to watch what you're watching. She was doing it to fuck with me because that's the kind of person she was. She was a fucker.
I stayed where I was. I watched the pointless show, in the heat, with no fan, as my sister drank her ice water. Halfway into the show, my sister turned to me and said, "Get me some more water." Ice filled her glass, but she had drunk the water.
"No," I said.
"But it's soooo hot, Timmy."
"So?"
"I'll give you the remote."
"No."
"Fine, be that way, jerk."
She turned away from me. The clinking of her ice cubes drew my eyes. My sister swirled the glass in a circle, then she tipped it to her lips and let an ice cube slide to the glass' rim. Her long tongue collected it. She lowered the glass. A frozen half-moon-shaped piece of ice protruded from her lips, and she grabbed the cube with her left hand and lifted it into the air above her head.
Drip.
A teardrop splashed against my sister's forehead. She closed her eyes and lowered the cube to her skin, and then she swept the ice down the graceful slope of her nose. Water slid over her, tracing a path down her cheeks to the armrest below. The tip of her tongue emerged from her mouth, pressing against the cube as she slid it across her lips and down to her chin. She lifted the cube back into the air, and small droplets of liquid fell, exploding against her like sparkling diamonds.
I couldn't look away, and a chill caused my shoulders to tremble. My sister was beautiful. She's what teenage sex is supposed to look like. Diana kept her eyes closed. Ifocused on the end of the ice cube, my gaze spiraling into a narrow tunnel of vision that left the edges of the world a blur. I watched as the water drip from the cube onto the golden skin of my sister's neck and then slid down to her left shoulder.
My groin stirred as the tip of my cock tingled and tensed beneath my sister's display of aqua sexuality. (Did she know what she was doing? Did she know what she was doing to me?)
I followed the descent of my sister's hand down to her neck. Liquid streaked across her, and the solid block of water skirted over her neck in a downward arc towards her chest. Diana uttered something between a moan and a sigh as she painted the cube sideways across her upper breast. Another moan-sigh left her lips, sounding sexual and hungry—wanton. My heart thumped beneath my chest while dryness coated the inside of my mouth. What the fuck was going on here?
My sister's breasts rose and fell beneath her cropped top. Her tits perky roundness were big enough to fit in a man's hands and then some. My hands? Her nipples hardened. One second they were two small lumps against the cotton of her top, and then they were two tall peaks of hidden thickness straining against the thin fabric covering them.
My balls tingled, my sack tightened, and I had to squeeze my thighs together and shift my ass on the cushions to get comfortable. My cock swelled slowly, and it wouldn't stop no matter how much I begged to deflate. I looked at my sister's profile, my eyes drilling into her skull.
The Bitch.
I managed to shut my eyes, but I didn't turn my head away. Then, my eyelids rose, stretching as I tried to fight their spasms until the bottoms swept upwards over my pupils. I saw my sister brushing the ice in a lazy circle against the toned muscles above her belly button. Her fingers pinched the melting crystal, and the pressure of her grip caused the liquid to flow faster. Her firm stomach rippled beneath the water dripping across her sweat-beaded flesh. She sighed again; oh so satisfied. Her breasts rose and fell, their smooth curves hypnotic and tempting.
She licked her lips.
I licked my lips.
Light shined across the surface of her abdomen; her muscles tensed, creating small islands that my eyes wouldn't pull away from. When my sister allowed the last of the ice to fall into her naval, she gasped and turned her head, looking at me as if knowing that I had been watching her sexual display the entire time.
"What are you staring at?" she whispered, and then she licked the water from her fingertips, never taking her eyes from mine.
I didn't answer her. I turned on my side and faced the TV, thanking God that I hadn't gone fully hard . . . yet, but the blood swelling my prick into semi-stiffness wasn't letting up. I heard my sister laugh—at me? At what she had done? Strangely, wrongly, her teasing, self-pleased giggle made my cock harden to its full length.
What a bitch.
Sunday
Not much happened for the rest of the week. One thing did happened, but it happened several times on several different occasions. Diana always found me alone in the living room, and each time she brought a glass of ice water with her to one of the couches. She'd twirl the glass, making sure the ice cubes clinked together, and every time she finished the water, she'd tell me to refill her glass. No, she ordered me to refill her glass. I said no every time. Then she'd get up, refill her glass and not come back. It didn't stop her from trying to get me to refill her glass, though, every time.
Finally, today, I said yes when she told me to refill her glass. I was so tired of her bullshit. She had looked into my eyes when she had spoken to me, and I couldn't look away. She held out her glass, and I walked to her and took it from her hand. When our fingers touched, I broke eye contact with her as I suppressed a shiver that had ran through my arm. I went to the kitchen and refilled her glass with fresh ice and water—I almost used a new glass. When I brought the glass back to her, she pulled her lips into a sly, quarter smile and looked me up and down before saying, "Thank you," in such a smug tone that I had curled my fingers into fists.
Then, I went back to my place and sat down.
My sister drank her water, and when there was no more left to drink, she plucked an ice cube from her glass and slid it across her skin until it had melted away, leaving her golden body wet.
And I watched her do it.
Timmy out.

__________
There are more chapters to come, in time. As I said, I have to rewrite them to make the story work for Lit, but I'll get it done.
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#02 Timmy

Do You Understand?
Monday
Mom had the central air fixed. That's something.
Summer vacation was almost over, not that my summer vacation was much of a vacation. I go to summer school because I want to stay ahead of the game, and I spend the middle of the afternoon working out with the wrestling team. We have twenty returning seniors on the team. Twenty seniors for fourteen positions, and while I've always been a first stringer, it's never been easy.
I don't know what I want to write about today. My older sister, Diana, keeps making me feel strange. I don't know if she's doing it by design or not, but she is doing it. This morning, before school, I was eating cereal in the breakfast nook built alongside the kitchen and to the right of our dining room when Diana came downstairs and sat across from me at the table.
It was early, and she hadn't dressed for her summer classes yet. A gray and white onesie, of the shorts variety, with short sleeves, hugged her body. Buttons ran the length of the onesie from her neck to her waist. Her cotton outfit stretched over her body in a form-fitting hug. The cotton looked soft. It was the fuzzy kind, and the threads probably felt like air when you rub them between your fingers. It was tight enough on my sister's body that I thought it was a size too small for her.
Anyway, Diana sitting down to eat was nothing new. People eat, and she's a person, that's what they do, but my sister had undone her onesie's buttons down to the top of her stomach, and the stretchy halves of the top couldn't come together over her breasts. A V-shape split the upper portion of her onesie to just below her breasts, and I could see the round, inside swells of her tits in a way that shouldn't have been visible to my brotherly eyes.
"Are you going to stare at me all morning, or are you going to get me some cereal?" Diana asked.
I stopped eating with my spoon halfway to my mouth, the milk dripping back into my bowl from the bottom of my spoon. Diana's blue eyes drilled into me, sticking me into place. The longer she looked at me, the more stuck I felt--as if I had to answer her question, and there was, I'm guessing, only one answer that my older triplet wanted to hear.
"Would you like some cereal?" I asked.
"Yes," Diana said. "Go pour me a bowl of cereal."
You know, getting her water was one thing, and that's what I wanted to think, but instead, her firm voice forced me to rise from where I was and do as she said. And as I did her bidding, my heartbeat thickened, and goosebumps fluttered across my shoulders. I made her a bowl of her favorite cereal, and I was careful to pour the bowl full of milk to the amount that I'd seen her pour before. I spent more time than I should have in trying to get the milk-to-cereal ratio right for her. When I felt I had done a good job, I set her bowl in front of her and brought her a spoon that she made me clean again, and then I sat down to finish my breakfast.
For some reason, I didn't take another bite of my cereal until after Diana swallowed her first spoonful and said, "Thank you," without looking at me.
I didn't say anything. As she ate, she played with the left half of her onesie. Her fingers dipped under the cotton. She didn't look at me, but she managed to pull the left side of her onesie further across her breasts, almost to her areola, which exposed more of the sun-kissed roundness of her left tit.
When she got up to leave, she said, "I want scrambled eggs tomorrow."
Tuesday
I made Diana her scrambled eggs for breakfast. She was wearing a pair of small, white boyshorts with red cherries checkering the front, a low-cut white tank top, and no bra when she came down to eat, and I could see the shades of her nipples beneath the cotton pressing against her thick nubs.
I watched my sister eat as I ate my cereal. I waited for her to say something, anything, that would let me know she liked her eggs--eggs that I made for her. Why hadn't I made myself some eggs? Anyway, I waited and waited, but I didn't even get a thank you from her before she left the nook.
I almost threw my damn bowl of cereal back into the kitchen. Instead, I finished it and carried my bowl and my sister's plate to the sink, where they belonged.
Why was my sister fucking with me?
Wednesday
Not much happened today. Diana ignored me, so I went for a late-night run that left my lungs burning.
Thursday
I had a strange argument with my sister. Diana had come into my room and asked if I had eaten the Snickers bar that she had put in the freezer.
"No," I said.
"Don't lie to me," she said.
This incident happened late in the night, and she had rushed into my room wearing a flannel shirt that she likes to sleep in and white ankle socks. The shirt was long enough to cover her to the middle of her thighs. I couldn't tell if she was wearing anything underneath, and by that, I mean the hem never rose high enough for me to see beneath it. Not that I was looking. Not really. I wasn't hoping it would. I'm pretty sure I wasn't.
"I'm not lying," I said to her after looking up from her legs. "I didn't eat your fucking candy bar."
"Don't cuss at me," Diana said.
I got up from my bed. I was about to throw her out of my room when she walked up to me and pushed her finger into the middle of my chest. Hard.
"Don't," Diana said, leaning forward as the word left her mouth, and she didn't stop until her lips were next to my left ear. "Don't you ever touch anything of mine until I give you permission? Do you understand?"
Heat flushed the underside of my cheeks. My sister's breath against my ear made me roll my head to the right as a chill cut through my burning skin. Shut the fuck up and leave my room, I wanted to say, but all that came out of me was, "Yeah, I understand."
"Good," Diana whispered. "Next time, I won't be nice about it."
Then she left my room.
I hadn't eaten her fucking candy bar.
Friday
Diana ignored me today, not that I noticed until I wrote those words down. My younger sister, Abbey, the eighteen-year-old high school junior, asked me if I'd teach her how to wrestle. I said, sure, tomorrow night. The last thing I needed to do was wrestle Abbey when I wanted to throw Diana through the air as far as I could.
Oh, I think that my mom is seeing someone. She came home a little tipsy tonight and in a good mood, and I noticed that her legs look good in stockings. Should I have noticed that? I don't know, but I did, so there you go.
Fucking Diana.
Saturday
Abbey is a spider monkey. Her tomboy lifestyle has turned her into a wiry little teenager, and those wires have the strength of steel cords running through them. It's hard to take my sister seriously when it comes to wrestling--she's a cute, skinny pixie--but I spent most of the day teaching her how to keep her balance and the double-leg takedown. She surprised me with her grit. Abbey really wanted to learn how to wrestle.
I taught her the kind of double-leg takedown that I prefer. You're in the setup position, balanced, leading with the trail-leg hand on your opponent's shoulder, then you snap your opponent's head down with your lead-leg hand. When your opponent raises their head, you lower your center of gravity and take a penetration step forward while keeping your elbows close to your body, and then you wrap your hands around your opponent's knees. After, you bury your head in their stomach and explode through their body, putting them on their back. It's a fun, explosive movement, and Abbey learned it quickly.
After an hour of fooling around in the backyard, Abbey lay on my stomach after taking me down for the first time. (I let her, I've always been a good brother to her, even before we got her back from Dad.) She had her head on my chest, her arms around my sides, and her legs beside mine. She asked me if I thought that she was cute. Someone--she wouldn't say who--had said that she reminded them of a boy. I told her that she was the cutest boy I knew. She laughed, but I don't think that made her happy. I guess that whoever she had a crush on had let her down none to gently. Jesus, I hope he didn't tell her that she was too boyish for him. I gave her a one-armed hug when I thought that someone could have said that to her.
When we got up, we saw Diana watching us from the sliding backyard door. She shook her head and went inside. As Abbey and I made our way through the kitchen, Diana stopped me while Abbey continued onward.
"I want you to bring me a bottle of water tonight," Diana said without looking at me.
"Excuse me?" I asked.
"At about ten. Last night I got a little thirsty at about ten, and I didn't have anything to drink. Knock on my door, so I know to let you in."
This fucking girl. She was nothing like Abbey, but the moment between us lingered until I finally said, "Fine." I could have punched something when that word left my lips, but instead, I left the kitchen with straighter shoulders than I had entered that kitchen with, and my posture was always good. Diana was still a bitch, but I don't know; it's a different kind of bitchiness that I'm getting from her now.
That night I knocked on my sister's door at ten sharp. I knocked, and I waited, and I knocked again. She opened the door and told me that the next time I brought her water, to knock only once and then wait for her to answer me. She was wearing a cropped, black tank top made of satin and matching pajama shorts. The top didn't cover her long stomach, and her shorts looked a size too small for the V between her legs. They made her long legs look even longer than they already were.
"I don't care how long it takes me to answer. You wait here until I open it. Timmy, do you understand?"
"Yes," I said.
"Timmy," Diana said, "you shouldn't waste your time wrestling little girls." She put her hand on my chest, right above my heart. "They can't give you the workout you need." She paused and looked into my eyes as if searching for something. "Do you understand?"
My heart sped up. My breath shook. My sister must have felt the tremors of my body beneath her palm. I nodded my head and said, "Yes, I understand." But fuck no, I didn't understand. I only knew that an energy had rushed through me at that moment, leaving me cold yet ready to sprint a mile.
"I want you to bring me another water bottle tomorrow night," Diana said. "Do you understand?"
"Yes," I said.
Diana sent me off, and a grimace twisted my face when the door's lock clicked into place.
Sunday
The day sucked.
By the time I stood in front of my sister's bedroom door, holding her bottle of water, I was already trying to control my breathing. She answered the door with a water bottle already in her hand. She was wearing a plain white shirt with a hem that hung just below her crotch. She wore no bra again, and her nipples poked against the cloth, the stiff points outlined in cotton. Her long, slender legs, with their athletic curves, captured the attention of my eyes for a moment. When I raised my head, I knew that my sister had caught me checking her out.
"Take the water back downstairs," Diana said. "Don't drink it. Tomorrow night, bring me that same bottle. Do you understand?"
"Yes," I said, trying to control my breathing.
Diana put her hand on my cheek and caressed me with a half-circle of motion. "I appreciate it when you obey me." Diana pulled her hand away, feathering my jawline with her fingertips. "If you keep this up, I'll give you a chance to appreciate me for appreciating you. Do you understand?"
I don't know if I did, but the smoky look in my sister's eyes and the slight smile that pulled at her lips made me want to understand her completely. I wanted to understand her right then. God, I wanted to understand her.
"Yes," I said and left to put the water away, just like she had told me to do.
After writing all of this down, everything Diana put me through seems so stupid, but I can't wait to find out what's going to happen next between us. How is my sister expecting me to appreciate her?
Oh, yeah, I saw my mom in a striped red and white bikini today. She's looking good. Really good. I hope that doesn't mean she's going to start dating again. I want to be out of this house before that happens. Mom's room is right next to mine, and I don't want to, nor do I need to, hear her moaning while I'm trying to go to sleep. It's bad enough with the porn sometimes, but if I have to listen to some guy sticking it to my mother... Jesus fucking Christ.
Timmy out.

____________________
Next time, on the Anderson Family Journals, "Touching My Sister...."
Thanks for reading.
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#03 Timmy


Touching My Sister

Monday
I'll give you a little bit of time to appreciate me.
That's what Diana had said before closing her door on me last night, and that was the first thought that went through my mind this morning. What had she meant by that? I thought about her words all day without reaching a rational conclusion.
School had started. I was a senior. Diana was a senior and Abbey was a Junior. Unlike like Diana and me, Abbey didn't have any free periods. So, it's back to the same old routine at my house. School, pre-season wrestling workouts, homework, relax, rinse, and repeat.
Last night Diana told me to bring her the same water bottle today that she had refused the night before. The same fucking one--and you know what--I brought it to her. I put that water bottle downstairs on the bottom shelf in the back of the fridge, and I left it there so I could bring it to her tonight. What in the hell was wrong with me?
Diana could have taken it upstairs herself. Everyone was in the living room when Abbey went to bed before my mother went to the kitchen. Diana was on the couch, wearing those athletic leggings that were thicker than yoga pants, but not by much. They made the muscles of her thighs pop, and they were only long enough to cover her leg down to the middle of her calves. Up top, she wore an oversized sweater that she had been relaxing in all night.
"I'm going to my room," Diana said as she got up from the couch and headed toward the stairs, ignoring the kitchen and her bottle of water.
It was nearing ten o'clock, so I rose and went to the fridge to grab the water. I told Mom that I was going to bed, and she hugged me goodnight, something she didn't often do these days. Though, I have noticed that she's more than likely to give me a hug or kiss on the cheek when her social life takes a downward turn, and lately, that could happen from one day to the next. Yeah, she was kind of dating again, but thank god she wasn't bringing anyone home, yet.
I went upstairs and knocked on my older sister's door. I didn't knock hard. The idea of my mother or Abbey finding me knocking on my sister's door made me uncomfortable. What would I tell them? That Diana had told me to bring her water, so I did because I'm a good brother? (I'd do that for Abbey, but I'd never do that for Diana.) So, no, I couldn't tell them that. And I couldn't tell them that Diana was acting strange lately, and I wanted to know why. And--maybe--I wanted to know what she had meant when she had said, "I'll give you a chance to appreciate me for appreciating you."
So, I waited outside of my sister's room for a minute. Two minutes. I deepened my breathing, vocalizing my breath as it traveled through my nasal passage and out into the air. Three minutes? I squeezed the water bottle, the plastic crinkling, and I thought about taking the cap off and drinking the water myself. What would my sister say to that? A bead of sweat rolled down my right cheek. I looked down the hallway to my room several times. Fuck this, I thought, but I didn't move.
Diana opened her door. She had changed into a white T-shirt and nothing else that I could see. It was a plain white T-shirt that hugged her CrossFit body like a second skin, making the bottom swells of her big breasts curve outward as it curved inward to hug her flat tummy. The shadows of her nipples darkened the cotton through her shirt, and they poked upward and outward like two whores in need of attention. The shirt dropped just below her crotch, and one little upward stretch would show off everything from her waistline down.
"Your water?" I told her, lifting my hand.
"Right on time," she said, taking it.
Diana's eyes made a slow tour of my body, taking in my gray shirt--tight at the shoulders and all the way down to my waist--and my basketball shorts. Her eyes spent more time below my waist than above.
"Mom said I should try to get along with you," Diana said. "Do you like how I get along with you?"
Did she mean since she had started ordering me around? And why the fuck was I doing it?
"It's better than fighting, I guess," I said. "I like it."
"You can hug me, then," Diana said.
I stood staring at her. I could hug her? Why was she giving me permission to hug her? What had I been expecting from her tonight? My sister stood in her doorway and waited as if by letting me hug her; she was doing me a favor. My eyes roamed down her body, stopping on her chest and her thick, standing-at-attention, nipples. Fuck it. I stepped forward, put my arms around her body, and I hugged her.
Diana didn't hug me back. My sister was only half a head shorter than me, and I had to bend my knees as I wrapped my arms around her shoulders because her arms hung at her sides. It was weird, I won't lie, but after her breasts touched my chest and her nipples dug into my skin through my shirt as I pulled her against me, I forgot all about the weirdness.
After a second, I pulled triplet sister tighter against me, surprised by the warmth and firmness of her body as she molded to me. I stepped closer to my sister and pushed the entire length of my being against her. A quick thickening of my cock heated my cheeks. Diana just let me hold her. She just let me do it, even as her breasts squished against my hard chest. She didn't hug me back, and she didn't stiffen, but the longer I held her, the more it felt as though she were doing me a favor. I liked it, as much as I hated to admit it. I liked it a lot. I wanted more of these favors from her.
"Good night," Diana said after a minute of this. She stepped back into her room and shut the door on me.
I went back to my room to watch porn and jerk off.
Tuesday
Abbey asked me if I thought Mom would let her have some friends over this Sunday when Mom was at brunch. I asked what kind of friends and she said, "My friends."
I asked if one of her friends was a boy.
She said maybe.
I asked if this boy had said that she looked like a boy.
Abbey said, "Do you think Mom will fucking mind? Jesus!"
"You know the rules," I said. "Diana, Mom, or I have to be here, and Diana goes to the beach on Sunday mornings. I don't know what I'm doing yet."
"Why does Mom treat me like a child?"
"Because your friends are destructive," I said.
After some back and forth conversation, I agreed to be there for her on Sunday.
After dinner, Diana told me that her shoulder was sore, and then she asked me if I was any good at touching a girl's body. I blushed but said that I was while trying to control the quickening of my pulse. She told me that she'd think about it. Think about what? Later, when I brought Diana her nightly water, she told me, "The next time I say that you can hug me, you better hug me right away. You're not allowed to hesitate again. Understand?"
"Yes," I said, and I said the word quickly and without hesitation.
Diana put her hand on my chest, her palm flat, and her fingers extended. Slowly, she closed her fingers across my chest, dragging her nails over my skin until she had curled her hand into a fist. A shiver ran through me as my shaft swelled. It hurt, but in the way a good stretching session hurts.
"You can rub my shoulders before school tomorrow," Diana said, dropping her hand. "Be in my room at six tomorrow morning. I'll leave the door unlocked for you."
She closed her door, and I went to my room to watch "how-to" massage videos on YouTube.
Wednesday
I woke up before my alarm went off, and like always, I was hard below the waist, but not rock hard like I usually am. No, in my shorts was a solid piece of steel that someone had heated, hammered, and folded, then heated, hammered and folded a few hundred more times, then quenched in a magic oil that made my dick unbreakable. I had a samurai's blade in my pants. I had half an hour before I had to be in my sister's room. I pissed, which is never easy with a hard-on. I jerked off, enjoying the feel of my solid rod in my hands. The word "huge" barely described how big my cock looked this morning. I mediated, willing the son-of-a-bitch to go down, and it did so with only minutes to spare.
With my phone in hand, I waited in the darkness outside of my older sister's room. My heartbeat steadily picked up speed as I waited for the digital clock to turn from 5:59 am to 6:00 am. The quietness outside of my sister's doors gave me the chills. Every breath I took fought against the relentless pressure of the moment. My head darted to the left and right continuously, no matter how much I tried to stop myself. Mom would have left to work by now, and Abbey would be in bed until I woke her cute little butt for school--several times-- and then finally dragged her out of bed--if I had to. The final minute passed, but that didn't calm me for a second.
I took the doorknob in my hand and turned, knowing that Diana must have locked it because she wanted to play some sick joke on me. That would be just like her, but she hadn't locked it, and it turned, and the latch clicked, and I pushed the fucking door open on soundless hinges. My heartbeat thumped harder against my breastbone, and my chest shrank, and breathing was like gulping in air while buried up to my neck in sand. Winning my first state wrestling championship had been easier than this.
Diana lay on her king-sized bed. She slept under several thin blankets without a comforter. Her room was the second largest in the house, and her bed sat under a long strand of paneled windows along the wall opposite the door. The open slats of her wooden blinds let in the faint rays of the coming dawn, giving the room a grayish-white color that made the everything visible.
"You're on time," Diana said. "Good boy. Come here."
Her stupid words gave me chills, but I didn't hesitate to climb onto her bed. Diana lay on her stomach, her silk and cotton blankets ran a straight line across her shoulders. She gave me no directions, so I rolled the blankets down and hoped this was what she wanted. My hard-on from earlier started to rise again, sensing that this moment called for a second round of jerking off. Maybe it did, but even though my cock flooded with blood until it hurt, I focused my attention on my sister.
I knelt by her left side, the side her eyes faced, meaning that if she glanced downward, she would see the tent that I had created in my basketball shorts. I didn't care. I needed to massage her shoulders, so I rolled the blanket down her back with caution. I don't know why I didn't pull the blankets right off of her, but the need to do everything with deliberate care and clean precision seemed like something my sister would appreciate later.
Why was this bitch in my head? But she wasn't a bitch, at least, not like before. She was--I don't know what she was--but she wasn't a bitch in the menacing way that she was before she had started telling me what to do without yelling at me.
I rolled the blanket down her back, expecting to see the strap of a wraparound bra since no straps hung over her shoulders, but I saw nothing. There was nothing. My older sister of about a minute was not wearing a bra. I rolled the blanket to the middle of her back, and her feline nakedness hypnotized me. I continued rolling the blanket downward, the rush of seeing her body without clothing sent tingles through my arms. The blanket reached her lower back, and still I saw no clothing. I went lower, fascinated by her nudity as I rolled the blanket beyond the downward slope of her spine then upward, past her hips, unveiling the uppermost nakedness of the valley between her cheeks. The start of her crack.
God, but my sister was in great shape. CrossFit shape. Diana didn't have time for organized sports, but she did use her time to keep her ass tight.
"Stop," Diana said in a level voice. "I didn't say you could do that"--and then her words hung in the distance between us--"yet."
Yet? My balls tightened. What in the hell did yet mean? I pressed my lips together as a teardrop of pre-cum slid through my shaft and dripped from the tip of my cock, making me shake.
Even as I was pre-coming, my hands moved to my sister's shoulders. I asked her which shoulder was sore, and she told me, "Figure out, or if you can't, massage both of them."
Fuck yeah I was going to have to massage both of her shoulders.
Her skin warmed my hands. She was hot to the touch, and that sent a tremor through my arms that turned my muscles to jelly. Diana remained quiet at first, and then she uttered a soft moan here and a little groan there. Here a moan, there a groan, everywhere a fucking sound that made my shaft swell and my balls tingle.
The sides of my sister's big breasts flattened against her mattress and bulged sideways beneath her body. I came a little at the sight of her tits. This was the first time I had ever touched a girl like this, and the horrible smallness of fear hit me. (Abbey wasn't the only person Mom treated like a child when it came to dating.) Anyway, it was the fear that I would come, and my sister would know that touching her had made me blow my load. Fear that she'd never let me do this again. Fear that it had to end without it happening again in the following days.
"Mm," Diana moaned as I pressed my fingers into her muscles. She had closed her eyes. "You're doing good, little brother." She moaned again. Her noises sounded real but exaggerated. For me? "You only have permission to--ooh--massage my shoulders today. You're not allowed to go lower. Remember that."
I dug my fingers into her shoulders and ground my thumbs across her flesh, soothing her muscles and tendons and sweeping knots away with an intense, but non-painful pressure. I wanted to move my hands lower. I wanted to inch my fingertips toward the sides of my sister's tits, where I could see their undersides bulging against the mattress. I wanted to push her blankets lower and find out if she really was naked down to her feet. Sometimes her bikini panties had low-riding waistbands, which let everyone know she was smooth between her coltish thighs, so why not her panties? But I knew she was naked, she had to be, but I wanted to see it. I wanted to--
"I need to shower," Diana said, stopping my massaging. "I want cereal for breakfast." And she dismissed me before I could even get going. I slid off the bed with my back to her to hide my erection.
By the time Diana came downstairs, I had everything ready. I poured her milk as soon as she sat in her chair. Diana smiled. Abbey threw me a bug-eyed stare. We ate. Diana ignored me. When we left for school, Diana held me back at the front door to our house as Abbey made her way to our sister's car. My sister slapped my right hand, not hard, and she said, "The next time I invite you into my room, you had better lock the door behind you, understand?"
"Yes," I said without hesitation.
Diana ignored me for the rest of the day. When I brought her water at the end of the night, she didn't let me hug her. I think it was was my punishment for not locking her door. It had to be, and she didn't invite me into her room the next morning. More punishment?
Maybe this was her bitchy behavior coming back, but it was her room right, so her rules, right? Fuck me, but what am I trying to rationalize here?
And why did it feel like she was punishing me?
Thursday
Diana ignored me today. Oh, I hated it. I hated it so fucking much. In the morning, I was staring at her, waiting for her acknowledgment, but she gave me nothing. Not a damn thing. At home, nothing again. I was pissed. I was furious. What had I done wrong? I don't know, but I'd make it up to her somehow.
Abbey wanted to continue taking wrestling lessons from me. Fuck it. I taught her, and I worked her little ass hard. Offseason wrestling was all about learning, fundamentals, and staying in shape. It's our classroom before the action. It's the forging before the quenching. It's--it's a bunch of these fucking sayings. But working my little sister wasn't enough to get rid of the rage burning inside of me because Diana wouldn't pay attention to me.
Sweat poured off Abbey by the time we had finished. She was into it. She did everything I said, even the conditioning, though that was for me. When we finished, she gave me a sweaty hug and thanked me. I messed her pixie hair up and then I threw her into our pool.
I brought Diana her water at ten sharp and waited at her door until she answered it. She took it and told me to leave her a bottle of water on her nightstand as soon as I returned home from school tomorrow. She said, "I know you were upset that I didn't pay attention to you, but because you behaved yourself despite being angry, from now on, the only time you need to wait outside my door is when specifically tell you to wait. Understand?"
Fuck no, but I said, "Yes," anyway.
Friday
"I'm going out tonight," Diana told me at breakfast--which I had ready for her even though she hadn't told me to make her breakfast. "I won't be back until Sunday morning."
"Where are you going?" I asked without thinking.
Diana looked at me, and she tilted her head as if examining me. She said, "Be a good boy, and I'll tell you when I get home."
At school, and after a ride where I had done my best to hide my anger--failing miserably--and after Diana had parked her car and Abbey had left us, Diana turned to me, looked me in the eyes and took my hands in hers. After a deep sigh, she said, "These are good hands, little brother. I don't need another pair touching me. Okay? Now get the fuck out of my car."
Holy shit.
I got out of her car, and I decided that I needed to do something nice for her to make up for making her mad. Where was my maturity? I had sat in her car and sulked, pissing her off. That was no good, so I cleaned her room later that night while she was gone. I even changed her sheets. What the fuck was wrong with me? And what the fuck was wrong with my sister? And why didn't I care anymore that she was my sister? When did that happen? I can't say because I don't know. It just happened.
With Diana gone and my mother out with an upswing in her social life--from one day to the next--I spent a lot of time wrestling with Abbey. That kid can roll, her wiry strength was crazy. We watched a few movies afterward, and we fell asleep on the couch together. She asked me some questions about boys, but nothing too direct. I think she was embarrassed. Mom didn't come home that night, and when I awoke sometime after two in the morning, I carried Abbey upstairs and dumped her on her bed, then I went to my room to finish the night.
Saturday
Abbey freaked the hell out of me today. After some morning wrestling, she asked me if men liked little tits, specifically, would they ever like her little tits. She was shy about boys around me, but she wasn't shy about her tits. Go figure.
"Why the hell are you asking me that?" I asked.
"Because we're bros," Abbey said.
"You know, a girl's breasts can grow into her early twenties."
Abbey gave me a flat stare with a head tilt.
"You know, it's not the tits that men are attracted to," I said quickly. "It's the girl. If a man likes the girl, he'll like her tits." I smiled, then a thought hit me because Abbey's flat stare hadn't changed a bit. "Not a girl's tits. A woman's tits. You don't have a girl's tits. You have woman's tits."



Abbey head shake and sigh said she wasn't happy with my answer, but on the bright side, maybe her tits would grow a little in the next two years. I need to stop thinking about my sister's tits. Man, but I wished Abbey had been born a boy. Right after that thought hit me, I compared Abbey to Diana, thinking that a second sister wasn't so bad. I won't lie, the twisted reasons behind that comparison sent me off to the shower to get my mind clean.
A few friends called me later that night and asked why I was spending all of my time indoors. That was a good question. Diana wasn't home, so why was I at home? I didn't go out. I'm turning into a pussy--was what I would have said if I weren't such a badass wrestler. Only Diana's ex, Roy, another senior, was better than me last year, but he's a weight class above me. It's close between us, almost too close, and he's getting a full ride to Northwestern while I'm considering Stanford's offer. I'm not only brawn; I've got the brains too, except when Diana opens her fucking mouth.
Mom came home tipsy that night, and a bit pissed off.
"Good night?" I asked. It was late, I was wearing only my tight, cotton boxer-briefs, and I was in the kitchen getting a bottle of water when she had come through the front door.
No, you little fucker, was the look she gave me, but then her expression softened and she smiled at me.
"Wrestling is working out for you," Mom said, glassy-eyed. She stood straighter and smiled strangely at me, the new posture pushing her big breasts against the low-cut neckline of her cocktail dress. Yoga was working out for her.
"It keeps me in shape," I said.
Mom told me that she could tell. Maybe she was more than a little tipsy. A lot fucking more. She walked up to me and told me that I shouldn't walk around the house without a shirt or proper shorts. When I asked why, she said, "You'll distract your sister's friends." She didn't say which sister, nor did she say which friends, but it didn't matter. Mom's body swayed as she left the kitchen.
"Do you need me to help you to your bed?" I asked.
Mom stopped and shook her head, mumbling something like, "That would be the day," without turning around. Then she mentioned how much she looked forward to wrestling season, then she laughed, then she mentioned how all of the mothers were looking forward to wrestling season. She mentioned: "Mothers always compare their sons to each other's, but they know mine is the best."
"Second best," I said. "Roy has the edge, but I'm close. I can feel it. I'm getting better, but he's staying the same."
Mom wasn't paying attention to my words. She turned to look at me. Her eyes moved up and down my body before she said, "Your the best for what we mothers discuss." How drunk was she? "Your father was a wrestler, but you know that. Your leotard fits you better than it did him."
"Singlet," I said. Fucking hell. "I wear a singlet, not a leotard."
"Don't grow up to be your father," Mom said. Her eyes moved over me again. "Well, not completely like him. He was useful for some things."
She left the kitchen and turned around again right before rounding the corner. She told me to hug her, so I did, and she mumbled something about me being bigger than my father. Stronger. I'm not going to lie: this freaked me out a little bit. It gave me the chills, but whether they were the good kind or the bad kind, I don't know. That night I jerked off to short-haired blonde MILF porn, but I'm a teenager, so all porn stars are MILFs, right?
Sunday: Day into Night
Diana returned home in the late afternoon. I was in the pool with Abbey at the time. Her friends had not come over. Mom had not gone to brunch, and Abbey didn't want her friends over when Mom was around. What was that girl up to? It had to do with boys, I'm not stupid, and Mom watches Abbey through the crosshairs of a scope. She watches Diana as well, but Abbey had been with our father for the first five years of her life, so I wondered if that made Abbey seem younger in Mom's eyes. It did in mine. I knew it did in Diana's, too.
Anyway, Diana found us outside when got home. She mentioned Abbey's swimsuit. My little sister was wearing two-piece instead of her usual one-piece, but there was nothing sexy about it. Abbey said she wanted some bikinis like the ones Diana wore--fucking G-strings that gave Mom a heart attack whenever she saw them--which made Diana laugh, but she promised our little sister to buy some for her one day. They sounded like they were being sarcastic to each other, but we're triplets, so I heard the truth in their words.
After some friendly talk with Abbey, Diana said to me, "Eleven o'clock," before going back into the house.
"What does that mean?" Abbey asked. "Are you guys going out tonight? Can I come?"
I sent a wave of water into my little sister's elfish face, and then I swam to the deep end of the pool because I had to conceal half a hard-on, and I didn't need Abbey seeing that, or worse, feeling it.
The sun couldn't go down fast enough for me that day, and the night couldn't pass quickly enough. Every minute sent an anxious pulse through my body. I wanted to fucking go, but there was nowhere to go. I sat in my room with my energy seeping from my body in little waves of heat, trying to push Time forward by the sheer force of my will, but that's like digging your heels into the ground and trying to push over the Incredible Hulk.
Every tick of my mental clock bore a hole into my brain that tensed my muscles. I jerked off twice before eleven struck. Mom stopped by my room, apologizing for being drunk last night. She knocked on my door while I was in mid-stroke and told me to let her in. I had to push my cock straight up against my stomach and cinch the ties on my basketball shorts to keep the beast in place. Even then, I walked with a forward hunch to my shoulders so that my shirt would hang away from my body as much as possible. Mom gave me the most awkward hug in the world after her apology, and she kissed me on my cheek. I had to move my head while shifting my crotch away from her stomach, and she ended up kissing me on about a quarter of my lips.
"Oops," Mom said. I caught the faintest whiff of wine on her breath. "Don't tell anyone I was your first kiss." She laughed and went to her room. If not for my hard-on making the situation awkward, Mom's comment may have.
Oh, and my mother wasn't my first kiss.
Sunday: Night
I stood at my sister's door five minutes before eleven. When the time came, I entered her room and locked her door seconds past the hour. Diana watched me lock her door. She didn't say anything, but she did nod, and then she went back to reading her magazine. She lay on her bed as I stood there watching her, unsure of what she wanted me to do next.
A black mini-sleep shirt covered her upper body, a pajama top of black satin with white trim, but of a size too small. I'd never seen a shirt like that before. It had a low slicing collar with only two buttons fastened, one even with her nipples and one even with the bottom swell of her breasts. The tan roundness of her cleavage was open to my eyes. The tails hung even with her ribs, flaring outward and away so that I could see her entire abdomen. Her black satin boyshorts had white trim around its edges, and they were small, but loose-fitting so that if she sat with her legs crossed, I'd probably be able to see right up to the V of her panties.
As I said, Diana lay in the center of her bed, reading a magazine. She read with her body outstretched and her legs together with her ankles crossed. I waited about five minutes for her to finish reading whatever article it was that kept her eyes tick-tocking across the page. A splash of relief crawled over my skin when she looked up at me, calming my twitching muscles.
"Grab my lotion," Diana said. "You cleaned my room. I'm going to thank you by letting you put lotion on my legs before I go to bed." She looked down at her magazine. "And do them slowly. Make sure to really get that lotion into my skin."
I didn't bother checking what kind of lotion my sister used, but I grabbed the bottle on her vanity desk and went to her bed. She lay in the center near the headboard, against her pillows, so I had to crawl onto her bed. She opened her legs, and I knelt between them. Her shorts tightened beneath her thighs, pressing the satin against her skin so that I couldn't see up her leg holes. Still, her small, thin shorts pressed right against the inverted pyramid between her thighs, and there was I couldn't tell if my sister was wearing panties by the way her meaty cameltoe swelled against her boyshorts.
I didn't hesitate. I wanted to touch her skin--her body--again. As I squeezed the lotion into my hands, a blur of thoughts cycled through my head so fast that only my unconscious mind understood them.
This was wrong.
This was weird.
This wasn't how brothers and sisters interacted.
Was my sister molesting me? Hashtag Me-Fucking-Too? How fucking stupid! I was a eighteen-year-old man with a man's body and a man's muscles and a man's strength, but with the intense sexual drive of a teenager. Diana couldn't molest me even if she tried, but she could torture the hell out of me--but she wasn't making me do anything I didn't want to do, was she? Other thoughts battered my brain, but fuck those thoughts. I was all about sliding my hands over my sister's feet and then higher.
Diana continued to read her magazine, but I heard the soft flutter of the pages as she lowered the upper edge to look at me. I ran my fingers over her feet, and her calves tensed. I don't know why, but I held her left foot in my hand and feathered the sole of her foot with my free fingertips. Diana's breath caught, and when I looked up, she had closed her eyes, and there was an intense expression masking her face.
Sensitive feet, I thought, so I feathered the sole of her other foot the same way. My sister started to pull away from me, but I locked my fingers around her ankle and kept her there. I didn't look up, but her eyes bore into me. I brushed the sole of her right foot several times, not tickling her, barely whispering my skin against hers. Diana shivered and tried to pull her foot away again, but I didn't let her. She didn't get mad. Diana's breathing had changed to quiet pants by the time I had finished.
I worked each of her calves slowly, as she had told me to do. I pushed my fingertips into her muscles, creating white comet trails across her skin, my fingers dimpling her flesh as I stroked her limbs. Diana moaned softly--for me? Maybe, I don't know, but when a series of hungry sounds left her mouth, I pushed harder, and she moaned deeper. She liked it. Maybe she moaned for both of us.
My rock-hard cock was unmistakable through my shorts when I reached my sister's thighs. Her amazing fucking thighs, strong and coltish, thickest with muscle at mid-thigh and hamstring, and then tapering up to her hip and down to her knees. I stayed away from my sister's inner thigh, but she had said to lotion her legs, and that meant all of her legs, didn't it?
By now, Diana had set her magazine down. She lay on her pillows with her eyes closed and her hands near her sides. Her fingertips curled over the bed, open--closed--open--closed, digging furrows into her black sheets. Her breath shook. She looked so fucking sensual as she absorbed my touch that I wanted to come.
"My thighs," Diana whispered, her words trembling as they left her lips. "Make sure you rub lotion into them everywhere."
I had done all but the insides of her legs, where her skin was softest. At her knees, I curved my hands downward, fingers pointed straight toward her soft center, my thumbs lying on the curve of her inner thighs toward the back of her thighs. I pushed upward.
My world spun, and my heart thundered. I could hear my breathing amplify within my head. Could my sister hear it? I pushed my fingers up and over the softer inner flesh of her thighs. God, she was so soft and hot down there. At mid-thigh, Diana's breath caught. I raised my eyes, transfixed by the rolling of her stomach and the slow rise and fall of her breasts. The tightness of my sister's face caused my cock to jump, and her high cheeks appeared more defined than usual as the tendons of her neck strained outward. The breath of a blush frosted her skin. What I realized left my mouth dry. I had some control over my sister, didn't I?
The higher my fingers went, the faster my sister panted. Her hands moved to the sides of her thighs and then upward. Diana slipped her fingers beneath the leg holes of her shorts and pulled, not stopping until she had reached her hips, turning her shorts into a pair of panties. She had revealed the entire side of her leg to me, as well as a quarter of her ass cheeks, and the center of her crotch bulged outward in a vision of three-dimensional sex.
Fuck me.
My fingers continued moving higher, slowly, and I added pressure to their movements that opened my sister's thighs wider. The higher I went, the narrower the gap between her legs became, and for a moment--only for a moment--I nearly hesitated. But Diana doesn't like it when I hesitate, so I moved up her inner thighs until my fingers touched the leg holes of her shorts that cut upward at sharp angles from her perineum to her hip bones.
Diana shivered.
I rotated my fingers so that the long curve of skin extending from my thumbs to my forefingers lay against the swell of my sister's inner thighs. I moved higher again, pushing the lotion on the underside of my hands into my sister's flesh. Her breathing deepened. My thumbs and forefingers created a bracket against the edges of her shorts, and my thumbs reached so low that I touched the inner swells of her bare ass cheeks where they joined the backs of her thighs.
I held her, not knowing what to do next. Her shorts had gathered tightly around the curve of her mound and her pussy meat swelled against the satin shield digging into her soft cleft. Fuck me; I was in Heaven.
Diana licked her lips. She moved her hips several times, up and down in a wave-like motion that slid her flesh against my fingers. I wanted to do more, and finally, god it took so fucking long to move my hands, I rotated my thumbs upward. The tips pushed under the leg holes of her shorts right below her perineum, and I felt nothing but hot, wet flesh against my skin. The entire length of my dick jerked and a wad of pre-cum so thick it may have have been cum shot through my shaft and into my shorts.
I moaned.
My sister smiled.
The warmth between her legs dampened my hands from my fingertips to the heels of my palms. I didn't want this to end.
I knew I was brushing the barest edges of my sister's outer labia as I feathered my thumbs across the grooves that swept inward from her inner thighs to her pubis, and then I was moving away from the heat between her legs. I pushed harder into her soft skin, making my sister utter a deep moan, and when I pulled my fingers away from her pussy, I made sure to try and pull her outer lips away from each other. I tried to open her cherry-vanilla crease. She moaned again when I finally felt the soft flesh between her legs snap away from my thumbs. Before I could repeat my actions, my sister stopped me by taking my hands in hers and holding them tight.
"You did a good thing when you cleaned my room," Diana whispered, her voice shaky and her cheeks a wonderful deep pink. "You can go back to your room now and think about my legs, but only once tonight, understand?" She licked her lips quickly. "Only once, Tim."
I nodded my head. I understood my sister completely.
"Did you enjoy that?" Diana asked, smiling, but then her smile faded away and her eyes burned into mine. "Do you enjoy pushing your thumbs against the edges of pussy?"
Fuck me.
"Your sister's pussy?"
Fuck me twice.
Had my sister actually ask me that question, or had I gone insane?
I nodded my head.
"I'm not wearing panties right now," Diana whispered, "because they're dirty." She squeezed my hands. "Not all of my panties are dirty, just the ones I was wearing before you knocked on my door. I accidentally soaked them in cream. And since the ones I had chosen for you were dirty, I decided to take them off before you got here."
I almost filled my shorts with cum.
"I want you to come to my room every Friday and collect my dirty panties. I want you to wash them for me." Diana held my gaze as she talked, nodding the entire time. I found myself nodding with her. "I'll wash the rest of my clothes, but I want you, and only you, to wash my dirty panties. Understand?"
"Yes," I whispered.
"Good," Diana said. "Now go to your room and think about my legs, but only once."
Fuck me, but I did what she told me to do and nothing else.
I couldn't wait for tomorrow.
Timmy out.

____________________

Next time on the Anderson Family Journals, "A Surprise for Timmy."
Vote, Comment, Link the Story, Etc.
Thanks for reading.
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#04 Timmy


A Surprise for Timmy

Monday
Ah, what a shitty day. I fucked up. At breakfast, Diana told me to give her a shoulder rub. I did, and Abbey stared at us the way she might stare at a man who was walking down the street in a suit jacket without pants and acting as if that everything was completely normal.
Diana asked her what she was staring at, calling Abbey "Abbs" when she did. (Diana's nickname for our sister--why am I writing that out? This is my journal; who else is going to read it but me? Diana's sex torture is driving me mad.)
Where was I? Abbey asked what I was doing. Diana told her that I was giving her a shoulder rub. Abbey asked, but why? Diana said, "Because it feels good. Want one?" Abbey widened her eyes as if this option had never occurred to her, but it was something worth exploring, like a free refill on a beer. Abbey said she didn't know, so Diana told me to rub Abbey's shoulders as well.
I hesitated. This was Abbey--boy-shy, taken from us for five years, Abbey--and Diana wanted me to touch her like I was trying to touch Diana? (Those instructional YouTube videos must have paid off because my older triplet sounded like she was in heaven.) Anyway, I hesitated
Diana told me to "Do it," and so I did, but the damage had been done. I didn't even notice how much Abbey enjoyed my fingers digging into the small, narrow muscles of her neck and shoulders. Diana's eyes were all that I was aware of, and they were not happy.
Diana ignored me for the rest of the day.
I shouldn't have hesitated.
Damn it.
Tuesday
Ignored.
Wednesday
Ignored again.
Thursday
Ignored for most of the day.
Some stuff had happened on Tuesday and Wednesday, but nothing with my older fucking sister. I tried hinting at another massage for her legs by asking her, "I'm looking for a new lotion? What do you recommend to keep my legs smooth... like yours?"
She laughed--I think she found my attempt at seduction cute--and she told some names of some brands that I don't remember. I hope she doesn't ask me to repeat those names later. Oh, dear God, I hope she doesn't tell me to shave my legs so that they're as smooth as hers as some kind of punishment. I don't know if I could do that.
So, with Diana ignoring me, I wrestled with Abbey some more, and she was much more physical this time around, not that she isn't physical; the girl can throw down. This time though, she was handsy. Afterward, she asked me if I'd massage her shoulders again, so I threw her into the pool. I think that's because I almost said yes.
Diana had come out to "tan" the last hour before sunset while I wrestled with Abbey. She was wearing sunglasses; those big aviator glasses girls wear because it's cute (I guess), and they are cute on her, I won't lie. I think she was watching us--me--so I took off my shirt halfway through Abbey's training. I think Diana smiled and shook her head, but my spidery monkey little sister was all over me, so it was hard to know for sure.
Anyway, I went to bed without Diana telling me to come to her room. She did thank me for leaving bottles of water in her room like I'm supposed to, and that put a smile on my face. (I'm fucking pussy whipped, and I'm not even getting any pussy).
I'm not getting any pussy from my sister.
What am I becoming?
Sidenote: Mom hasn't gone out all week. She spent a little time watching Abbey and me from the sliding glass door that leads into the backyard from the dining room. She was drinking wine and smiling, but that was it.
Tomorrow is Friday, and my arms are covered in goosebumps when I think about touching my sister's dirty panties.
Friday, Day
Before we got out of the car after we reached school--Abbey had gone with her friends--Diana looked at me and said, "Remember to come and get my panties tonight at nine. I made a sticky mess in a lot of them this week. You didn't forget, did you?"
"I haven't forgotten," I said as my heartbeat hollowed out my chest.
"Be sure to grab only my dirty panties." Diana smiled. "Make sure to get all of them. Understand?"
I nodded. "Yes."
"Good," Diana said. "You may kiss me on the cheek."
I may kiss my sister on her cheek in our high school parking lot where anyone could see us. Fuck me, why'd she do these kinds of things, but I didn't hesitate. I moved forward, not caring--at the time--if the parking lanes hid my sister's car or not or if anyone was looking at us through her windshield. I kissed her on the cheek, happy to do so. It was a quick peck of my lips on her skin, which was warm and soft, and made my heart flutter and my legs shake. My cock jumped when I touched my lips to my older sister's face. And it was over as soon as it began. I searched the parking lot through her windows and windshield right after, but no one was looking at us. I don't think Diana cared one way or the other. We exited the car and went to our classes.
It was a tough day sitting through my classes, and I pushed myself extra hard during my pre-season wrestling workout, hoping to keep my mind occupied instead of focusing on my sister's panties. It didn't work. At home, I put Abbey through some drills, but nothing tough. I'm going to start some movement drills with her soon, calling out the footwork or technique I want her to go through and making her react as quickly as possible. The thing about Abbey is that she enjoys the wrestling more than she does the drills, but the drills are what make you better at wrestling. It's not like skateboarding, where skating is the drill.
Friday, Night
I knocked on my sister's door at nine sharp, already excited with thoughts of what she was wearing. I didn't have to wait long before she opened the door, and though her outfit was simple, it didn't disappoint.
Diana was wearing a white T-shirt that hugged her big breasts, their round curves prominent against the thin cotton, and her nipples poking hard enough against the fabric to make the shirt look painted onto her chest. The cotton sloped down her breasts to hug her flat stomach, but it was short enough to leave a line of skin showing and peach boyshorts below. The shorts were small, fitting the contours of her butt like a glove and hugging her crotch like an old man squeezing teenage pussy for the first time in decades. (I have no idea why I thought of it like that.)
I hurried into my sister's room. I had to suppress a groan when I saw the bottom of her tanned cheeks curving out from beneath her shorts when she walked past me to sit on her bed.
"My panties are in my closet," Diana said.
"Okay," I said, rushing to her walk-in. She was right. There they were. There weren't many, and they were little things: thongs and G-strings and T-strings and other strings stacked on top of each other. Picking up my sister's panties sent tingles through my arms, a force of fuzzy energy that dampened my palms and increased my heart rate. My cock swelled, my balls tightened as I rubbed the silky-cotton-nylon combinations that had once been pressed skin-tight to my sister's pussy lips. I wanted to smell them (Diana had turned me into a pervert), but I walked back into my sister's room instead.
"Are you sure you that's all of them?" Diana asked.
I looked back into her closet, then back at her. "Yes."
"If you've missed one, I'm going to be mad that I have to bring it to you."
"I picked up every pair that was in there," I said.
I didn't sigh, but I wanted to.
"Okay. Wash them. Now."
I nodded and left the room, balling my sister's panties in my fist and stuffing them in my pocket. The laundry room was outside; it was also a storage room, with a cold stone floor and uncovered sash windows that let in the moonlight. I went into the laundry room, not bothering with the lights because there was plenty of moonlight spilling in from outside.
I laid my sister's panties on the washer. There were six in total. My mouth watered as I picked up the first pair, uncaring of how perverted I may have looked. I held them up to the moonlight shining through the window in front of me. I was holding a crimson thong, and I could make out the white smears on the insides of the panties on the narrow strip of the cloth that would rest against her pussy.
My sister's pussy. Did I ever think I'd cherish that small, meaty piece of her as much as I did now? How did this happen? A few weeks ago, I was a typical teenager, and now I was... I was... what was I? In love with my sister? In lust with my sister? Falling for my sister? Eager to hear what she wanted so that I could do it? This was not how I pictured the progression of my dating life. Wait, was this dating? Was I dating my sister? Everything was so fucking weird.
I could have stood there and asked myself questions all night, but instead, I brought the panties down to my nose. I could smell their thick scent, not dirty or musty, but thick, a bit sweet, and the softness of the cotton blend sent a tingle through my fingertips. I breathed the scent of my sister's pussy in, filling my lungs as much as I could, and my racing heart sent blood straight into my cock. Moments later, my hard-on tented my basketball shorts.
"I didn't say you could do that," Diana said.
"Fuck!" I jumped, my heart spasming, threatening to blow my chest out.
"If I wanted you to smell them," Diana said, "I'd tell you to smell them where I could watch."
I wanted to say things. To be tough. To argue, but all said was, "I'm sorry."
Diana smiled.
"By the way, you forgot a pair," my sister told me as she stared at the panties in my hand.
I made a flat-lined face and cocked my head to the side. My sister stood in her white shirt and peach boyshorts, bathed in moonlight, and not caring that my erection pointed straight at her because I had taken a sniff of her panties.
"What pair?" I finally asked.
"The pair I'm wearing," Diana whispered. The words trembled as they left her playful, smiling lips. "I've worn them all day long and"--her voice took on a pouty, little girl quality--"they got all messy because I was thinking about my little brother."
Fuck me, Diana, why were you doing this to me?
"Come and get my panties, Timothy."
Don't hesitate, I thought, even though I had no idea what I was supposed to do as I walked toward her. When I reached my sister, she took a step back. I had gone almost chest to breasts with her, and she looked up at me with a defiant hunger in her eyes. Was it because I was looming over her that she suddenly looked uncertain? I don't know, but I knew that I was willing to do anything that she wanted me to do so that I could touch her.
I lowered myself to my knees, guided by instinct. Diana didn't move. She didn't say a word as she stood there in front of me, breathing hard.
I lifted my hands and pinched the sides of her peach shorts with my fingers. I thought I could smell her warm sex in that cold laundry room. Was it her I was smelling, or the memories of her panties pressed against my nose moments before? I tugged the sides of her shorts down, not too fast, not too eager, slowly, sensing--hoping--that this was what my sister wanted. She wanted to watch me worshipping her, to see me enthralled by her beauty and sensual appeal. And fuck-damn, I was. Call it teenage stupidity, but in my world, at this moment, only my older sister, Diana, existed.
I pulled her shorts down to her knees, but my eyes never left the small pink panties that hugged her teenage twat. Pretty little goosebumps covered her firm thighs, and the cotton candy scent of her labia made me close my eyes and utter the sound, "Mmm," from deep within my throat.
"Can you see the mess I made in them because of you?" Diana asked. "All day long in my classes, I had to sit in my wet, messy panties because I couldn't stop remembering the sensation of your thumbs pushing against my outer pussy lips."
I opened my eyes, tracing the line of fabric digging into my sister's inner crease with my gaze. The wet panties pushed into her, creating a thick cameltoe of sexiness. My cock flexed, and my hips pulled back, pushing out a wad of pre-cum that left my knob sticky in my shorts.
"Go on, take them," Diana said. "Don't be a little boy."
Take them? How? I wanted to take them off with my mouth. I wanted to rip them off her hips and listen to her struggles as the elastic pressed into her skin before snapping, but my sister didn't say I could do that to her. I placed my fingers on her hips above the thin string of her panty's waistband, curling them against my sister's warm flesh beneath the elastic of her panties. We both shivered.
I pulled them downward slowly. My sister's hairless mound came into view, the skin soft and mouthwatering. Lower, I pulled them, licking my lips when her soft, clitoral hood came into view. I nearly moaned when I bared the cleft running down the center of her outer pussy lips. Her panties fell down her legs, but I had lost myself in a trance centered on my sister's muff. My sister, the golden goddess Diana, had the prettiest little pussy between her legs, and one day it would be mine.
But would it really?
More pre-cum flowed from my cock.
My sister couldn't deny me her silky treasure after all of this, could she? Would she?
I tore myself from my thoughts and concentrated on the inverted triangle of her mound as it ran into her soft, outer lips, which barely covered her swollen, inner lips. Her cunny looked so kissable and huggable and warm as if holding her folds in my hand would fill my entire body--my soul--with blissful heat.
"Go on," Diana whispered, her words trembling, "take them."
I hesitated before helping my sister step out of her little panties. I wanted to pick her up and slide my cock right into her, but her words, her voice, wouldn't let me. Whatever my sister desired, my sister deserved, no matter what it was.
I picked up her panties and placed them on the washer atop the rest of her thongs and strings. Before I could do anything else, Diana stepped up behind me.
"Put your hands on the washer," she said.
I did as she told me.
"You didn't listen to me." Diana yanked my basketball shorts down my hips. "I told you to make sure that you took all of my dirty panties with you when you left my room." Her voice sounded harsh, excited, intense. "And after I have to come down here and give them to you, I find you sniffing my cum-stained panties." She yanked my boxer briefs down my hips and thighs, and they fell to the feet atop my shorts. My cock stood straight up and out, aching beneath the cool touch of the laundry room's air. "Now, I'm going to punish you."
Fuck me, get to it!
I didn't care what my sister did, as long as she did it. She grabbed my hips and pulled me back a step, then widened my feet by using her right foot to push mine open. I had pictured doing this to many girls over the years, but I had never imagined any one of them doing this to me, let alone my fucking sister.
"What are we going to do with you?" Diana asked. She pressed herself into my back, her big tits squishing into my muscles hard enough to make me feel their bounciness. She circled her hands around my waist; her right hand grabbed a pair of panties from the top of the stack while her left fingers went to my cock.
"Uh," I moaned, shuddering.
Her fingers circled the base of my throbbing prick, raising my hairs into the air.
"Fuck," I gasped.
"Don't you fucking come yet," my sister said. "No brother of mine gets to be a two-pump chump. Understand?"
"Yes," I groaned, fighting back the light, tingling flooding my entire crotch.
My sister stroked me, her fingers infusing my cock with a sensation that sent tremors through my thighs. I don't know how I didn't come. Maybe it was her voice, her command, but I flexed my knob and did my best to close off my shaft to the torrential splashing of the cum welling up in my balls.
"I told you to take all of my dirty panties," Diana said, continuing to stroke my dick. "And you didn't. You didn't even ask if the ones I was wearing were dirty." Her teeth sunk into my shoulder blade. Not hard, but hard enough to feel good. So fucking good. "And then I find you sniffing my pussy juices from my panties. Did I say you could do that?"
"No," I whispered, my voice trembling as pleasure shot through my member.
Diana squeezed my cock harder, stroked me faster, then she cupped my knob with the panties in her right hand. The brush of the fabric against my tip raised goosebumps across my shoulders.
"That's it," Diana whispered. "Take it, bro. Take it."
"Mmm, uh, mmm," I gasped and panted as my sister jerked me off from behind.
"Keep it hard for me, little brother," Diana said. "Keep this big fucking dick hard for me." She started jerking me with the panties in her right hand as she slid her left down and over my balls.
"Shit," I panted as my dick shot a wad of thick, liquidity precum out of my tip.
"That's right, little brother," Diana said. She started humping her hips against me. "Fight how badly your sister's fingers make you want to come."
I turned my head, eyes half opened, and I caught our reflection in a mirror hanging on the far wall. God, it was hot. We both stood there naked from the waist down, our athletic bodies moving to my sister's dancer-like fucking motions, our hips and legs and ass cheeks naked and semi-seen, hinting at the nudity beyond the mirror's reach.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chanted as my sister humped her naked hips into my ass, pushing my cock through her prick-pumping fist.
"You're dripping cum, little brother," Diana whispered. "Hot, sticky pre-cum that's making my fingers and panties all messy again."
"Jesus," I moaned.
"Jesus has nothing to do with this." Diana bit me again. She let go of my balls and slapped my ass cheek hard. "Your sister is doing this to you. Your big, naughty sister."
"Diana," I moaned. "Fuck, Diana, fuck."
"That's right, baby brother, say my name." She licked my shoulder and jerked me harder. "If you behave for me, then maybe one day you'll be making me say your name."
I kept moaning as she reached around my waist and cupped my balls again. That was it. Her words, her palm holding my nuts, and her fingers squeezing my glans caused me to come. I came, hard, surging forward and pushing my thighs right against the washer's metallic surface.
"Fuck, Diana," I grunted, and my sister used her panties to catch my teen cream. Wad after wad of jizz erupted through my shaft, saturating her thongs and G-strings, making them wet and sticky all over again. I closed my eyes as colors exploded in front of my eyes. This was the greatest moment of my young life.
I was going to go to bed a happy young man.
But Diana had other plans. What followed was another thing that I had never expected to happen. Diana held my softening cock, cradling it in her right palm, and she stroked my hardness back to life. It didn't take long. She purred to me as she held me prick, saying, "That wasn't your punishment. That was for me. But, I need to know how many times my little brother can come before I decide how to put this dick to good use. Understand?"
From there, she stroked me again, and she pulled her left hand across my hip down to my ass and ran her fingers through my crack. I tensed when she reached my asshole, but she went lower and cupped my balls from behind.



"You have a big, cum-filled sack," Diana whispered, massaging me, tugging me. "How much do you have left in there for me?"
I answered with grunts and groans. She spanked my ass several times, then, in the mirror, I watched her reach around her ass and pet her pussy from behind. I almost came again, but then she pulled her hand from between her legs and lifted her fingers to my mouth. She slipped her digits between my lips, saying, "Suck them; they're covered with my pussy juices."
And, oh my fucking god, they were. The sweet, honey-like flavor of her teen pussy liquefied in my mouth, sparking my taste buds to life before they ran down my throat. Her fingers left my mouth and moved back down to my ass, through my crack, stopping at my asshole.
"Oh fuck," I said when I felt her middle finger push against my anal ring.
"That's right," Diana whispered. "Take it for me, Timmy. Take it for your big sister."
And I did. God, oh fuck, I did. Her fingers aren't big, thank God, and she pushed and slid and eased her middle finger into my asshole, stretching and pushing my muscles in ways that I never knew could feel so good. Was it because my sister was doing it to me? I don't know, but I knew that I would never, ever, let anyone else do this to me--never ever.
As I moaned, my sister jerked my cock and fingered my ass, massaging me deep and in places that forced me to stand on my toes with pleasure. I shook, I shuddered, I grunted and groaned. I loved it.
"That's it, baby," Diana teased. "This is part of your punishment: finding out that a finger in your ass can feel so good. Do you like it when I touch your naught prostate gland?" She bit me again and ran her hand over my knob several times as if she were polishing a bowling ball, but when she massaged me inside, I nearly lost my second load of the night. "I want you to imagine me, one day standing in front of you, with my hands on the washer, and instead of your finger up my butt, you'll be making me struggle to take this"--she waved my cock up and down, flinging pre-cum onto the washer and dryer--"big fucking dick in my ass."
"Diana," I grunted loud and uncaring of who in the night could have heard us. I came, hard, struggling to stand as my nut-filled my shaft and poured from my prick. Diana laughed and let me fill her palm with my seed.
Trembling, I thought things were over, but Diana said, "Uh-uh, little brother, oh no. Your punishment only ends when you're begging me to stop, and maybe not even then."
Holy shit....
I spent a long, wonderful night in the laundry room with my older sister milking my cock, and I'll never forget it.
Saturday
Diana ignored me today.
I guess it was further punishment from Friday night... or maybe it was for her. She smiled at me, often, and--I think--when she caught herself smiling at me too much; she walked away to her room. I guess it wouldn't fit her dominance game if she were staring at me like a schoolgirl after her very first kiss. Oh, yeah, I read some articles about Doms and Subs on the internet before going to bed yesterday night.
I know that she had dated Roy, my wrestling teammate before all of this began, but as far as I know, nothing ever happened between them except some kissing. A guy like Roy would have bragged to me about fucking my sister. He's that kind of a douchebag. Wondering if that night in the laundry room was my sister's first real sexual experience put me in a good mood. So good that being ignored by her throughout Saturday didn't bother me... that much.
Sunday
Nothing much happened. Abbey asked me if I had ever kissed a girl before. I had, never with any passion, and I told my sister this. Abbey confessed that she had never kissed a boy, and I told her: good. Afterward, she wanted to wrestle, so we practiced, grunting and sweating for an hour before calling it quits. I wonder if this wrestling was Abbey's way of working off any boy energy she may have had growing in her system. I work off my extra energy when I need to get thoughts of Diana out of my head, so who knows.
On my way to my bedroom to write things down, I saw Diana step out of my mom's room. She was wearing pajama pants and a loose, white shirt. It was late, and she paused when she saw me looking at her. She didn't look happy, but if it was because of me or because of what she had talked to Mom about, I didn't know, and I didn't ask. If my sister wanted me to know, she'd tell me.
Diana walked up to me as I stared at her and said, "Tomorrow morning, five-thirty, don't bother knocking." She opened her door. "If I'm asleep, then find a way to wake me up that shows me how much you appreciate me. Understand?"
I nodded, saying, "Yes," as my sister went into her room.
Did I understand? I don't know, but I spent an hour before bed watching sleep-sex videos, and I prayed that my sister wouldn't be awake come tomorrow morning. I didn't want my research to go to waste.
Timmy out.

* * * * *

Next time on the Anderson Family Journals, "Pussy for Breakfast."
If you've read this far, click a 5 star. (How long has it been since I wrote that? Over a year. That's going to annoy some people.)
Comment, email, vote, etc.
Thanks for reading.
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#05 Timmy


Waking Diana

Monday
When I woke, I found a text message on my phone that read: Practice makes perfect. I kept that in mind as I left my room.
The first step outside of my room was the hardest step I had ever taken in life. Diana told me to enter her room at five-thirty in the morning, and I was standing outside of her doorway by five minutes till, looking to the left and right in case my mother or Abbey should appear in the hallway as they headed downstairs. My mom left to work at a quarter to six every morning, and the thumping of my heart intensified every time I looked down the hall toward my mother's room.
What if she decided to leave early for work today? What if she wasn't in her room but downstairs, making coffee, on her way back up for something she left behind? I looked over the railing and into the dark living room, straining my hearing, and I thought I heard sounds from the kitchen. What if... I didn't know what if, but what if?
My phone ticked to half-past five, and the world outside of my sister's room faded to a dull, soundless gray. I turned back to the door, grabbed the knob--fearing she had locked it--and turned it. She had not locked it. I pushed in and stepped inside. The soft glow of my sister's bedside lamp created a small haven of light that shined over the left edge of her bed where she slept. I closed the door, locked it, and walked to Diana's bed.
From memory, I knew that Diana usually slept in the middle of her bed. The lamplight was for me so that I could see her. I knew that as surely I knew that she wasn't asleep. All of the massage videos that I had watched from YouTube and porno sites flashed through my head like one of those one-second movies, as did the sleep assault videos, and the Japanese molester videos, and all kinds of perverted shit sexless people watch. And, I watched a handful of those incest scenes where the sister or mother remained silent while their brother or son openly caressed their bodies, yet they admitted to what was going on.
Slow, I told myself. Take it slow.
I told myself that, but I wanted to run to the bed and rip the blankets from my sister's body. I wanted to know if she was naked. I wanted to touch her and run my hands over her and rub her in the way she had rubbed me on Friday night. The way she had jerked me off and so much more. But Diana had said, "If I'm asleep, then find a way to wake me up that shows me how much you appreciate me. Understand?"
APPRECIATE ME.
Those words shined in my mind like a hot pink neon sign.
I walked to my sister's bed on quiet toes, moving to the edge where she lay. She lay on her stomach, her blonde head facing me and sunken into her white, satin-covered pillow with her arms underneath it. How'd she get such a nice bed set? That didn't matter. Her silk sheets--she doesn't use a comforter--lay across her bare shoulders; they were naked, and I could find no trace of a bra crossing over them.
"Diana," I whispered.
No answer.
Find a way....
I released a shaky breath. My heart raced against my chest, and it was only growing more frantic. Would this adrenaline rush that exploded through my body whenever I was near my older sister ever end? A part of me hoped it would, but most of me hoped it wouldn't. I loved--loved?--this uncontrollable, nearly overwhelming excitement that enveloped me every time my sister was going to let me do something forbidden to her.
I reached out with my right hand, forefinger extended, and touched my sister on the middle of her back, where her skin disappeared beneath the blanket.
I said her name.
She didn't answer.
She didn't move.
Her breathing didn't change--such control.
I could hear my breathing; could she hear it? Did I sound like a pervert on the verge of a heart attack? Did that turn her on? Why were all these questions coming to me?
My cock had grown by now, flooded with lust and raging hot energy and all the dirty thoughts that make a young man dream about his family members in all the wrong ways. Would those guys be wrong not to take the plunge into incest if their sisters offered them a taste of that delightful sin? That's what my sister was doing, wasn't it, offering me a taste? I'd be stupid not to take it. I really would.
"Diana," I said as I ran my finger along the blanket line. Her warm skin sent goosebumps through my arms, and in the soft glow of the bedside lamp, I saw the same little bumps sprout across her deeply tanned body. I thought a shiver ran through her and into me, which danced across my shoulders. I closed my eyes, absorbing the moment of unexpected titillation that reached down into my eager, cum-filled balls.
With my finger back on her spine, I hooked the tip beneath the blanket and pulled the covering down Diana's body. Slowly, I moved so fucking slowly, exposing her slender and small frame, her tight skin, flawless and smooth, with curving contours about its surface that outlined her taut muscles. What was it about young women that made them appear so small and light and flexible? Young women? I'm only eighteen--but it's true, younger women did look smaller.
Where the fuck were these thoughts coming from, and why was I thinking them?
The blanket had reached below the middle of my sister's back. I saw no clothing. I moved lower, to the curve of her spine, before the rise of her butt cheeks. I went lower, baring her slender hips down to the narrow crack of her ass and the upward ascension of her crescent cheeks. My sister said nothing. She didn't stir. I could see the swells of her big breasts pushing outward from her chest, where they mashed into her mattress.
My right forefinger remained on the base of my sister's spine, but I reached out with my left hand, finger extended, and lightly, with the weight of a feather, I touched the swell of her left breast and slid my finger across the perkiness of her round flesh.
Diana shivered. Her nostrils flared in recognition of what I had done. I watched her eyelids twitch as if she were fighting the urge to open them. My cock strained in my pants with that blatant fuzzy pleasure that demanded I wrap my fist around the head and squeeze.
My fingers left my sister's tit, and I sighed on the inside. I played with the blanket along her backside before pulling the sheets up the slope of her firm, apple bottom. She hadn't said I could get her completely naked, but never did she say I couldn't, either. Halfway up her butt, at the very peak of her hard, meaty hills, I stopped and breathed a sigh of relief. She wasn't wearing panties.
I groaned with hunger.
The thrill that tumbled through me shook my legs. Maybe one day, the excitement of seeing a family member naked would go away, but today was not the day.
I bent over at the waist and kissed my sister in the middle of her back, planting my lips against her spine. I touched her; her skin warm beneath my lips, and as I pulled away, I slipped my tongue from my mouth and let the tip press into her flesh, wetting her.
Diana moaned; it was a sleepy sound but still a moan.
I kissed my way down her spine, to the base of her ass, to her crack. She smelled fresh and clean, with a hint of vanilla and flowers, probably from her lotion, and her scent held the same quality as her taste. With a quickening heartbeat, I swept the blanket from her body, tossing it to the right with an unintentional flourish that left my sister naked beneath my eyes.
I moaned, the sound appreciative, long and lasting, and I didn't imagine the smile that pulled my sister's lips wide. If she were dreaming, then it was a good dream. But she wasn't dreaming. I knew that much.
What to do now? I had never touched a girl before. Not like this. All the videos, daydreams and wet dreams, and the countless scenarios that I had played through my head had not prepared me for this moment. Still, when I reached my hand outward, I let those memories guide me.
Diana slept with a narrow part to her legs. The dim glow of the table lamp didn't allow me to see entirely between them. I took my phone out of my pocket and turned on the flashlight, holding it close to my sister's thighs. I settled my right hand behind her left knee, the one closest to the edge of the bed, and slid my palm upward.
"Mmm," Diana moan-sighed. Her eyes remained closed; her breathing had sped up, but not much. God, her skin was hot, as if baked in an oven to the perfect temperature for consumption.
I continued upward, using my fingertips, and I danced along the bottom slope of her butt cheek, where it flowed into her thigh. From between her legs, I felt the heat of her sex. My palms dampened, and beads of sweat sprouted on my forehead. My heart thumped, my erection throbbed, and the bright white light from my phone centered on the wet line of pink flesh between my sister's inner thighs.
Her pussy lips looked swollen, the outer lips thicker than the inner, while her smaller labia lay spread, revealing a slash of pink pussy meat pushed together by the tightness of her inner cunny walls.
"Fuck me," I whispered.
I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to lick her. I wanted to bury my face against the softness between her legs and rub myself in her comfort. My cock hurt. If only Diana would open her eyes and take me in her hand, but this wasn't about me. If I showed her how much I appreciated her body, then maybe next time she'd let me... let me... who knew what she'd let me do, but she'd let me do it.
I swam my fingers over her left butt cheek and then across, stopping when my middle finger rested against her crack again. I dragged my fingers downward. Fuck, she was so hot between her cheeks. She jumped when I touched the rougher, rubbery skin of her asshole. It was a reflex move; she didn't try to get away from me.
I did this several times: rubbing my finger through the length of the crease between her buns. My sister's face flushed, her breathing deepened, and I pushed harder against her so that my middle finger sunk into her skin, dipping into the crater of her asshole.
"Uhmm-mmm," Diana moaned. "Ooh."
I didn't try to finger her butt. I lowered my head, having to bend at my waist as I breathed in the scent of her ass, her pussy, her lotion, her lust, and every fragrance her sexy body could create. Saliva bubbled from the glands in my mouth, and a light rush of awe caused my equilibrium to shift. I kissed my sister's ass cheek before I had a chance to collapse.
Diana moaned.
I licked the curve of her ass.
She moaned again.
I ran my tongue to the bottom of my sister's cheek and then back up, licking closer to her crack as I tasted her skin. A tingle ran through my cock. On the return trip down, I pushed the tip of my tongue into her dividing line and dragged it through her cheeks.
"Umm," Diana groaned when I brushed her asshole with my tongue. Her right leg opened for me; her left stayed near the edge of the bed.
I had just licked my sister's asshole. Fuck me. I did it again, enjoying the friction of her spokes against my tongue as I left her backdoor slick with my saliva.
"Mmm, oh." The sound escaped my sister's lips, soft and far away to my ears. I threw my phone onto the bed. I didn't need it to see what I was doing. I ran my right hand over my sister's right leg, concentrating on the inside of her thigh, feathering my touch across her skin, getting closer and closer to the heat that radiated from deep within her forbidden gateway.
I placed my left hand on the small of my sister's back. I stood, slightly bent over, looking downward as I cupped the inside of my sister's right leg and slid my hand upward with no intention of stopping. My movement started fast, but slowed, and slowed, and slowed until even I thought I wasn't moving at all. The closer to the apex of her thighs I came, the harder it was for me to move my hand upward. Diana's spread her right leg further open; an invitation and my heart jumped into my throat. Pre-cum dripped from my cock with a non-stop flow, and a fuzzy sensation swam through my core and into my groin, tightening my sack and raising my hairs on end.
And then I touched my sister's pussy for the first time, and then I came in my shorts.
Fuck me, I thought as my face clenched, my legs stiffened, and my hips jerked. I had just ejaculated in my pants. Motherfucker, but underneath my palm, and infusing every taut fiber of my being, was the golden warmth of my sister's wet pussy, and that moment would live in my memory forever.
Diana moaned loudly as I came. She opened her right leg, turning her head to the right as she lifted her knee up and out so that her body lay at an angle on the bed. She had opened her legs for me. She had opened her pussy for me, and I didn't know what to do--at least, not with any confidence. That worry came and went faster than the blink of an eye because I knew that as long as I tried to make my sister feel good, appreciated, and loved, that she'd let me try this again and again and again until making her come became second nature to my fingers.
Practice makes perfect, she had said... texted.
I pushed my middle and forefinger against her pussy lips, curling and slipping them between her little curtains, accidentally brushing her clit, making her jump. And then my fingers sank into the warm, cookie-dough-like softness of her steamy, pink pussy hole.
"Mmm," Diana huffed. Her butt shook, and the wet, rubbery walls of her pussy squeezed my fingers with quick and steady pulses.
I knew from watching videos that a woman's G-spot was located somewhere beneath her mound, so I turned my hand so that my palm faced the bed, my sister moaning as my fingers fought the slippery friction of her cunny grip. Carefully, I curled my fingers downward and rubbed the tender underside of my sister's pubis with soft, circular strokes.
Diana whimpered as the muscles in her back, shoulders, arms, and ass tensed.
My excitement told me to finger fuck my sister's twat until my hand became a blur, but common sense and fear of not making her happy forced me to continue my slow movements. Thick honey with a rich, heady scent slipped from my sister's precious opening. Her wetness coated my fingers, my knuckles, and the crux of her thighs. I lowered my head, unable to reach her pussy with my lips, so I pushed them against her cheeks right above her asshole, then I let my tongue fall from my mouth to linger on her rear door.
"Oh fuck," Diana sobbed.
I continued rubbing the inside of her pussy, knowing that I was missing something important, but I didn't know what. More of her body needed touching. I flicked the tip of my tongue against her puckered asshole, the opening tighter than I ever imagined it could be. What was I missing? What wasn't I touching? What was--
My sister's finger brushed mine between her legs. She was playing with herself, with her clit, with that beautiful pink jewel that I wanted to mount on a pedestal and encase in glass. How could've I forgotten her clit?
It didn't matter at that moment. Diana's whimpers turned into sobs and deep, panicky breathes as if she were about to hyperventilate. I fingered her pussy faster, always making sure to rub the soft underside of her pubic mound. She buried her face in her pillow and fed me her asshole with slow, sensual rotations of her hips that had my tongue fighting the balloon knot protecting her insides from me. I played with her pussy faster, firmer, feeling the vibrations of her fingertips against her clitty, which I had neglected--but never would again.
"Fuck, fuck, fucking finger me," Diana moaned into her pillow, her words muffled but strong, on the edge of turning into shouts. "Fuck, fuck, oh--fuck, oh, Timmy! Finger me! Finger my pussy good, bro."
I did, delving into her pink softness with growing speed, my cock still hard, my balls buzzing, my tongue working her asshole with vigor.
A loud cry left my sister's lips, and then she came hard, shaking and clenching my fingers with a wet grip. She came saying my name, and she said it over and over again as she pushed her ass harder against my tongue and her pussy deeper onto my fingers. Holy fucking hell, I had touched my first pussy and eaten my first ass, and they both belonged to my older sister. I wanted to do it again. God, how I wanted to, but as Diana calmed down, I pulled away from her, wondering what was coming next.
"Timmy," Diana panted, "thanks for waking me up. You did a good fucking job."
"You're welcome," I said, not knowing what else to say or do now that she was awake.
"Same time next Monday, okay," she said, dismissing me.
I held back a sigh, but I left her room, locking her door on my way back to my room to jerk my hard-on off, get ready for school, and make her breakfast.
What a great fucking morning.
Tuesday through Sunday
Some things happened during the week, but I forgot to write about them. I was too excited about what happened on Monday to sit down and record my thoughts for the next six days. Why do I even need a journal? Fuck it; it's not like anyone is ever going to read it, but I'm going to want to remember this one day, and maybe Diana will want to read my memories with me. Maybe she'd be flattered. Anyway, I'll write about washing my sister's panties next week on a day that nothing happens. The second time around was even better than the first.
Timmy out.

* * * * *
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#06 Timmy

Tasting Pussy
Oh man, where do I begin? I've been neglecting my journal, so I'm going to write about three specific days that blew my mind in the last two weeks. I need to keep up, or I'm going to miss a lot of little things that I'll want to relive one day.
Is there anything else besides the days below that needs mentioning? Let's see: Mom's started to walk around the house in her nightie more often while sipping wine. Mom and Diana have been less than friendly with each other lately, but I don't know what's going on there. That's not my business. Little Abbey is still little Abbey, but I think something is going on at school with a boy, but maybe it's better that I don't know--she doesn't need her older triplet being overprotective of her. Diana has been spending more time with Abbey; they've always been close, but that's what sisters and triplets are for, right? (I'm talking about being there for each other, not freaky sibling incest relationships.) The little spider monkey is taking her wrestling seriously, and the hard work is showing. Abbey is leaner and stronger, and more confident than before we started wrestling, as far as I can see.
All right, on to the juicy stuff.
Friday
I had been looking forward to Friday throughout the week. Monday was a thrill unlike anything in my life--even better than Diana jerking me off and fingering my asshole in the laundry room. (I'll never tell a soul about that finger). On Monday, I had fingered Diana and licked her asshole, and while I didn't get to taste her pussy, I did lick her sweet-tasting juices from my fingers after I had left her room.
Not much happened throughout the week leading up to Friday. I kissed Diana on the cheek each morning before getting out of her car once we arrived at our high school. But, before that, I massaged her shoulders in the morning while she ate breakfast, and I even massaged Abbey's shoulders once when Diana told me to. Abbey purred, telling me that I should do this every morning for her as well. Diana laughed, telling Abbey that I would if Abbey behaved herself.
Tuesday came and went. Wednesday came and went. Thursday came and went, and not once did Diana invite me into her room. She told me on Wednesday that I wasn't allowed to jerk off until she said I could. What the fuck? That was a difficult command to obey. I wasn't even going to try, not in private, but by the time Friday arrived, my balls ached, overflowing with cum.
At nine o'clock on Friday, I knocked on my sister's door to collect her panties. Abbey was in her own room, and Mom was in hers, not having gone out. I was nervous, standing outside of Diana's door as I was, but my excitement at getting to wash her panties again lessened the fear I had of Mom discovering me standing in the hallway outside of my sister's door. I still hadn't jerked off in two days, and the fear of coming as soon as Diana touched me--if she touched me--entered my mind. It was gone the moment Diana told me to enter her room.
I stepped inside and closed the door behind me, locking it. I thought I caught the hint of a smile on my sister's lips when she heard the click. Diana was sitting on the edge of her bed and reading a magazine. She was wearing a black tank top down to her waist and tight, white cotton boyshorts that were small enough to let the bottom curve of her bubbly ass cheeks hang out. My eyes lingered on her sleek profile. God, she is sexy.
"They're in my closet, remember?"
"Yeah," I said, striding across her room and walking into her closet, finding three small G-strings on the floor. Honestly, I don't think my sister ever wore them outside of the house, and the thought that she had bought them just so that I'd have something to wash made my cock jump beneath my basketball shorts.
I picked them up and carried them back into my sister's room. She didn't look up from her magazine. I waited, holding her panties in my hands while trying to get my mouth to open so my voice could leave my throat. My heart skipped several beats as I found my courage.
"Is," I said, pausing and not knowing why I was hesitating because I had to be sure to get all of them, didn't I? I never thought Diana would ever make me so nervous before. "Is that all of them?"
"All of what?" Diana asked, not looking up from her magazine, but I still saw the quick smile pull her lips wide.
"Do I have all of your panties?"
Diana looked up from her magazine, and as she did, a pink flush entered her cheeks.
My heart melted.
"Why wouldn't you have all of my panties?" she asked, her lips twitching, her eyes twinkling, and her blush deepening.
How should I answer that question? I didn't know, but there was only one way to get experience, and that was to play along, right? What was her reason for walking down to the laundry room last Friday? I knew, but knowing what she had said and repeating what she had said were two different things. (Man, if I weren't a virgin, I would've destroyed my sister's blonde pussy by now.)
But, since I was a virgin, heat billowed through my body as I worked up the courage to speak. My heart, already beating faster than normal, soared, and my chest constricted. Why did my sister affect me like this?
"Because the ones you're wearing might be dirty too," I said. "You know, messy?"
"Why would my panties be messy?" Diana asked, unable to hide her smile or the playful amusement in her voice.
"Because," I said, pausing and wishing I was smoother with my words. "Because you wore them all day and... and you may have been thinking about me." My cheeks turned a dark shade of crimson, and sweat beaded my forehead as a desperate heat flashed throughout my body.
God, I'm going to pass out, I thought.
"The only way to find out if my panties are messy is to check them," Diana said. "So, check my panties."
Diana set her magazine on the bed next to her. She stood and waited, her legs slightly parted with her shorts digging into her muff hard enough to outline her meaty cameltoe. Her shorts could have been panties for how small they were, cutting upward at an angle from her pussy to just below her hips.
"Okay," I said, my voice trembling. I stepped forward, lowering myself to my knees with more control than I thought I could manage.
My eyes traveled the length of Diana's body, lingering on her round breasts before following the curve of her shirt as it sloped across the underside of her tits and clung to her firm tummy down to the waistline of her shorts. My mouth watered when I gazed upon her mound, and my cock grew in sudden bursts of thickness and length as my lust poured into my shaft and tightened my balls. My knob swelled, and I moaned, unable to stop myself.
"You okay?" Diana asked. "Something wrong, little brother?" She smiled. "You seem stiff."
I glanced up. She put her left hand in my hair, curling her fingers so that her nails dug lines across my skull. The roughness of my sister's touch sent chills through my spine and down to my ass, teasing me in a good way.
"Take your time," Diana whispered. "I wouldn't want you to leave a dirty pair of my panties behind because you weren't sure if I had made a mess in them."
I raised my hands to my sister's legs, placing them on the outsides of her knees. Her breathing deepened. I imagined I could see the individual rises of gooseflesh sprouting across her thighs in a wave of little bumps. My hands rose slowly, and a fresh, strawberry scent flooded my nostrils, the origin centered between my sister's legs.
Diana's skin is so smooth, I thought as my palms tingled. Higher my hands traveled, above my sister's mid-thigh, and Diana balled her fingers into a fist within my hair. Her body wavered, and then my fingers slipped beneath the leg holes of her shorts. I stopped, moaning and leaning my head forward so that my mouth lay a few inches away from her cotton-covered mound.
"That's it, little brother, take your time," Diana whispered, her voice a little shaky. "No need to rush when you're down there."
I swept my hands around my sister's thighs, fingertips beneath her leg holes, and I didn't stop until I was holding the backs of her legs. My fingers lay against her ass cheeks; she was bare there, wearing another G-string, I guessed. I hoped; there's something about a tiny string running down the crack of a woman's cheeks that makes me so fucking hard. As I thought about my sister's G-string, my erection throbbed with a pulse that swelled the base of my shaft and glided across my cock to the tip, making me shudder.
The scent between my sister's legs thickened. A buzz rushed through my skull, and for a moment, the colors of the world swam together with edges that tapered away like the tails of soaring comets. I moved my fingers deeper around my sister's legs. Her breath caught. I had to turn my hands so that my fingers lay horizontal across the bottom swells of my sister's butt, the tips extending to the downward curve leading into the crack of her ass.
Diana's breath caught again, and she opened and closed her fingers within my hair with a heart's beating rhythm. I wanted to press my hand between her breasts, just to see if my thoughts rang true, but I didn't want to pull my hands away from her ass either.
Deeper beneath my sister's shorts, I pushed my hands until my fingers dipped into the crack of her ass. She uttered a soft moan, and I brushed my fingertips against a floss of string so thin it was a wonder a woman could still consider them panties. I closed my fingers, gripping her butt in my hands, and I pulled outward, spreading her golden hams open. Diana moaned--a weak sound--and she curled her fingers in my hair hard enough to make me wince.
I removed my hands from beneath her leg holes and slid them up and over her covered butt. I dipped my fingers into her waistline, pulling her shorts down from behind and uncovering her ass and the sides of her hips. The tightness of her shorts kept them from crawling back up her ass while I slid my fingers along the elastic band of her white panties, stopping at the front of her shorts for a moment before pulling down on the soft cotton again.
I pulled and pulled, not stopping until my sister's shorts fell to her ankles, but I wasn't paying attention to them. She was wearing the smallest white G-string I had ever seen. The band around her waist pressed into her skin and dipped low on her mound, almost exposing the start of her clitoral hood. Her smooth delta was a shade lighter than the golden tan encompassing the rest of her body. Diana's outer labia bulged from between the narrow strip of cloth that clung to her slit. The sheer silk, wet with her juices, had turned completely transparent.
"Are they dirty, little brother?" Diana asked, breathing hard. "Make sure to make sure, little brother." She gulped. "Take as long as you need."
I wanted to tell her they were perfect, but I said, "I better take them. You've made a mess in them." Diana didn't say anything. As beautiful as her panties looked on her, nothing could match the sweet, sinful glow of her cunny when I slowly peeled the sticky wet fabric from her pussy.
Her twin lips hung soft and swollen with excitement, curving away from my eyes and a shade lighter in skin tone than her thighs. The length of her hood lay exposed, bordered by her outer labia. Beneath, her inner lips had parted some, revealing the light pink shade of her inner pussy walls.
I sighed as if I had just seen Heaven.
"I want you to clean the mess my panties left behind," Diana whispered, her words shaking. "I don't want to ruin another pair before I go to bed."
I looked up at her.
This was a girl who had jerked me off and fingered my ass, who let me lick her asshole while I fingered-fucked her pussy from behind--this was my sister who had come on to me--yet she sounded nervous when she had said those words. I knew then that no one had ever kissed my sister between her legs before. Diana was as virgin as I was. The relief that flooded my veins reddened my skin, and I'm sure she saw the joy in my eyes as I stared up at her.
"What?" Diana asked in a soft, almost embarrassed voice as a blush crept across her cheeks.
"Just... thank you."
Diana's blush deepened, then she laughed, and then I kissed her pretty little pussy.
"Oh," my sister half-sang, sounding surprised even though she had known where my mouth was going.
My sister's lips melted on my tongue. The wetness that greeted me drew a low, hungry moan from deep within my chest. Her lips caved inward beneath the pressure of my tongue, and her soft folds enveloped me, warming me, wetting the interior of my mouth with her delicate flavor.
Diana widened her stance and placed her other hand in my hair, tangling my strands between her fingers as she braced herself against me. Memories of every video I had ever watched about eating pussy flared to life within my mind. The words DON'T FORGET HER CLIT blazed in neon across my vision. I forgot about my sister's clit the first time I had touched her pussy, but there was no fucking way I was going to forget about that magical jewel tonight.
My sister moaned, her voice filling her room and probably beyond the door, but I didn't care if she woke the world while I had my mouth on her pussy. My tongue licked through my sister's lips, pushing them aside in waves of swollen flesh. Her honey dripped onto my tongue, wet, thick, and sticky, and hot enough to send tingles through my knob and down into my balls. I lifted my hands to the backs of her thighs, over the muscles of her hamstrings, and up to her taut ass cheeks. She was flexing those firm buns, and the muscles beneath the soft layer of flesh covering them yielded to the pressure of my touch.
"Fuck," Diana whispered. "I'm loving the way you're cleaning that mess, little brother." She rolled her pussy against my mouth. "Mmm, fuck yeah, I am."
My sister's words stood my hair on end. Tingles ignited across my body. I pushed my tongue into her, getting excited. Diana gasped and fell back onto her bed. I followed, sliding my hands to the insides of her thighs and spreading them open. My mouth never left her pussy as I moved my hands down her legs to bracket her muff with my thumbs and forefingers. Her outer labia cushioned my digits like a velvet pillow, and her inner pussy lips welcomed my mouth home with a hot, sticky kiss.
"Mm, Timmy, yeah," Diana moaned, pressing my head between her legs. "Fuck, bro. Fuck."
I licked my way through her lips and pressed my tongue against her juicy pink pearl. Diana bucked her hips. I spread her pussy lips apart with my thumbs, opening her pink hole as I kissed, sucked, and licked her clit with every ounce of energy I had. My sister loved it--her noises told me that she did, and I wouldn't have traded her blissful whimper for anything else in the world.
"Two fingers," Diana said, panting. I looked up at her, and she looked down at me. "Fuck me with two fingers, but don't stop licking my clit. Do it, Timmy. Finger-fuck your sister's muff."
If my sister wanted to tell me how to touch her, who was I to argue? I'd do anything she ordered if it helped me make her come. I took my right hand off her thigh and held my middle and forefinger together. With great care, taking my time, and acting as if her cunny could break, I pressed my fingertips to her hole, pushing inward.
Hot softness embraced my digits as they sank into her warm, fresh-from-the-oven, cookie dough tenderness. We both groaned, with my sister sounding helpless and subdued while I sounded hungry and disbelieving. Her walls hugged my fingers, and the heat from within her flowed into my arm and body, engulfing my heart. I pushed my fingers all the way into her slippery hole to the last knuckles, and my sister uttered a soft whimper. The sound sent a spurt of pre-cum shooting from my balls to the tip of my cock.
"Fuck, you're so soft, Diana," I whispered. "I love it."
"Thank you," she said and squeezed my fingers with her pussy walls.
As I said earlier, I didn't forget her clit this time. My eyes, lost in a daze, caught the jewel peeking out from beneath its hood. My mouth moved to her mound on its own. I opened my lips and extended my tongue, pressing the flat of my lingual muscle against her pink nub and pushed it softly against her pubic bone.
"Tim--Timmy!" Diana gasped.
I gently pressed on my sister's clit, pulled my tongue away, then pressed on it again, slowly building up the pressure with a methodical tapping motion.
"Oh, god," Diana whined. "God, god, god damn it, fuck!"
I closed my eyes and savored the sweet taste of my sister's fresh pussy folds. Maybe I savored the taste for too long because Diana turned her hips in a slow, sensuous circle, rubbing her twat around my mouth and turning my neck in time with her movements. I spread my fingers inside of her, causing her to moan. Her walls resisted me as I stretched them, and when she groaned again, I started to finger-fuck her little pussyhole.
"Oh, fuck, ohhh!" Diana moaned. I turned my fingers so that my palm faced upward, and I rubbed the underside of her mound. "Shit, yeah, like that, little brother, just like--fuck--that."
I increased the pace of my finger-banging, creating wet, sloshy sounds as my sister's juices ran wetly down the crack of her ass. Her pussy was a mess of cream and honey, her nectar white and milky, thick and tasty. She coated my chin with her glaze, and the bottom swells of her butt cheeks shined, as did her little asshole, which I touched with my left forefinger.
"Fuck," Diana gasped when I pushed against that opening. "Oh, fuck! Fuck!"
Her clit throbbed in my mouth. As I pushed against her backdoor, a pulse shot through her pussy, followed by several more, until she was clinging to my fingers with her trembling walls.
"Timmy, I'm going to... oh my god, I'm going to... I'm going to, oh my fucking god; I'm going to--"
A high pitch whimper cut off her words. Her stomach heaved, her ass shook, and she fed me her muff with a sexy, up and down grinding motion that ran her pussy all over my face. My sister tightened her grip on my hair and pulled me against her mound, mashing her clit between my tongue and her pubic bone.
"Fuck, I'm gonna come again!" Diana groaned as I pushed my fingers to the back of her pussy, still trying to get deeper when her hole became too small to take me past my last knuckles.
"God, god, god, I'm coming again," Diana wailed, trembling and gasping. She humped my face and held me against her, and she pulled her knees up and back, spreading her pretty little cunny wider for me. I sucked on her clit, turning it between my lips, and she cried out again, begging me not to stop. My finger never made it into her ass, but I probed her backdoor gently as it tightened with her orgasm--a promise to her that one day I'd get inside of her forbidden hole.
"Oh fuck, baby, Timmy, baby," Diana whispered, her tone growing quieter as her bodily tremors slowed and her breathing calmed. She massaged my hair as her whispers faded into silence.
I pulled my fingers from her pussy and sat back on my heels, staring at the wettest, pinkest slit I had ever seen--the only pussy I've seen live--but I'm counting the lovely little holes I had seen in pornos as well. I could stare at my sister's pussy all day and never lose appreciation for her.
"Come here," Diana ordered me.
She crawled backward on the bed, using her elbows and feet. I stood. She still had her shirt on, but she pulled the hem over her big tits for me. I groaned at the sight of her round tit flesh and her thick, peachy nipples.



My sister patted her stomach, saying, "Straddle me," and I did, my tented shorts pointing right at her tits. As soon as I was in position, she had my cock out in a double-handed grip and jerked me hard, making me grunt as my balls slapped backward against my body. My sister pumped me until I came, spraying my white load all over her juicy tits. At the end of my orgasm, on my final spurt, she cupped and rolled my balls, and a second orgasm shot through me, smaller than the first but big enough to leave me gasping.
Minutes after I came, Diana said, "I want my panties back by Monday morning, before school, and I want them clean. Understand?"
"Yes," I said.
"Timmy."
"Yeah?"
"You can use them to jerk off before you wash them."
"Thank you," I said to my lovely, lovely sister.
As dirty as Diana's panties were with her juices, I made them even dirtier by the time I put them in the washer.
While I was outside, waiting for them to dry, I wondered if all triplets, twins, what have you, eventually went through something like this. My wonderings made me think of Abbey, so I pushed them away by doing push-ups for the rest of the rinse cycle.
Monday
Monday morning came; I was in my sister's room, waking her up. I was kneeling at her left side, and I had her on her knees with her back sloping downward and her face buried in her pillow. Her beautiful, round butt was in the air, each cheek a curved slab of muscle and meat with a golden valley parting the hills. I fingered her upturned pussy hard, not knowing why I chose to hammer her tender twat as I did, but I did, and she loved it. I tongued her asshole; I thumbed her clit. I used my right hand on her snatch as I poked her pussy from behind, and I reached under her body with my left hand to grope her large breasts.
Diana's tits were firm but yielding, and her thick nipples made my cock cream with pre-cum. I couldn't stop pinching them. Diana whimpered and gasped and fought to get my fingers off her, but she didn't tell me to stop touching as roughly as I was. When she'd manage to tear my fingers from her nipples, I'd only pump her pussy harder, the squishy sounds of her cunny mixing with her throaty groans. When I pushed my tongue against the rim of her asshole, entering her butt with the slippery tit, my sister lost all control of her body.
She came, twerking her butt against my face and shooting her left hand toward my crotch. She reached under the left leg hole of my basketball shorts, grabbed my dick, and jerked me off as hard as I had fingered her, not stopping until I covered her fingers in my cum. When I left her room, I thought I heard sucking sounds behind me.
What a fucking morning.
Sunday
I've neglected my journal, but that happens. My week was pretty normal, but I had to help Mom upstairs on Saturday night. She had taken a Valium and drank a glass of wine (I don't think that's healthy) and that pretty much put her out for the night. Diana and I both frowned as we looked at her, with Diana biting her lower lip. Thankfully, Abbey had already gone to bed. Together, we took Mom to bed, and Diana made me watch her while she slept. I fell asleep in Mom's bed an hour later, off to the side and above the covers, but when I woke in the morning, Mom had already left for work, having thrown her half of the blankets over me.
I learned that Abbey was having boy trouble, but Diana was taking care of that issue, so I didn't have to worry... too much. Honestly, if Diana couldn't handle the problem, I didn't know how helpful I could be.
The Friday before this Sunday turned out to be a semi-disappointment. I was at my sister's door by nine and inside her room a couple of seconds after nine. I picked up her panties, and I asked her if the ones she was wearing were dirty. She blushed this time--strange--and told me I could go. I asked again, and she snapped her eyes up at me and told me to get the fuck out of her room. It wasn't until I was in the laundry room with my head and shoulders slumped that I noticed a spot of red on the gusset of an otherwise pristine pink G-string.
Oops.
Well, she didn't talk to me on Saturday, except when she told me to keep an eye on Mom, and now Diana has ignored me for nearly all of today. I guess that makes sense. Still, before I sat down to write in my journal, Diana told me to wake her up on Monday, and if I did a really good job at making her feel appreciated, then maybe she'd do something special for me.
I wonder what it could be?
Timmy out.

* * * * *
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#07 Timmy


Oral Heaven

Monday
As I stood at the foot of Diana's bed in the early morning hours before school, after Mom had gone to work and while Abbey still slept, Dian's words from the night before echoed through my head: "If you do a really good job of appreciating me, then maybe I'll do something special for you."
Maybe.
Maybe might not be a promise, but the implication of all the unknowns to which maybe could allude to had numbed my brain to all thoughts but one: Make your sister cum until she's begging you to stop, then maybe I'd lose my virginity to her once she had finished wiping away her tears of joy.
I licked my lips as I looked down at my sister. This morning she had slept face up, in the center of her bed, her body covered by a thin satin sheet aligned perfectly crosswise below her big breasts. Those two round jugs lay balanced on her chest like teardrops yet to burst. If I stomped on the ground, would I see them ripple... like vibrations across the surface of calm water? I didn't know, but I did know that I was going to show my appreciation of my sister to my sister by sucking her peach-tinted nipples between my lips and into my mouth with a slow, methodical delight that would leave her nipples sensitive and her areoles wet.
Diana looked at peace under the soft fringe of light falling on her from her bedside lamp. I almost didn't want to disturb her--almost--but the hard-on pushing against my loosest pair of basketball shorts had other ideas. I didn't say her name as I pinched her bedsheets between my fingers and pulled them down her body. They slid down slowly, baring her sun-gold tan in small fractions of length, exposing her naked breasts and their eraser thick, already hard, nipples. My mouth watered as her tits came into view, heavy and perky, upturned and tasty. Lower, I pulled her sheets as the heat within me rose, exposing the dip of my sister's navel. I licked my lips as if I could already taste the soft depression in her smooth stomach. Diana stirred when the blankets cleared her narrow waistline and the cut of her iliac crest; the sexiness of her sculpted body forced a tremor through my chest.
"You're beautiful," I whispered; the sound of my voice was loud in the room.
Did my sister smile? I couldn't be sure; it happened so fast. I pulled the sheet lower, baring her smooth mound to my eyes. No panties. No fucking panties. My sister was a gift from Heaven. She slept with a slight part to her legs so that nothing between her thighs lay hidden. Her pussy lips pouted softly from her mound, twin bulges that folded together to protect her inner lips and the pink opening between them. The line of her clitoral hood stood out, as did the pink gem popping up from underneath that small roll of flesh.
I don't know what came over me, but I pulled off my shirt, letting it fall to the floor, where my shorts and briefs quickly joined it. Would Diana get mad if she saw me naked? I didn't care. The word maybe and my sister's naked body had driven my heartbeat into overdrive and my mind into the stratosphere, but I would do as she said as soon as she opened her mouth, that I knew. Doing whatever Diana wanted me to do was the only thought that could penetrate the rush of energy surging through me. The energy that commanded me to slide my cock into her and fuck her right then, whether she wanted me to or not--that's a thought I would never act on, but it was so easy to think and so easy to believe she wouldn't get mad if I did it.
My thoughts sent shivers through my spine, the kind I'd rather not have, but it also made me look inward, where I saw Diana holding me in the palm of her hand as I waited for her to speak. I was hers and no one else's. Was this love?
Another shiver ran through me, compelling me to move onward.
I dropped the blankets at the end of the bed, a cotton undersheet, and a satin oversheet. They pooled at the edge, some of the cloth spilling over in a waterfall of black and white. The mattress gave way when I placed my right knee atop it. Diana moved, her legs opening and her pelvis arching as if moving her pussy closer to me. The mattress springs absorbed my weight as I crawled forward, stopping at my sister's feet. I leaned over her, placing my right hand against her left thigh and my left against her right, and I tried to spread her legs wider.
Resistance.
I pushed harder, facing more resistance. I looked up. There was no doubt about it; a smile now graced my sister's lips, one she was trying to straighten out but couldn't. I pushed harder on her thighs, with some real force, spreading her open for me, and that smile turned into a sigh as her muscles lost the battle against my need. She lay with her legs out, her knees slightly bent, and her pussy lips had parted as her legs had opened. A thin line of glistening pink said hello to me, coated by a glistened honey that shone wetly beneath the light of the bedside lamp.
A moan escaped my lips. Hot, hungry, and horny, those three elements infused the sound I had made. My head lowered on its own, though I would have done it myself if I was capable of thinking. I acted on instinct and the desire to taste my sister's cunny upon my tongue. And a moment later, I had my mouth pressed against her pussy.
Diana's hot wetness opened for me, as soft as warm pudding, and I sank right into her pink cove as deeply as my tongue could manage. Diana moaned as I pressed my face into her muff, her right hand grabbing my head, her fingers curling around the strands of my hair.
I licked, and Diana uttered a soft, "Mmm," tightening her fingers, hurting me in a way that made my cock and balls tingle.
I licked my tongue through my sister's pussy crease again, and she moaned "Timmy" until my name faded from her lips like a whisper in the wind.
I brought my right hand between her legs, palm skyward with my middle finger extended, the tip brushing her wet asshole. Pussy juice drenched Diana's rosebud, probably there from before I had come to her room to appreciate her. The pressure of my finger against her ass made my sister moan. She wiggled her butt against the bed, but there was nowhere for her to escape. I placed my left hand across her mound with my thumb down, pressing down on her magic button.
Diana jumped as her clit squished beneath my touch. I pushed the tip of my middle finger through the rigid tightness of her anal ring--the short journey slow and agonizing as her muscles struggled and stretched, fighting the tip of my probing digit in a losing battle to protect her ass.
"Uhhhhh," Diana groaned as her asshole opened for me. She lifted her feet from the bed and raised her knees, pulling them back so that her feet were in the air. Her fingertips dug into my skull, but her short, manicured nails helped to keep the pain of her clawing to a minimum.
Strangely, the pain made my rock-hard rod even harder.
With my thumb pressing down on my sister's clitty, and my middle finger in her ass, my sister's pussy creamed. Honey dripped from her snatch in a thick river of white liquid, lubing my finger and her asshole even more. I circled her pink jewel with my thumb and pushed my finger deeper into her butthole. She clenched her cheeks tightly against my digit, the strength of her rubbery asshole raising goosebumps along my arms and shoulders.
"Oh, you fucker," Diana moaned as my second knuckle slid past her anal ring. "You fucking bastard. Did a finger in your ass feel this naughty for you too?" My sister groaned again. "This fucking sexy?"
I moaned into my sister's pussy, licking her gushing wet meat. To answer her, I eased the last of my middle finger into her butt, bring a long sigh from her lips. My hands were bigger than hers, my fingers longer, thicker, rougher, the grind against her sphincter nowhere near as soft as her silky fingers against mine--but her fingers probing my asshole had made me come harder than any solo jerk off session in my life ever had.
"This is already, mmm, better than I had expected it to be," Diana murmured, the sound of sleep fading from her voice. "Timmy, make me come. Make me come hard. Understand?"
Fuck yes, I did.
I wiggled my finger in her butt, touching dark places that held so much heat I thought my finger would melt. And if her asshole could melt me, I couldn't imagine what her pussy could do to me. My sister's body had never burned this hot before. I darted my tongue into her, concentrating on tongue-fucking the pink circle of flesh leading deeper into her cunny tunnel.
"Mmm, fuck, yeah," Diana moaned, holding my head against her muff and grinding my face into her twat as she lifted her ass off the bed. She spun her pussy around my mouth, wetting my upper lip, my cheeks, my chin--my fucking face--doing her best to fuck herself against me while I ate her pink pie with as much skill as I could manage.
The rubbery jewel above her pussy throbbed against my thumb. I pressed down hard, squishing it against her pubic bone, but not too hard, swishing the nub of flesh side to side while curling my fingertips over her smooth mound. The finger in Diana's ass--my fucking finger up my own sister's butt!--started moving back and forth without needing my mind's consent. Diana moaned, long and low, her cries picking up speed when I rubbed her clit up and down while lapping at the sides of her wet pussyhole with my tongue.
"Umm, mmm, uh, uh-nuh-uh," Diana whimpered, nearly sobbing. Her legs trembled, and her fingers knotted themselves in my hair. She humped her pussy up at my face, rolling her twat against my fingers and tongue like a little whore gone wild.
I loved it.
I needed a third hand to fuck Diana's cunny with. A spark ignited in my head, and I switched the places of my thumb and tongue. Without warning, I fucked two fingers into my sister's steamy snatch and thrust my middle finger all the way up her little butt hole, burying my fingers deep inside of her warm guts.
"Ohhh--oh fuck!" Diana whined. She lifted her head and shoulders, straining to look at me as her toes curled. She let go of my hair, pushed her arms between her open legs, and pulled her elbows back behind her knees, pinning her legs to the bed. Her pussy and ass tilted upwards, opening her pubis for a final three-fingered fucking between her two holes.
Talk about flexible, I thought for some reason. I rose to my knees, looking down at my sister as she spread herself wide before me, looking lewd and slutty and dripping with wetness. All this for me, I thought as I pushed my two fingers into her pussy, mesmerized by her soft folds melting around my digits while I finger-fucked her butt with deep pokes. It was all heat and warmth and thick cream between my sister's legs, and I couldn't get enough of her.
My sister dropped her head. The strained look on her face as she struggled to come made my balls throb. Her pussy walls trembled around my fingers, and my sister tightened her inner cunny muscles around my probing digits--and boy was I probing her deep, getting as far into her hidden pinkness as I could.
"Fuck, oh fuck!" Diana shouted, her eyes snapping open. She stared at me, intense, not caring that I was naked in her bed with my dick as hard as iron above her pussy. Her gaze drilled a hole of sexual anger right through me. "Fuck--fuck Timmy, ooh! I'm going to come, little brother. That's it--oh, god, yeah--do it, make your sister come!" She nodded her head at me, speaking so loud anyone outside her door could have heard us. A sob left her lips. Her glare turned helpless as a pink flush filled her cheeks, and Diana turned her head to the side, biting her lower lip. Her breasts heaved, her cheeks turned rosy. She swung her eyes back at me, they shimmered, and as I sunk my fingers as far into her ass and pussy as I could, Diana came.
Loud doesn't describe how hard she cried--and she did cry. Tears fell from her eyes as her body trembled beneath me. She let go of her legs. They shot forward, landing sole-first on the bed, her toes digging into the mattress. Her hands clawed at her bottom sheet, rumpling and creasing the fabric. Diana stared at me, her glare a mixture of awe and defiance and so fucking sexy in a hot, "I'm going to fuck the hell out of you for doing this to me," kind of way.
My cock jumped, spitting a small wad of pre-cum between my sister's legs where her spasming holes gripped my fingers as if they'd never let go.
Diana took a long time to calm down after her orgasms rolled through her. Small tremors shook her body as her pussy, and asshole slowly loosened their grip on me. She dropped her head to the mattress, stretched her limbs outward, breathing in shaky lungfuls of air that made her breasts rise and fall on her chest.
Her tits! I had forgotten all about my sister's tits the moment I had seen her pussy lips part when I had pushed her legs open. How could I have forgotten her tits? I fell forward over her body, my cock leading the way as my wet but clean fingers slid from her openings. I circled her breasts with my fingers, coning them. My mouth followed with open lips. I closed them around her right nipple and sucked. Diana groaned. Her hands dug into my shoulders, pushing against me, but she didn't say 'No,' and I didn't let her push me off her either. And I wouldn't, not until she told me to leave her alone. Until then, I was going to do to her whatever the hell I wanted, and she was going to have to accept that.
"God, Timmy," Diana groaned when I nibbled on her left nipple, not hard but firm. "Mmm, umm, fuck, bro." She strained against me, really pushing against my shoulders. "God, fuck, oh god, oh god."
I hunched my hips upward. My pre-cum dripping knob touched the wet mess of cum between my sister's legs.
"No!" Diana cried out, her voice hoarse. "No, no, no!"
I stopped, but before I could pull back, she had her hands around my cock, squeezing me hard. I gasped as pleasure shot down into my balls. We shuffled around the bed, locked in a strenuous wrestling match that ended with me on my back and Diana on top of me, her pussy in my face and her mouth over my dick.
Diana's mouth! It took one second for my mind to realize what this meant, what it could mean, what that maybe had meant, and then my sister's lips closed around my knob, and every ounce of air left my lungs. I sighed long enough to decompress my body of all things tangible.
"Oh god," I moaned, crooning the words as I stared up at the wet seam of my sister's freshly-fingered pussy. I wish that I had lifted my head to lick her crease and taste the bulging meat between her legs, but Diana's lips sinking down the length of my shaft froze me solid.
Diana gagged, not even halfway down my pole. I closed my eyes, knowing that my dick was the first dick ever to enter my sister's mouth. I don't know why that was important to me, but it was.
She did her best. Whether it was a good blowjob or bad, I didn't know because I had never had one before, but I knew one thing for certain: No matter how Diana's cock-sucking skills evolved from that moment onward, no future blow job could top how much this first blowjob meant to me.
And then I came so fucking fast I wanted to cry.
Fuck! I came so god damn fast, thinking my stupid thoughts, that the blowjob had ended before it had begun. The tingling sensation that pulsated through my shift hit me hard, so hard that I barely felt the light and anxious wetness of my sister's tongue skirting across the tip of my knob. My balls swelled, my sack tightened, and before I knew it, my hips bucked upwards, releasing a whoosh of cum that flooded through me and into my sister's mouth.
Diana gagged at first, then she swallowed, tightening her lips around my glans and bobbing her head a few times before stopping and just swallowing as she jerked my thick cock off. God, it felt so fucking good. So fucking good. My heart hammered within my body. My chest heaved. I lost the chance to lick my sister's snatch for a second time that morning, but I'd make it up to her as soon as I could.
I lay staring upward for an unknown length of time. Diana turned around and fell across my chest, her breasts crushing against my body. She kissed me several times along my jaw before sealing her lips to mine. Her tongue entered my mouth, moving across my tongue with slow licks that built a tender heat between us. I didn't want this kiss to end--I could taste our mixed juices on her tongue--and I wrapped my arms around her back as she cradled my head in her hands.
"I'm sorry," Diana whispered when she pulled her lips from mine. "I want to fuck you, Timmy, so fucking bad. I do. I mean it, but not here. Not yet. But soon, I promise." She kissed me several times, her words coming fast and lost, almost as if she were talking to herself. "We'll get a hotel room where we can be alone, and then I'll give you every piece of me there is to give for as long as you can take it, I swear. I promise, but not here. I'm sorry."
Why was my sister apologizing to me? This was great! This was better than when I had first discovered Christmas presents.
"I just want it to be special," Diana whispered. "Soon, little brother, so fucking soon."
That worked for me.
When I left her room, I caught Abbey in the hallway. Had she been sneaking away from Diana's door? She jumped and turned around when she knew that I had caught her. "I just need to use the bathroom," she said.
I told her to get ready for school then I went back to my room.
At school, before getting out of her car, Diana kissed me on the lips right in the fucking parking lot where anyone passing by could see. She had parked between two trucks and had faced a brick wall, but still, the danger was real. After the kiss, she told me that I looked good naked, and even though undressing myself had surprised her--even scared her a little--she had been too excited by what I was doing to say anything.
What a great fucking morning.
Sunday
Something had changed. I still did everything Diana wanted me to do--without question, I was happy to do it--but Diana wasn't as forceful with me as she had been. My older sister smiled a lot around me. She stared at me a lot. She found reasons to share the couch with me--she didn't need reasons, but sometimes Abbey or Mom or both were in the living room with us, and then she needed a reason to lay on the couch with me or cuddle with me. Diana spent Thursday night cradled in my arms, showing me naked pictures she had taken of herself on her iPhone while our family watched TV around us. I loved it.
Mom noticed our closeness, but I didn't know what to make of that.
Abbey spent a lot of time watching us. A lot of time. More than once, I found her already awake when I went to get her out of bed. Once, I found her standing outside Diana's door before I got there in the morning. Abbey had jumped when she saw me, but she also looked disappointed at finding me walking toward her. I'm not stupid; I knew that she had heard us on Monday, and I knew that she was trying to listen again. At least, I think that's what was going on. I'd have to tell Diana about this.
Roy asked about Diana at wrestling practice. He and I had never talked much, less now that he isn't dating my sister, but he seemed relieved when I said she didn't talk about him. I've never had a girl break up with me, so I can't guess what's going on inside of his head. Diana was his loss, but my gain and I wouldn't have it any other way.



And what a gain my sister was for me. From Monday night to Friday morning, when Diana and I weren't acting too friendly in front of our mother and sister, we spent our time stealing horny moments with each other. We didn't have to--we had the mornings--but there was something about being sneaky and quick with each other that we couldn't get enough of.
It started Monday night, right before dinner, at the top of the stairs. Diana caught me in the hallway, put her hand on my chest, and pushed me against the hallway wall. I let her as she smiled playfully, then she pressed her tits against my chest and rose onto her tiptoes to kiss me. As our lips met, her hands went down the front of my basketball shorts, and she jerked me off two-handed. When I went to change, she told me to leave my shorts on through dinner, so I did, hoping no one would notice the darker stain on my already dark shorts.
Every morning in her room, I'd wake her with a kiss between her legs, and sometimes she'd jerk me off, or sometimes she'd tell me to go back to my room and jerk off to her. One time, she even watched me jerk off. God, I wanted her to suck my cock--she must have known, because she'd come close to sucking my cock more than once, usually kissing my thighs or stomach, once licking my shaft from my balls to the underside of my knob, but stopping short of taking my prick into her mouth.
My older sister could be such a fucking tease.
On Wednesday, Diana wore the shortest schoolgirl skirt I had ever seen to school, minus her panties, with Abbey in the car with us. There was no way she was bending over in that pink and white checkered skirt. In the morning, after Abbey had left the car as she always did whenever she got a ride from Diana, and before our first classes, my sister made me finger her pussy in the back of the parking lot. She spread her legs, stared straight ahead through her windshield, and as I pushed and pulled my fingers from her soaking wet snatch, she gripped her steering wheel hard, her arms straining as she turned her naked butt in slow circles against the leather of her seat. When she came, she smashed her hand down on the horn, making me jump away from her silky treasure. Outside of the car, she reached into her backpack, pulled out her boyshorts like panties, and handed them to me, making me kneel in front of her and slide them up her legs until the gusset fit snugly against her wet pussy lips. What a slut, but she was my slut--my sister-slut--which made her slutty behavior okay.
On Thursday, my sister made me eat her out twice at home. The first time was downstairs on the couch. She had changed into a pair of boyshorts before dinner, and while Abbey was in the kitchen with Mom, Diana pulled her legs up, pushed her shorts and panties to her knees, then held her legs together by hugging the backs of her thighs with both arms while pulling her knees against her tits. Her pussy stared up at me, squished between her thighs, and Diana told me to make her come before dinner.
"You're not allowed to stop until I come," she said. "I don't care who sees us; you can't stop until I come."
Holy shit, but I got down there fast and made her come quick. I don't think it was my technique that made her come so quickly as much as it was Abbey and Mom on the other side of the first-floor roundabout that got her juices flowing, but flowed they did. I ate dinner with the taste of my sister's pussy in my mouth.
At night, before I went to bed, Diana came into my room dressed in a transparent, buttoned-up pajama top and matching pajama pants that rode low on her hips. I could see the outline of her legs and pussy through her pants as the light from above shined down on her. My sister took a step into my room, leaned back against the door, angling her pussy toward me. She undid the buttons on her top, threw her shirt open, showing me her tits. As I stared at her breasts, my sister pushed her pants down past her ass. Her beautifully bald pussy mound sloped toward me, then curved down into her pussy lips.
"Eat it," Diana said, licking her lips once as she watched me leave my bed and walk toward her.
I pulled her shorts down to her ankles. She stepped out of them and spread her legs wide as I knelt between her thighs and lifted my mouth to her pussy. With her ass cheeks in my hands and my fingers in her crack, I ate my sister's pussy as she twirled her hips in a slow, sensual circle, pushing down against my mouth and tongue as I licked her meaty cunny raw. After she came in my mouth, she pulled her pants up to just beneath her pussy. She pulled me up y my hair, made me suck her tits for a little while, then she freed my rock-hard cock. After playing with my dick, Diana made me fuck her between her thighs. With my height advantage, her body weight pressed down on the top length of my dick as her thighs squeezed the rest of my shaft. When I came, my sister held my cock against her pussy lips, letting me spurt my jizz against her muff, the excess dripping into her pajama pants.
Diana kissed me goodnight, saying, "I'm going to let your cum dry on pussy while I dream of you," as she left my room.
On Friday night, panty-washing night, I had panties to clean, but before I could, Diana put her hands against her closet wall, sticking her butt out at me, and made me eat her out from behind. When I finished, she had me stand behind her and jerk off on her ass, telling me several times to run my knob between her warm cheeks and against her pussy lips. I wanted to slide my spongy tip right into her, but whenever I added pressure to her muff, my sister reached between her legs from the front and pushed my cock upward, teasing me with a mischievous, "Nuh-uh." My legs shook so much when I came that I wrapped my arms around my sister's shoulders and fucked her ass cheeks hard, leaving her back and butt covered in my thick cum and her lungs panting.
"Reach around me," she huffed after, "and make me come."
So I did, fingering her clit from the front as my cock stayed hard against her body.
Later, while I was washing about a dozen pairs of G-strings and thongs that she had covered in cunny cream during the week, she visited me in the laundry room and dropped to her knees in front of me, sucking me off, really working my dick with an angry hunger and intense love. This blowjob lasted longer than the first one she had given me, thank god, though Diana still gagged when she tried to get to the halfway point, laughing and blushing at her failure, yet the kiss I gave her after the blowjob turned her into a red-faced girl who couldn't look me in the eyes for a few minutes.
I had put a lot of effort into that kiss.
I would call this strange--but only because we had never done it before--but after the blowjob, we talked about things. It was great. We talked about simple things, mostly about school, if I was happy, if she was happy. I told her about finding Abbey in the hallway, and Diana said, "Hmm, this family needs a second brother," then she smiled at me and wished me goodnight.
Anyway, tomorrow starts a brand new week.
Timmy out.

* * * * *
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#08 Timmy


Kinky Games, Hotel Plans

Monday
Something woke me five minutes before my alarm went off. I had planned to be at my sister's door by five twenty-nine and inside her room by five-thirty, but Diana had other ideas. Ideas she hadn't bothered to tell me about, but I don't mind one bit. From within the depths of my sleep, a tingling pressure surrounded my glans, trilling down my shaft and into my balls, where pleasure swam through them, building the fury of my morning cum for an explosive release.
I woke with a gasp.
Diana lay between my legs beneath my blankets. She gripped my muscular thighs as she worked her lips over my cock--sucking my prick into her warm mouth with that Look, Daddy, no hands talent girl has at some point in their life. Moaning--not quietly--I tossed my blankets aside. Diana had fastened her blonde hair into a ponytail, and she was bobbing her beautiful face over my cock, taking me halfway into her mouth without gagging, choking, or sputtering. Her nostrils flared, but she breathed through her blowjob, making me wonder if she had been practicing on some secret dildo I hadn't known existed.
I propped myself onto my elbows so I could watch her. My sister's drool glazed my shaft, making my fuck stick glisten under my bedroom lights. The front of my cotton gym shorts lay hooked beneath my balls, and for a moment, the thought, Damn, I'm a heavy sleeper, rolled through my mind. The thought disappeared as soon as it had come as Diana pulled her lips from my mushroom tip, peered into my eyes, and swirled her tongue around my crown while never losing eye contact with me.
"Do you like your big sister's mouth around your cock?" Diana asked, giving the underside of my tip a quick, cat-like lick, scooping up the precum slipping out of my pisshole.
My sister cupped my balls before I managed to speak. Her palm's touch against my sack tightened my scrotum, and a cold, thrilling chill passed through my nuts, tightening glans as pleasure erupted from my body. I came, cursing and panting as my cum exploded from my tip. Diana wrapped her lips around my glans and sucked down as much of my sticky jizz as she could manage, pumping my thick pole as fast as she could, her hand motions making naughty wet sounds that kept my balls tingling.
Afterward, she stood on her knees. She was wearing a gray, old eighties style crop top, with a wide neckline and a threaded hem that didn't cover the bottom roundness of her big breasts. Diana's nipples raised two big bumps against her top. Below that, a pair of woman's pink Calvin Klein panties hugged her pussy tightly, outlining the bulging crescent of her labia in a meaty, mouthwatering cameltoe.
"Good morning, little brother," Diana said, then she turned around and knee-walked from my bed. She didn't get far, not when the pink line of her thong riding up the crack of her ass met my eyes, her bare cheeks like two, dripping wet, oven-hot hams.
I caught my sister around her waist before she reached the end of my bed, my dick flopping around in a state of semi-hardness. I yanked Diana back, her lean body easy for me to lift, and she uttered a rough, "Uh," as I turned her in the air and laid her on her stomach.
"Fuck," Diana grunted, her voice strained as she tried to crawl away from me, but fuck didn't mean no.
I pressed my body to hers, cock-to ass, reaching beneath her lean body with my right hand to grope her tits.
"Your turn," I whispered in her hair.
Diana turned her head, cursing at me while trying to make her getaway. I stayed balanced on my left hand, using my hips to pin Diana's lower body to the bed. We groaned together as I ground my cock into the center groove of her ass, rubbing the line of her thong.
"My turn for what?" she panted.
I could hear the smile in her voice.
I moved my hand from her tits to her pussy, holding her soft cunny folds in my palm, squeezing, getting off on the wetness soaking her panties. I worked my fingers between her legs, rubbing her lips as I sawed my hand back and forth through the pink cookie dough pressing against her panties.
"Fuck," Diana grunted when I slid my fingers beneath the gusset of her panties. For the next several minutes, her low moans, strained whimpers, and soft cries filled my bedroom. I hooked my fingertips into her smooth snatch while grinding the length of my fingers against her clit. She struggled, never saying no, as my cock turned to steel against her butt. Heat spread throughout her body, and the more she fought, the harsher she uttered her pleasure-filled moans. By the time I pulled my hand away from her cunny, Diana was sweating as much as I was.
I slid my right hand over her butt and under her thong, forcing the elastic waistband down her cheeks, hooking them against the back of her thighs. I cupped my sister's blonde pussy from behind, the triangle between her legs as wet a sauna, dampening my hand as I pushed against her silky pussy lips. Fuck, I wanted to fuck my sister--but not yet.
Not until she let me.
Groaning, I pushed my thumb into her pussy, cupped the front of her cunt, and pressed my palm into her clit while thumb-fucking her from behind. She braced herself on her hands and fucked her pussy back onto my thumb. My sister picked up speed, spreading her legs and bouncing her butt upward as much as she could. Her moaning turned to fast whimpers, and soon my sister was coming on my fingers and leaving a mess in her panties for me to wash on Friday. When she could move again, she kissed me on the lips, licking her tongue along the length of mine. She mentioned my hard-on, then added, "You don't get to play with that big thing before school."
The bitch.
In the hallway, I heard Diana say, "What are you doing up so early?" and then I heard Abbey's voice; the little girl was spying on us again. Then I heard Diana tell our little sister that what she did with her brother in his room was none of Abbey's business, but then she invited Abbey back to her room to talk. Diana didn't sound angry; she sounded more amused at finding Abbey in the hallway than anything else. My hard-on only grew harder when I wondered what Diana had to say to our youngest triplet.
If Diana wants you to know, then Diana will tell you, won't she?
Oh, man, but damn my sister, and whatever it was she had done to my head.
Tuesday
Abbey jumped on my back today while I was watching TV in the living room. There were plenty of places to watch TV in my mother's house, but it seemed the living room was the only place anyone ever wanted to do it.
"Do you think I'm too young to have a boyfriend?" Abbey asked, her little, lightweight body pressing into mine.
"It depends on how good of a boyfriend this guy is to you," I said. Fuck, sometimes it was hard to remember that Abbey was as old as I was. I turned my head into my shoulder as if I could look behind me, but I couldn't see her. "But you're eighteen, so you're old enough. Do you have a boyfriend?"
"No."
"Do you want one?"
"Maybe."
"You okay?" I asked. "Do you need to talk about something?"
Abbey hugged me from behind, saying, "Let's go wrestle."
So we did.
Later that night, Diana told me--well, she moaned to me--while I was sucking on her tits, "You're good with Abbey." For some reason, when she mentioned Abbey's name, I bit her right nipple hard. "Ah, fuck, you bastard." She moaned again as I sucked the nub tenderly. "Really good with her, oh, fuck. Just like a big brother should be."
I bit her nipple again.
"Don't stop, Timmy," Diana whimpered. "Hurt me."
I didn't hurt Diana, but that night ended with my hands on Diana's desk while she knelt behind me, jerking me off and tonguing my asshole. What an intense, fucking come that was.
Wednesday
Diana dressed in a semi-schoolgirl outfit, a black top with a white collar, and a gray skirt with a box pleat design. The tightness of the elastic band around my sister's small and slender waist was the only reason the skirt didn't slide down to her white tennis shoes. To top off the look, she wore her hair slicked back, flowing into a pair of thick braids, the ends stopping in straw-like pompoms. She told me to get out of my fifth-period class right after lunch--right after--and meet her in the drama theater.
So, I did.
Our school has a big drama theater, but I don't do drama, so I had to find my sister in the back rooms by a series of text messages. Diana's best friend, Lana, a pale Polish-Vietnamese girl with big breasts, blue eyes, and dark black hair, found me. She shook her cute face at me for some reason, side-to-side in the way a mother would her troublemaker son. Then, in perfect enunciation, Lana told me that my sister, Diana, was waiting for me in a changing room at the end of the hallway, easily found behind the main stage. Lana still had to lead me to the hallway.
I found Diana sitting on a table, her back to a light-lined vanity mirror, her vintage canvas bookbag at her side. The bright bulbs behind her made her front darker, harder to see. Diana sat with her knees hanging off the end of the table, feet swinging, long laces dangling, legs parted. Her mini, schoolgirl skirt hung between her thighs, the edge of her hem barely covering V of her pussy.
My cock swelled.
"You never said that you liked my outfit this morning," Diana said, looking down at herself. "Dressing like a schoolgirl is pretty noticeable, isn't it? Girls don't do it unless they want attention."
"I like it," I said, my cock still growing and thickening.
"Yeah?" She fingered her white collar. "Do you like the blouse? The collar? It's cute, right?"
"Yes," I said, my knob inflating as I took in the fullness of my sister's tits pushing against her top.
"And my skirt?" Diana asked, raising her chin a touch to give me a half-lidded stare. "Do you think our teachers wished the girls had to wear uniforms like this?"
"I do," I said. "I wish you did."
My jeans tented.
"What about my panties?" Diana asked. She placed her hands on her thighs; fingertips pointed at her knees. She slid her hands forward until her fingers touched the smooth skin of her thighs, and then she pulled her skirt back, back, and back, all the way to her waist as she spread her legs open for me. Diana didn't stop until she had gathered the front of her skirt around her waist. "Do you like my panties?"
I stared at her sheer, white, fishnet panties. They pressed tightly against her pussy, a size too small, and her plump cunny flesh bulged outward against them as if trying to squeeze through the little gaps between the netting pressing against her juicy clam meat.
"I like them," I whispered, my cock reaching its full hardness. My sister's eyes flicked down to my cock. "You look innocent and sexy, is, but also"--but also what? I wanted to say something hot--"but also like you know it, and you're daring someone to do something about it."
Diana smiled.
Heat filled my cheeks.
"I have something for you." She unzipped her bookbag, removed a dark crimson scarf, and from underneath the scarf, she removed a small, silver butt plug with a round base. She tossed it to me. "If you like my panties so much, come and get them." Diana put the scarf down, turned her head, and looked at me from the side, her cheeks turning crimson. "If you can get my panties from me, I'll let you fuck that plug into my butt."
"Okay," I said, unable to keep an ear-to-ear grin from my face, but then I thought, What does if mean?
I got my answer a second later.
"And," Diana said, "no doesn't mean anything during this game, so play along." My sister looked at me with an anxious smile on her face, as if wondering in which direction she should run first.
My heart thumped against my chest. My head lightened. I stood there, staring at Diana, wondering how to start this game of hers. I almost swooned. Diana bit her lower lip, looking helpless, and a wad of precum slid through my shaft, forcing me to action.
Diana jumped from the vanity counter, dodging to my left, but I caught her by slipping my hand around her waist. She twisted away from me, her back to me, and I tugged her against my cock. She grunted, I groaned. I had one hand around her waist, the other holding the small plug, so I did the only thing I could think of and slipped the plug into my mouth tapered end first--at least it would be wet when I pushed it into her asshole.
With my fingers free, I ran my hand up the side of her leg and under her skirt. Diana twisted from side to side, fighting me pretty good, so I lifted her off the ground, walked forward, and bent her over the makeup counter, forcing a grunt from her lungs. We faced the mirror, and she glared at me, saying "No" several times in a series of pitiful whimpers and whines.
I pulled the plug from my mouth and said, "Suck this." Diana fought her mouth away from the plug as much as she could, shaking her head, pursing her lips shut, but there wasn't much she could do in the end. Finally, she opened her mouth against my gentle pressure, and I pushed the small, silvery plug between her lips and onto her tongue.
After that, it wasn't hard to flip her skirt up onto her back. Her panties ended in a G-string that ran the length of her crack without hiding the spokes of her asshole. She tried to push her skirt back down, managing to cover the tender meat of her buns a few times before I pinned her wrists behind her back with my left hand, holding both of them together as she glared at me through the mirror.
Unable to stop myself, I spanked my sister's right cheek. Diana gasped. She widened her eyes at me, so I spanked the left one. She gasped again, the plug falling from her mouth. I spanked her pussy, stinging her, massaging her after.
"Fucker," Diana hissed.
I grabbed her G-string by the elastic waistband and yanked it down her ass, getting stuck at the backs of her thighs. I went for the plug, but Diana said, "Uh-uh. I said to take my panties from me first." I left the plug alone.
My sister lay pinned against the edge of the counter at her waist. I grabbed the elastic in my hand, intent on snapping the bands, but I thought that might hurt her as the elastic dug into her skin. I started to let go, but Diana said, "Do it," in a stern, daring voice.
I looked into the mirror, meeting my sister's eyes, and as hard and fast as I could, I yanked the elastic back and to the side. Diana gasped as her body jerked backward, and I grunted as the thin string bit into the skin of my fingers, snapping against my flesh. The right side of my sister's pretty little panties fell away from her body, opening her pussy to me. I grabbed the other side of her waistband, pulled again, having to yank twice before the elastic snapped under my strength.
"Uh," Diana grunted with each yank, then she rested her head against the counter. I reached between her legs, curled my fingers around the gusset of her panties, and tugged them from her pussy.
"Yeah," Diana whispered. "You're so fucking nasty to me, bro."
Her cunny lips glimmered with juice. I cupped her pussy, wetting my fingers with her girlish honey. Sighing, I slid my fingertips across her perineum, loving the smooth flesh between her pussy and ass holes. Diana jumped. She wiggled her butt, but I lodged the tip of my index finger against her asshole and pushed inward without being nice about it.
"Oh, fuck," Diana groaned as her small crater pushed inward under the pressure of my fingertip. "Fuck, oh fuck, gawd, Timmy."
My sister's throaty moans caused another spurt of pre-cum to shoot from my cock. I kept pushing my finger into her asshole, flexing my cock as I did, my knob straining against my jeans in a strange pseudo-fuck that left me panting. Diana's asshole gave way; she grunted as if someone had knocked the wind out of her.
"Like that?" I asked as my finger slid through her rim.
"Fuck you," Diana whispered at me.
I let go of my sister's wrists and grabbed the plug, wiping it on my jeans before I brought it down to her ass. Diana braced her hands against the makeup counter. Looking at the clean, dry silver, I let a wad of spit fall from between my lips. It landed at the top of my sister's butt crack. Diana moaned, watching me in the mirror as I rolled the butt plug in my saliva, not stopping until the silver shined wetly. As I looked into her eyes, I pushed my index finger up her butthole to its last knuckle, then wiggled it around in her warm guts.
"Oh god," Diana groaned. She bit her lip, staring at me. "Fuck, you're in my asshole, little brother. You're getting all the way up your sister's ass."
"Damn right I am," I said, wanting to be dirty, wanting to make the meaty halves of her pussy lips juicy with her cum. "All the way up your naughty fucking butt."
"Yeah," Diana whimpered and wiggled her butt against my finger. "You fucking incest-loving pervert. You sister-forcing asshole." She moaned, turning her butt in a circle. "You sexy fucking beast."
I moaned as my balls tightened and tingled. I was about to come, and then someone knocked on the dressing room door. I froze, snapping my head around as several spurts of jizz left my pants.
Diana didn't move.
From outside, Lana said, "Hurry up, guys! And stop being so loud."
I looked at my sister.
"My butt," Diana growled, shaking her ass. "Fuck that plug into my butt before Lana has a heart attack."
I hated sliding my finger from my sister's warm asshole, but I did it anyway. It came out as clean as if washed under a faucet, and something dirty clicked in my mind. I don't know why I did it, but I cupped my sister's mouth with my right hand and slid my finger between her lips. She didn't fight it, sucking on my finger like it was a cock, then licking it all around.
My heart throbbed, watching her be so nasty. I mean, my finger had been clean, as clean as if washed in alcohol, but still. After a moment of wonder and more precum, I pressed the butt plug against Diana's small anal ring and pushed inward, my saliva making the silver slippery. My sister's rubbery entrance stretched outward under the pressure I put on her backdoor. She groaned around my finger, sucking it faster and harder than before. I continued pushing inward... inward--in!
"Oh, fuck, Timothy," Diana grunted around my finger, making her words sound like a curse.
Lana knocked on the door again.
"Fucking Lana," Diana panted, rolling her eyes at me in the mirror. "I wish we had more time."
"Me too," I said, giving the plug one last shove that made my sister groan, smile and shake her head at me in a rueful way, making me feel like the kid who got caught stealing an extra cookie from the jar.
My sister stood, turned toward me, and fixed her clothes. She was sweating, wild, and sexy--so fucking hot--that I almost lost it, wanting to fuck her right there no matter what she said, but Diana had me trained.
Wow.
My sister had me trained.
"Guess what," Diana said. She curled her fingers into my shirt, rose to her tiptoes, and pulled me down for a kiss. Our lips met in a wet dance that took a bit of time to end. "I booked us a hotel for Saturday."
I moaned, almost finishing the orgasm that Lana had interrupted.
Diana turned to leave, but I caught her wrists. She looked at me, then down at her wrist, then back at me. She tilted her head, staring at me hard.



"Sorry," I said and let go of her wrists. The heat in my cheeks told me that I had turned as red as a strawberry. "Does Lana know about us? That's dangerous, isn't it?" Since the start of our developing relationship, I'd never wondered if my sister was truly insane, but now I did. Now I really did.
"It's no more dangerous than when she told me that she was fucking her uncle." Diana smiled at me. "If you want my pussy, stop worrying about who knows it belongs to you. If you want me, little brother, then trust me." She glanced at my cock. "I want you to come before you go back to class."
My sister left me alone with my hard-on. I jerked it off, hard and quick, then I went back to class, where I had to write an essay for my teacher on the meaning of Class Time--but it was totally fucking worth it.
Thursday
Today was a hard day. Diana shared small, secretive smiles with me, but that's all. She dressed in yoga pants, the cameltoe-clutching kind, and a sweater that just hid her fucking pussy bulge, though sometimes she'd let me see her lips squished against the light blue nylon she wore. Mom came into the living room while Diana was doing this, and Diana snapped her legs shut so quickly that Mom must have noticed. Mom didn't say anything, but that night, before I went to bed, Mom told me that I needed to find a girlfriend. Then she laughed and said, "Or one of us wrestling moms who knows how to keep her mouth shut, but you need to find somebody. You're eighteen, for God's sake."
I blamed Mom's bluntness on her second glass of wine that night and the fact that she hasn't been going out with people lately. And, I guess it's no secret--except to their husbands--that our school's wrestling moms spent a lot of time watching us and watching us closely.
Friday
I spent Friday, after school, wrestling with Abbey, working off Diana's Thursday night teasing. By the time we finished, my little sister was a sweaty mess. She was looking good, strong; the weeks of work were paying off for her. She still had no tits, and I told her this in our joking way, but she didn't laugh like she used to laugh. She frowned, walking off with her shoulders hunched together.
If I had known that was going to happen, I never would have made the joke.
Diana, who had been watching us without me noticing, asked me what I had said to Abbey. I told her. She said I'd have to make it up to Abbey. And, Diana asked, why couldn't I tell that our little sister was boy-crazy and lovesick? Abbey needed attention. Diana told me not to worry; she'd think of a way for me to make it up to Abbey, then she went to hang out with our little sister. Not just to talk to her but to hang out with her, something that we didn't do enough of with Abbey.
Later that night, I washed my sister's G-strings. Nothing happened in the laundry room because Abbey and Diana had been sitting cross-legged on Diana's bed, looking through clothing magazines, when I had entered Diana's room. I froze, but Diana nodded at her closet as if a brother coming to get his sister's panties was a normal thing. I hid Diana's thongs and stringed panties in my pockets, but as I left, I heard her tell Abbey not to worry because I did whatever she told me to do. When I returned later that night, Abbey had already gone back to her room.
"What were you telling Abbey about--"
"No," Diana said, shaking her head.
And that was that for my questions, but after I kept my mouth shut, Diana asked me if I wanted to sleep in her room tonight. (She asked me. She didn't demand that I do it.) But, fuck yeah, I wanted to sleep in her room. I went back to my room, locked the door from the inside, and snuck back to Diana's without being seen.
We slept naked, undressing in front of each other from the other side of the bed in a strange, awkward way that left both of us pink in the face. We weren't going to have sex. We weren't touching each other or about to, we were getting ready for sleep, and it made me--and her, I guess--feel vulnerable, maybe, I don't know. It was like we were committing to something far more complex than what we had been doing so far.
Anyway, beneath her blankets, in the dark, it was scorching. She was hot. She slept with her breasts against my left side as I cradled her against me. She drew nonsense shapes on my chest, her nipples poked into my skin. I lowered my left hand to the tender meat of her butt, finding her hot down there.
"Tell me about yourself," Diana said.
And so I did.
Now that I think about it, it's strange to realize that for triplets, Diana and I had never been that close. Was it because our father had taken Abbey from us until we had turned five? Did he steal our bonding years from us? Was it because we had spent more time looking after Abbey once we got her back instead of treating her like a peer? I don't know, but closing that gap with my older sister was a good feeling.
I woke up late that night with Diana on top of me. She had trapped my cock between us, her pussy lips spreading over the underside of my shaft. As I gained my senses, Diana rolled her labia along the length of my prick, drenching me with her creamy juices. Diana's breathing came low and deep, and every time my glans rubbed the pink jewel above her pussy lips, we trembled together, the ecstasy of the moment running through both of us.
"You're going to fuck me tomorrow," Diana whispered to me when she realized I was awake.
Teasing me.
Taunting me.
Daring me.
"You're gonna fuck your own sister," she whispered, her breath shaking. "You make my little, waxed pussy, so fucking wet."
I grabbed my sister's hips, digging my fingers into her burning flesh. She slid her pussy crease faster along my length, smothering me with her dripping wet softness.
"You can fuck me anywhere," Diana whimpered. She rose, placing her palms on my abdomen as she rowed her knees against the bed, spreading her pussy over my cock, then sliding her cunny over my thickness, again and again, her butt grinding against my cum-filled balls. "You can fuck my mouth, my pussy, my tits." She rubbed her pussy faster against my dick, making me tingle. "My ass."
"Diana," I groaned.
"Yeah, say my name," Diana said. "Don't be shy. Say your sister's name."
"Diana," I moaned. "Fuck, Diana, fuck." Every time I said her name, she hunched her hips harder against my knob, smothering my crown with her pussyhole. I couldn't get in at the angle, but fuck, I was so fucking close to slipping inside of her body. "Fuck, Diana, I'm close. Your pussy is hot, too fucking hot."
"Yeah, you gonna come for me?" Diana asked, pouting. "Gonna come for your older sister and her hot little twat?"
"Fuck yeah, Diana," I moaned.
We filled our room--Diana's room--with the wet, sloshy sounds of my sister pumping her pussy over my cock. I did my best to help her out. Our heavy breaths turned into panting as the sweat rolled off of us, dampening her crescent buns for my palms. I found her asshole with my middle finger, and she pressed her pussy lips hard against my cock's crown. My balls tingled, my thighs shook. I opened my mouth as electric bolts of pleasure shot through my shaft, forcing me to come through the tingling head of my rock-hard cock.
And fuck, did I ever come, shooting my seed against my sister's pussy, onto my stomach, and everywhere my cum could reach. Diana laughed, reached between us, and played with her clitty as I circled her asshole, drenching us both in her liquid heat when she finally came. What a fucking mess we made!
"We check in at noon tomorrow," Diana said, though it must have been around three in the morning. "Get some sleep; I want my pussy to be sore by checkout time on Sunday."
My cock hardened with her words, but she didn't let me touch it or her in that way for the rest of the night.
Totally worth it.
I expect Saturday to be a long entry... I'll add that sometime next week; after I've had time to come down from the high fucking my sister is sure to give me. I hope I don't disappoint her. I really don't.
Timmy out.

* * * * *

Next time on the Anderson Family Journals, "No More Teasing."
If you've read this far, click a 5 star.
Comment, email, vote, etc.
Thanks for reading.
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#09 Timmy


Fooling Around in the Car

Saturday
I awoke Saturday morning with an energy I had never experienced before. Diana, still in my arms, gave me some orders, and I did everything my sister told me to do: shower, dress, pack an overnight bag with dress clothes, casual clothes, and sleeping clothes--why so many clothes? I have no idea because once we arrived at the hotel room she had booked, I planned on stripping down and staying naked until checkout time.
It may have been the excitement of what today meant, or it could have been the things my sister had promised me last night, or maybe it was how close Diana and I had become, but today I felt like Diana's boyfriend. I was still doing everything she said to do, but I sensed that I had earned more freedom when it came to how I was allowed to behave with her. I wasn't her follower anymore; I was her partner.
It was about eleven in the morning by the time I was ready to go. Mom had left for a tennis date, which I took to mean a bump up in her love life, but it was only with a bunch of women, wrestling moms--go figure. The team moms weren't close friends; that I knew of. Yet, whenever the wrestling season started, and it was just about to begin in November, these women would spend more time together, especially throwing "team meals" or "team-building activities" at their homes. It usually involved a pool and food, and moms who tanned and drank wine while their sons built camaraderie, and if they wanted to treat me to a free meal, who was I to complain about a bunch of mothers getting drunk together?
As I sat on the couch waiting for Diana to finish getting ready, the front door opened, and Abbey bounced into the living room. She wasn't alone. By her side was a tall boy I knew by sight, but not by name. He looked like a skater, and my tomboy sister had dressed in skinny jeans, a blue and white baseball shirt, and a backward hat, which was her skater attire.
"Hey," she said, stopping in the act of removing her drawstring backpack. "Where are you going?"
"Who's your friend?" I asked.
"Bye," she said, turning around and taking her friend out the door with her.
The little shit.
Diana came downstairs not long after, wearing an off-the-shoulder, mid-thigh summer dress. It was red with a white floral print, bell sleeves, and an elastic band that kept her sleeves tight to her upper arms and above her breasts, the tops of which were bare. She was also wearing knee-high, brown leather boots and a black choker. With her flowing blonde hair, she looked like she had stepped out of a magazine ad.
"You look beautiful," I said.
Diana smiled at me and spun in place, the hem of her dress twirling. "Think so?" she asked when her spin came to an end.
I stood.
Our mother wasn't home, and Abbey had run off somewhere with her new friend, so I walked up to my sister, put my hands on her hips, and lowered my lips to hers.
"Mmm," Diana murmured. She put her hands to my face as her tongue entered my mouth. "We've got to go soon. Check-in is at noon."
"Where's your bag?" I asked.
"Upstairs."
Diana went to the car, and I ran upstairs to grab her bag. She had two: a bigger and smaller, and I wanted to look through them, but I had the feeling that she'd know if I did. Damn it; who knows how she might punish me if she had discovered I had looked through her things. Why did I want to look through them? Because visions of skimpy lingerie and lacy panties and garter belts and nipples clamps danced through my head. I don't know why I thought about nipple clamps, but my sister owned a butt plug, so why not some nipple clamps?
I hurried downstairs, stopping to call Abbey--twice before she answered her phone--to let her know that we were leaving and to ask her if she had her house key with her. She did, and so I said goodbye, told her "to be careful," and then I ran outside to where Diana waited for me in her gray Honda Civic, her sunglasses covering her eyes and her engine purring.
I asked Diana about Abbey's new friend on our way to the hotel. Diana told me that she advised Abbey to move on to a new boy if the old one wasn't right for her. There was no sense in waiting around for someone who only saw her as a friend and possibly, a little tomboy brother.
"You're trying to get her to date some random guy?" I asked, frowning.
"You don't want our sister to date?" Diana asked. "And her friend isn't a stranger, but if he was, so what? How do you think people meet people and don't say it's different for guys."
I did the smart thing and kept my mouth shut.
I watched my sister as we drove. The skirt of her dress sat just above the middle of her thighs as she worked the pedals between STOP and GO. At the first red light, I reached over with my left hand, hooked my finger in her skirt, and pulled the hem up to her waist.
Diana laughed, but she didn't adjust her skirt or tell me to put it back. I couldn't see her panties, but I saw enough of her lean legs to make the head of my prick expand. At the next light, I reached over and put my left hand on her thigh. A tingle shot through my palm as a light, electric buzz zigzagged through my shoulders.
"Are you wet?" I asked.
Diana looked at me, but I couldn't see her eyes through her sunglasses. "Do you want to find out?" she asked, smiling and shaking her head as the light turned green.
I slid my hand further up her thigh, having to lean over the center console to do so. My sister spread her legs, pushing her left knee against the door but leaving her right leg where it was so that she could maneuver between the pedals. I stopped my hand on the inside of her thigh, where her meat was softest, my pinky finger touching the cotton leg band of her panties.
"I bet you're wet," I said, my heartbeats growing closer together. "I bet you're wet for me, aren't you?" Heat welled beneath my cheeks. "I bet you're wet for your brother."
Diana nibbled on her lower lip as a pink blush spread across her cheeks. Her breasts rose and fell faster than a moment ago.
"Can I touch you?" I asked, my right leg now shaking, my cock pushing forward and growing in my jeans. Here I was, eighteen years old, asking my sister for permission to touch her between her legs.
"Where?" Diana whispered.
"Beneath your panties," I said. "On your pussy."
Diana licked her lips. We turned onto the freeway, driving toward the taller buildings and the more metropolitan area of our city.
"Through my panties?" Diana asked, or maybe she was telling me, I wasn't sure by her tone, but it was good enough for me.
I slid my hand high between my sister's legs, pushing against the seat with the tip of my pinky finger, and touched the soft cotton and lace covering her warm lips. The rest of my fingers followed, pressing into her soft muffin. Diana moaned. I smiled, pushing her panties into the shallow valley dividing her inner labia. Wetness dampened my fingers, and as I rubbed my sister's pussy in a probing circle, her thick, vibrant scent filled the car.
"Mmm," Diana moaned. "You're making it hard for me to drive, little brother."
"Do you want me to stop?"
"No," Dian whispered, shaking her head. "I like this side of you."
I pushed harder against her little pussy hole.
"Mmm, yeah," my sister sighed.
I slid my fingers up her panties, trapping her clit against my middle finger with my ring and forefinger, squishing the sides of her hood as I palmed her mound. I rubbed, and my sister moaned, clenching her ass and pushing her cunny up against my caress.
"Fuck," Diana moaned, changing lanes. She humped her butt on the leather of her seat, gently rolling her clit against my digits.
"You like that," I asked, my heart-stopping, "baby?"
Diana moaned. She squeezed her left leg against her right, trapping my hand between her thighs. I diddled her little twat faster, moving my fingers up and down her lips but always coming back to her clitty to press and polish that pink pear above the cleft of her pussy.
Diana hit the gas, and we sped off the freeway. The car jerked the next time she hit the brakes, but I didn't let go of my sister's snatch. She turned off the highway and into the first parking lot she could find, a gas station, parking behind the convenience store instead of at the pumps.
"Undo your seatbelt," Diana said, unbuckling hers and putting her sunglasses on the dashboard.
For a moment, I thought we were about to fuck right there in her car, forget about waiting for the hotel. And boy, was I ready, with my cock pressing into my jeans, forcing an uncomfortable pleasure through the length of my prick, starting in my knob and ending at my clenching asshole.
I removed my seatbelt as Diana crawled over the center console. She straddled me, grabbing the back of my head and pulling me against her mouth. Our lips connected, our tongues sliding together; we tasted each other without fear of anyone knowing that we shared the same blood. The thought made me gasp against my sister's lips as my balls tightened, and a healthy dose of pre-cum emptied itself into my boxer-briefs through my shaft.
"Make me come, little brother," Diana whispered against my lips. "You get to fuck this pussy at the hotel, but right now, you're going to make me cum." She pressed her mound against my tented jeans. "I want you to lick my cream off your fingers while I watch."
I growled, snaking my right hand around my sister's hip to cup her butt through her dress, and I pushed my left hand between her thighs. I grabbed a fistful of her dress, yanking the hem over her ass. A moment later, I cupped my sister between her legs from behind, digging my fingers into the gusset of her soaking wet, French cut panties. They had a wide waistband but narrowed as they traveled down the crack of her ass, leaving three-quarters of her golden butt cheeks bare. A narrow band sliding through her crack cupped the meat of her pussy, which I used to fill my fingers with a moment later.
"Yeah, baby," my sister moaned against my mouth. "Finger my ass and pussy, make me come on your fingers."
Diana kissed me again, hard, mashing her lips to mine, taking control of my mouth. I grabbed her panties in my right hand and pulled them hard to the side, ripping them, but my sister's breath catching was the only sound she made. I did the same with my left hand, pulling her panties to my right, giving me access to the soft-shelled, slippery clam between her legs.
"Both holes?" I asked.
Diana moaned into my mouth and fucked her pussy hard against my hand.
I ran my right hand down her butt to her cunny, wetting my middle finger with her creamy lube, then I pressed my left fingers to her pussy and ran my digits through her dripping wet lips several times. I removed my left hand from between her legs and circled her right hip, grabbing onto the tight, firm meat of her teen ass, and I pulled her cheek to the side, stretching her asshole open.
"Fuck," Diana moaned.
I pressed both of my middle fingers against my sister's butthole, wetting the spokes of her backdoor. Her little crater was like a suction cup. The tight hole grabbed onto my fingertips, and didn't want to let go. I dipped my hand between her legs again, gathering more of her juices and bringing them back up to grease the tight hole of her rear pucker.
"In the ass, baby?" I whispered against my sister's lips. She threw her head back and moaned. I licked her throat, kissed her, then licked her again. "In the ass, big sister?"
"Fuck yeah, little brother," Diana whimpered, taking my right earlobe between her lips. "All the way up it." Then she bit me gently and pulled, her tongue licking wetly against me after she let go.
My cock pulsed, shooting another wad of pre-cum into my pants. Fuck, I wanted to spray my jizz onto her hairless pussy. I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes, pleasure coursing through my crotch and core, making me want to rip my sister's dress off and fuck her right then.
I pushed the tip of my right middle finger against my sister's asshole; her tight flesh gripped me hard even though I had spread her juices across the spiraled crater of her rear door.
"So fucking tight," I growled as I worked my finger between her taut cheeks and into her small hole.
"Uh," Diana groaned when her asshole opened for me. "Imagine, uh, your cock back there, fuck."
I groaned, pushing my finger to the second knuckle up her butt as I thought about backdooring my big sis. Diana gasped, then whimpered, then she settled her ass on my hand, trying to get more of my finger into her rectum.
"You like it up the butt, don't you, you naughty girl," I said as a wave of heat spread throughout my body, followed by the buzzing of excitement. As I watched my sister's face, I slid the rest of my finger up her backside as far as it would go and wiggled it around the hollow of her anus.
"Ooh, ooh, fuck me," Diana whimpered, riding her butt on my finger like a girl atop a pony. "You nasty fucking boy. Nasty fucking brother. Nasty, nasty, nasty."
I pulled my left hand from her ass cheek and slipped it between us, cupping her dripping wet pussy in my fingers. "So fucking creamy," I said, sliding my digits through her bright pink lips.
Diana moaned, rocking herself on my hands as she dug her fingers into my shoulders for balance.
"I want to taste my juices," Diana whispered. "Let's taste my pussy together."
I let go of her pussy, bringing my fingers up between us, brushing her braless breast through her dress with the side of my hand. We looked at my honey-covered digits, and we looked at each other, and then we lowered our lips to my fingers.
Diana's juices filled my mouth with a sweet, almost candy-like taste, reminding me of strawberries and cream. My mouth watered as her tongue entered my mouth, stealing her nectar from me. I wiggled my finger still in my sister's ass in a wave-like arc, forcing soft whimpers from her mouth as I played with the warm canal beyond her pucker.
"Oh god," Diana sobbed, her cheeks turning red. "Mmm, fuck, I'm getting fingered in the ass by my brother. God, I'm getting my ass fingered in a fucking parking lot!"
I pushed my three middle fingers into her mouth. My sister swallowed them, sucking on them the way girls in pornos do right before a guy decides to gag them with his hand.
I didn't gag my sister, but I thought about it. I dropped my hand to her across-the-shoulders neckline and yanked her dress below her breasts. She wasn't as braless as I had thought. A crimson shelf-bra cupped her tits, holding up the bottoms of her breasts and leaving the round swells of her tits uncovered. Her nipples were free to suck, and so suck them I did, lowering my mouth to those thick nubs and slurping them down as I dropped my left hand back to her golden cunny.
"Yeah, oh yeah," Diana sighed. "Suck on my titties, little brother. Bite them. Pull them. Hurt them."
My teeth snagged my sister's right nipple, pulling the peachy nub away from her tit. Diana gasped and groaned as I nibbled her nipples and finger-fucked her ass with deep thrusts. Then, on instinct, I pushed my ring finger against her asshole alongside my middle just as my left thumb found her clit, and my middle and forefinger thrust into her pussy.
"Oh, fuck--umm!" Diana groaned, the sound guttural, coming from deep within her breasts.
I watched Diana's face as I filled her tight holes and played with the pink pleasure pearl topping her pussy. As my fingers slowly opened her asshole wider, beads of sweat appeared on her forehead. She stared at me, her expression one of shock, her mouth hanging open in an 'O' shape and her eyes wide. She shook her head at me, but she didn't say no, and as my fingers slid through her wet and rubbery tightness, her cheeks turned a deep pink in color.
"You're the best big sister ever," I whispered as I pushed my thumb hard against her clit.
"Oh, oh, oh, fuck!" Diana cried, trembling and releasing a howl of pleasure from her throat. Her hips ignited, shifting into over gear as she rode my fingers as fast as a jockey on a thoroughbred. Her movements shook the car, rocked my body, and caused the passenger seat to squeak, but I held onto her, letting her gallop her way to the beautiful orgasm I wanted to give her.
"I'm coming, coming, coming!" Diana whimpered and sobbed, her pussy walls clinging to me, her asshole cutting off the blood flow through my fingers. "I'm fucking coming on my little brother!"
Wetness drenched my left hand. Hot, liquid-cum spilled from her small pussy hole, ruining my pants, staining her thighs, coating my fingers. My sister had never come so much before. Her body shook, her tits bounced, and her ass rode my butt-fucking digits hard, sucking them deep within her hot guts. She grabbed onto my shoulders and humped her pussy against me several more times, the way a man would fuck his cock into his girl when he wanted to get the last of his cum out of his balls and her womb.
"Fuck me," Diana moaned, collapsing against me. "Fuck me, you little bastard. You little sister-touching fucker."
I didn't want to take my fingers out of her, but I had to, and so I did. I straightened my sister's dress as best as I could and her panties, apologizing for ripping them. She didn't mind. After getting off me, Diana sat in the driver's seat, a mellow expression crossing her face. I thought she was going to pass out.
"You okay?" I asked.
Diana's eyes focused on my tented pants. "Are you okay?"
I shook my head.
"Do you want me, Timmy?" she teased. "Do you want to fuck your older sister right now?"
"Yes."
"Look at us," She said. "A pair of incest-loving freaks." She leaned over, pressing her lips to mine. "I wouldn't have it any other way." She paused and looked down. "If you stay hard, in public, all the way up to the hotel room, I'll suck your cock for you."
"Only suck?"
Diana smiled. "We have plenty of time for sex tonight, but I want to spend the day with you, like a real couple."
She started her car, and off we drove. I watched my sister drive, still tasting her cunny on my tongue. I licked my fingers, even the one that went into her ass--it was clean, she had seen to that before we left the house--and while she didn't look at me, her mouth did pull into a smile.
Fuck this, I thought as we pulled into the hotel parking lot, my cock still hard. I'm not waiting until tonight, even if she says no.
I don't know why that turned me on, but it did. And I knew it would turn my sister on as well. How did I know? Because I'm her brother, and I wouldn't do anything to hurt her.
Timmy out.

#10 Timmy


The First Time

Saturday, in the Hotel
The hotel loomed above us, a pretty building of white and peach stone with a circular parking lot and a several-storied parking garage behind it. Diana parked in the garage. She led the way to the hotel's entrance as I walked behind her, both of her bags held in my left hand, and my bag was in my right, held in front of my tented jeans. Each uncomfortable step I took made me grit my teeth behind the flat line of my lips. My eyes searched everywhere for anyone who might notice my crotch's predicament.
We walked into the lobby, and Diana headed straight to the front desk. I stood near her in line, and she smiled as I held my bag in front of me. She shook her head. I shook mine. She shook her head again, tugged at her lower lip with her teeth, and jerked her head to the side several times.



I shook my head.
She removed her sunglasses and widened her eyes at me, leaning her head forward.
Sighing, I moved the bag. Even though I was in jeans, only a person missing the benefit of sight would miss seeing how excited I was to be in the hotel. My cheeks reddened, and Diana patted one of them before moving up to the counter to talk to the desk clerk.
I looked around the marble lobby. Shiny fixtures, pretty furniture, high ceilings, and fancy TVs didn't hold my attention. Some people looked at me; some noticed my situation, some didn't. One, an older woman, laughed. I realized that standing next to my sister as I was, we looked like a pair of eighteen-year-olds getting away from home for a sex-filled weekend... which we were.
In the elevator, I asked, "How did you book this?"
"I didn't," Diana said. "Lana did, with her uncle. They left us keys at the front desk." And then she handed me mine, but since my hands were full, she slid the key into my pocket for me. "Still hard? Good."
"I don't want to wait until tonight," I said.
"Too bad," Diana teased.
"I'm not going to."
"No?" she asked, shaking her head at me.
"No."
My sister laughed, saying, "I'm giving you my mouth, little brother, so you better enjoy it."
I didn't say anything. The doors clicked open to the sound of a bell, and we walked onto the twenty-first floor and down the hallway. My feet echoed off the carpet, my sister's glided, her long legs carrying her quickly through the halls. I watched her dress swish around her thighs, my aching more and more with each of my steps.
I wanted her so damn much; I imagined myself not waiting for the room. I imagined myself dropping the bags, grabbing her from behind, and pushing her against the hallway wall. My sister would struggle, but I'd lift her dress above her hips, free my cock with one hand as I held her in place with the other, and then I'd push my knob through her silky lips and into her virgin body--right to her core, and she'd thank me for it.
Fuck, I clenched my ass as a spurt of pre-cum entered my jeans.
We stopped at our room. Diana swiped her card in the mag-lock, and in we went. I dropped the bags as soon as I crossed the threshold. My sister had run ahead of me, admiring our large room with its king-sized bed, plenty of walking space, a TV, a sofa, a table, and chairs. Everything was in red, white, and gold, pretty colors for a pretty room. The far wall was one giant window set flush within thick metal panes; their sheer white curtains were open and swept to the side, letting the daylight fill our room.
My sister walked to the window, threw up her hands, and spun. "Look at this room!" She smiled as she saw me walking toward her. "Timmy, no-no-no, my mouth, remember? You get my mouth."
I picked her up and pushed my lips to hers, my forward momentum pushing her against the floor-to-ceiling windows.
"Umm, wait," Diana moaned. "Tonight, oh fuck, can't you wait?"
"No." Lust and need hardened my voice. I slid my hands down the backs of her tapered thighs and then up and under her dress, cupping her bare ass cheeks sticking out of the French cut panties she wore. Her firm hills filled my fingers, and I squeezed her meat hard.
"You fucker," Diana said, kissing me back, her tongue everywhere. "What if I say no?"
"Don't say no."
"What if--"
I slowed down and kissed my sister deep, taking my time as I ran my tongue over hers, tasting her as I rolled my body against her like an oiled, exotic dancer. Diana moaned, then sighed, her voice drifting away as she closed her eyes and let me make love to her mouth.
"You disobedient fucker," Diana whispered when I broke the kiss. "If you're going to force me, then you better make love to me the way you just kissed me, okay?"
"Okay," I said, lifting my sister by her ass and carrying her to the bed.
Diana bounced when I dropped her onto the comforter. She crawled backward, an anxious smile on her face as I pulled off my shirt and pushed off my shoes. I leaned down to remove my socks. My sister didn't bother undressing. She sat on her butt on the bed, legs extended, knees slightly bent, her hands on her thighs, and her eyes on me.
"My cock hurts," I said as I unbuttoned my jeans, the zipper following.
"My fault?" Diana asked, pouting apologetically. "Oh, my poor little brother."
I shimmied my jeans down my legs, my prick so hard that it turned my skin-tight, cum-stained boxer-briefs into a divining rod pointing straight between my sister's legs. Diana purred as I pushed my briefs down my thighs, and she laughed as my dick sprung up, big and hard, surprising me with its size. My member looked angry, veined, and harder than granite.
"I'm not kidding," Diana whispered. "You better take it easy on me. I mean it."
I laughed, my heart swelling with ego, my shoulders rising with pride.
"Nerd," Diana laughed.
"I'm just hoping I don't come before I'm inside of you," I said and crawled onto the bed.
"We can take care of that."
Diana surged forward, catching me off balance. I almost backed off the bed, but my sister gripped my cock in her gentle fingers and engulfed my prick with her warm mouth before I could decide what to do.
"Fuck," I gasped, trying to pull away as my balls tingled and my orgasm surged to life.
I was too close to coming, and the warmth of my sister's tongue against the underside of my shaft was too intense to fight. She went down as far as she could, gagging with about a quarter left of me to take. I clenched my jaw, grabbed my sister by her head, and came while trying to push her from my prick.
"Fuck, oh fuck," I moaned. My hips jerked, forcing my cock further into my sister's throat. She pulled off, gasping and breathing hard as my cum splashed against her chin, throat, and chest above her neckline.
"Oh well," Diana said, laughing. "I guess we're waiting until tonight." She looked at me with big, apologetic eyes that were impossible to believe by her smug grin and laughing lips. "Can you get a towel for me, little brother?" She pouted. "You made a mess on me."
I glared at her, but I walked to the restroom. I grabbed a hand towel, turned on the warm water, and washed my cock. Fuck, but my prick wasn't going down. That's right; my erection never left me, staying hard for my sister, who sat so pleased with herself in the next room.
When I exited the bathroom, my sister's laughter died away slowly as I went to her. Her surprise and resignation sent a thrill pulsing through my shaft. I held the cloth in my right hand and tilted her chin up with my left, and I wiped my cum from her chin, neck, and chest.
"We're not through," I said and bent down to slide my tongue across her lips. "Brace yourself."
Diana laughed, and so did I, having heard that line in a Milfhunter porno once, right before Mason Storm looks into the camera and says, "He's tearing up my pussy," a couple of times. I had no intention of tearing up my sister's pussy, but if my sister ever told me that I was tearing up her pussy, I'd come right after.
I undressed my sister, starting with her knee-high leather boots. I'd have loved to let her wear them, but this was our first time, and my naked body sliding over hers felt like the right way to do this. One boot and then the other, then her socks, and held onto her right ankle and licked the smooth sole of her foot--the scent and taste of her lotion clinging to her skin.
"Ah," Diana gasped as my tongue ran the length of her sole.
She shivered and tried to pull away from my tongue, but I held on, remembering how sensitive her feet seemed to be. I licked her again. She dropped her head back and clawed at the bedspread. Goosebumps sprouted across her leg when I took her big toe into my mouth, and she shook her head as I sucked on the little piggy. From there, I kissed my way up her legs, pushing her thighs apart and her dress up and over her hips. I ran my nose along the seam of her lavender panties, stopping to tickle her slit with side-to-side motions of my head.
"Mmm," Diana whispered, humping her soft pussy against me, her thick and heavy scent filling my lungs as I breathed her in.
I removed her panties, the crotch creamy and wet, and I tossed them to the side. Her bare muffin waited for me, glistening and shiny with her cummy juices as if she had poured oil across her skin.
"So fucking sexy," I said as I ran my hands up the insides of her thighs, bracketing her pussy with my thumbs and forefingers. "I can't believe we're doing this."
"I'm can," Diana said. "But I planned it, so...." and she shrugged, her cheeks blushing pink.
"And now you're letting me in right here." I kissed my sister's muff, tasting her sweet, sticky honey from earlier. The flavor of her cunny warmed my mouth and throat as I licked it up. Diana whimpered, bucking her hips and feeding me her snatch with snake-like motions of her hips. I licked her slit from top to bottom and then back to the top, taking her clit into my mouth and sucking the rubbery nub with gentle, inward motions of my lips and tongue.
"Ooh, fuck, little brother," Diana moaned.
I slid my right forefinger into her softness, penetrating deep into her pink folds. She moaned again and rolled her hips at me while tugging her dress further up her body, stopping below her tits. I ran my left hand up her stomach, loving her lean slenderness, the feel of her muscles--not that thick, yet not so small as to be thin, just fucking perfect.
"Get my pussy dripping," Diana moaned. "Get it really fucking slippery for your dick. That big prick scares me."
I moaned into my sister's twat as I humped my cock against the bed. I couldn't help it, her words sounded true enough to me, but I'd show her there was nothing to be afraid of. I was afraid of her, I think. Afraid I'd come too soon. Afraid I'd be no good. Afraid--I stopped thinking in case my fear lost me my hard-on.
"Oh, shit, yeah, fuck," my sister whimpered. "Eat that pussy, little brother. Eat it good for me. Eat that incest cunt."
A tingle buzzed through me, and I spurted some precum onto the bed.
My sister reached between her legs with both hands and spread her pussy lips for me, opening her hole and giving me a clear view of the pink tunnel within. Pussy juice clung to her cunny walls, making her depths glisten. I got to my knees and dipped two fingers into her hole, touching and rubbing her insides with a soft, almost feathery caress. My sister's stomach rolled with every breath she took, and her pussy quivered. I pressed my thumb to her clit and circled that pleasure-pearl against her pubic bone.
"Oh, fuck," Diana sobbed, her breath catching. Her breaths came in short pants, and I watched as her insides pulsated in time with the pleasure rolling through her. "Fuck, fuck, fuck me, little brother."
I curled my fingers against the underside of her mound and rubbed, searching for her G-spot as I fingered her nub. Dian's whimpers rose in pitch, her thighs tightened, and her juices flowed thick and cummy, and then her pussy came.
My sister let go of her cunny lips. The little curtains closed around my fingers as she released a river of cum down the crack of her ass. Diana stared up at me, her eyes wide, smiling in surprise, and I pressed down on her love button hard. She came again, the second wave of pleasure causing her to sob and shake her head at me.
"No more, no fucking more," Diana whispered, falling back onto the bed. "God, it feels too good."
I gathered her cum and rubbed the juices over my cock and even my balls... everywhere. I watched my sister as a glow blossomed across her cheeks. Her eyes grew heavy, her smile relaxed and satisfied. Her nipples stood out thick and peachy on the perfectly round orbs of her breasts. I leaned over her, my dick hanging hard between us, and I pulled her dress up her body and over her head.
"Ready, big sister?" I asked. "Ready for your brother's dick?"
Diana nodded her head. She looked too tired to speak.
I ran my hands over her body, massaging her breasts and sides, the sides of her juicy butt and slender thighs. She watched me, and slowly, so fucking slowly, my fear of disappointing her faded away.
Diana grabbed a pillow and pulled it under her head. She looked between us, at my knob, as I gripped my prick right below its corona and guided the tip to her wet hole. Diana reached down, spreading her lips again, but not wide; no, not this time. She folded only her inner lips back, forming a perfectly pink butterfly from her clit through her slit, the internal line of her glistening pussy pressed together by her tightness.
"Right here, little brother," my sister whispered. "Fuck me right here."
I touched the underside of my glans to my sister's hot, pink hole. Her walls parted for me, slick and tender and so fucking warm and slippery. I moaned, disbelieving the moment. Heat flowed into me as my tip disappeared inside of my sister's lovely little pussy. Ecstasy tingled throughout my body. Diana cried out, and when my head spread her opening wide, she whimpered, and I lost it.
"Oh no," I moaned as I came, the sudden surge of pleasure raced through my thighs, shaft, and cock--my whole fucking body--breaking me down as my cum exploded from my balls and then it was shooting out of me, leaving me a tingling, shaking and embarrassed mess as I filled my sister with cum.
I closed my eyes as an inner heat turned me red.
Diana didn't laugh at me.
When I opened my eyes, she had a funny smile on her face. It was almost sympathetic.
"I'm sorry," I said.
Diana shook her head. "Don't be." She looked down. "I can feel your cum inside of me." She looked me in the eyes. "It's okay. It makes me feel sexy."
"I'm--"
"Still hard," Diana whispered. She smiled at me, her eyes urging me on. "You're still hard for me."
I looked down. I was hard, but I was also sensitive. Fear of coming again gripped me in a heart-stopping, stone-like fist-clench. I forced my mind away, the way I did during Wrestling Hell Week when the coaches made us sprawl and shoot forward over and over again as fast as we could until there was nothing but burning pain in our muscles and lungs. I didn't want to come again. Not yet.
"Push into me," Diana whispered. She lay back and spread her legs wide, pulling her knees up and back. She held out her arms. "Push into me, then hold me. This is where you belong."
Slowly, so fucking slowly, I pushed into my sister's cunny channel. I watched her face, memorized by the subtle shifting of her eyes and the corners of her lips and the way her brows and cheeks twitched. The visible facial expressions of what she felt took my mind away from my urge to come, and the deeper I entered my sister, the louder she moaned and the faster she breathed. When my balls touched her ass, she grunted, pressed her lips together, turned her head to the side, and came.
It was a small orgasm, but it rolled her pussy walls over my shaft in a sensual massage that forced a gasp from my lungs. Diana wrapped her arms around my shoulders and pulled me to her. I rested my weight on my knees and forearms, my arms at her sides, and I hooked my hands under her shoulders to cradle her head and neck.
"Fuck me," Diana whispered. "Fuck me, little brother."
I moved, pulling my hips back and forth, pumping my cock in and out of the skin-tight channel between my sister's legs. Our moans mingled, our movements slowed; I was in no rush, and I didn't want to hurt my sister, who had seduced me so many weeks ago.
"Mmm, mmm, ooh, ah," Diana moaned in my ear. My sounds weren't far off from hers. We turned our heads and found each other's mouths on the first try. Our tongues slid together, pushing and poking in time with our sexual rhythm as pumped my thick cock in and out of my sister's soft pussy.
"You okay?" I whispered.
"Faster," Diana whimpered, rolling her cunny over my cock, smacking our pubic bones together. "Go a little--mmm--faster."
I increased the speed of my thrusting. Wet sloshing sounds filled the room. God, Diana was hot down there, in there, her pussy now a frothy heaven for my cock. My knob bumped and rubbed against her insides, reaching places that made her whimper and her lips tremble. I picked up the pace, and she grabbed my ass and hooked her heels over the back of my thighs.
"Oh, ah, fuck," Diana whined, her face turning red. "I'm close again. God, Timmy, fuck, I'm close. Come with me, little brother. Mmm, yeah, c'mon, come with your big sister's pussy."
Diana's words lit a fire in my balls. I sped up as the warm lick of her pussy wet my crown, and her insides hugged my glans in a velvet blanket of softness. I moved faster, a little harder, and Diana yelped but didn't tell me to stop. She whimpered, sounding on the verge of tears. Her legs locked around mine, digging into me, and her pussy walls rippled over the length of my rigid prick, the pressure along the sides of my shaft almost too much for me to handle.
My orgasm trembled within me. The pleasure started in my thighs, buzzing up to my balls and into my core, then through my shaft. My knob tingled, and my cock swelled. I gasped and fucked my sister's slot faster, gliding in and out of her soaking wet valley as my body began to shake.
"Timmy, oh Timmy," Diana sobbed. "Come, Timmy, come in me. Come in my pussy. Oh, fuck, come in my pussy."
"Baby, Diana, I'm--"
And we both shouted, "Coming," at the same time.
Colors and lights soared behind my clenched eyelids. Diana bucked her pussy against me, rolling her hips in a sensuous circle as she flooded our crotches with her wet cum. The torrent that streamed through my shaft erupted from my tip in one continuous river, filling my sister's channel as I trembled above her, lost in the ecstasy of her body.
"Yeah, oh yeah, little brother," Diana hissed in my ear. She hugged me hard against her, her pussy stroking my cock as the last of her orgasm swam through her.
My orgasm seemed to last forever; until my mind went blank, and my sight turned black. I closed my eyes and let the moment take me away, absorbing everything about Diana in that instant. I memorized her feel, her touch, her scent, her sound, and her taste. When I opened my eyes, I was on my back, and Diana lay next to me, our fingers interlocked above my heart.
"Holy shit," Diana panted. "You amazing fucker!"
"Better than waiting?" I asked, laughing, breathing hard.
"Yes," Diana said, giddy, and then she asked, "Can you do that again?"
After coming three times in half an hour, the answer was: No, but I gave it my best try, much to my sister's delight.
Timmy out.

#11 Timmy


Restaurant Fuck and More

The Rest of Sunday
It's been a while since I updated my life in full. I've been stuck in the past, reliving that hotel experience with my sister every time I open my journal. It's time to move on from that. I don't know how much longer I'll be writing in this--I was going to stop altogether, but interesting things have happened in the past four weeks.
A quick recap of my time with Diana in the hotel involves one thing: sex. Diana had plans, but she didn't want to leave the room any more than I did after that first time. I had my sister in the shower, her facing the wall and me behind her, holding onto her hips while I pulled her pussy onto my cock as I pumped my meat between the soft shell of her silky clam. Water splashed all around us, droplets on my sister's skin, her hair soaked and swinging, her butt smacked wetly against my hips--the tight jiggle of her ass sending my balls into overdrive. When I came, I didn't pull out, filling her pink box full of my seed once again. It wasn't until later she told me she was on birth control and had been since she decided that she wanted her brother, me, between her legs.



I learned during that shower that water does not make for easy penetration--it's wet, but it isn't slippery--but my sister's little cunny dripped with so much cream that a couple of slides through her lips was all it took before my knob popped into her pink slot and down the Slip N' Slide I went.
The only time we managed to leave the hotel room was to go to dinner. We went to a fancy restaurant, and we had dressed up, my sister looking about twenty-five years old in her red cocktail dress slit down the left side, the halter top wrapping around her neck, and leaving her shoulders bare, most of her cleavage open for viewing. Eighteen or not, men's eyes were on her. Before our meal arrived, my sister went to the restroom, and a minute later, a young waitress asked me if I was Diana's brother and that my sister needed my assistance. It turned out that the waitress was one of Lana's cousins, the daughter of the uncle that she was fucking, and my sister was in the staff's locker room.
"You have five minutes," the waitress said; Cindy was her name, I think.
My sister stood in the locker room, sideways to me, one high-heeled foot on the ground, and the one closest to me posted on a bench where employees could sit. Diana was toying with the straps around her ankle while the slit portion of her dress was thrown over the back of her ass to the right, leaving the profile of her smooth body naked from her waist down. Diana wasn't wearing panties, and her smooth, tan skin hardened my prick on the spot.
She didn't say a word as I walked behind her, pulled her dress to the side and completely off her ass, and caressed her ass cheeks and pussy lips with my hands. I bent low, licking her, kissing her, tonguing her crack and pucker, and then she reminded me that we didn't have much time. My cock came out, and I stuffed her pussy full of meat, my sister uttering soft fuck sounds as I slowly worked my prick through her juicy twat. Once I was inside her, I fucked her hard, making her titties shake. She lost her balance and had to straddle the bench. I followed her pussy, sat down behind her, and made her lay her tits and stomach flat on the bench. She had to bend her knees and ride the bench like a jockey in a race, her leg muscles straining as she fucked herself back onto my cock. I gave her a fucking, leaving her breathless. By the time we walked back to our table, there wasn't a person in the restaurant who couldn't tell that I had just ridden this stunning young woman to a leg-shaking orgasm.
"Fucking wrestlers," Diana said as she tried to fix her hair. Her lack of panties meant that she had to sit in my cum for the rest of our dinner. Once in her Civic, she made me lick her clean several times.
That night we made love, and the following morning we fucked against the floor-to-ceiling windows, then we went home after checkout.
Present Day
The wrestling season has started. That means long practices, weekday dual meets, and weekend tournaments, and our star senior is out with a broken collarbone. Poor Roy, but I couldn't feel bad about it, even if my sister was pissed that I was the guy responsible for his injury.
On the Monday following our night at the hotel, I asked her why she had chosen me to have a relationship, her own brother, when she could have any guy she wanted. It's not like you woke up one morning and decided that you wanted to become romantically involved with a family member. It took a while for her to answer, but she did answer me.
"Roy," Diana said. "It happened while I was dating him. One night, he was tired of kissing me and wanted more. He didn't want to listen to me when I told him no." She put her hand on my shoulder. "Don't interrupt me. We struggled. I managed to grab my phone, but I couldn't dial anyone. I accidentally hit the video record button." Diana frowned. "To get him off me before he could undo my jeans, I bit him on the neck hard enough to draw blood"--I've seen those scars on his neck--"the pain was enough to bring him back to reality."
"Why didn't you tell me," I asked, "or call the police?"
"Tell you, why? What the fuck could you do? And don't suggest one of those stupid scenarios where you come to my rescue by beating him up. That's a pathetic boy's daydream; you're not a boy, are you? Men who think like that stay single for a long time, and they spend their lives jerking off to rescue fantasies. Besides, I had a video of him trying to rape me. I had what intelligent people call leverage."
I kept quiet, but let's be honest, every man wants to be the hero, I sure did.
"I took the attempted rape video to his family, with a few friends of mine to watch my back. And his parents paid me to keep quiet about it, but I told them that I was keeping the video and that if I ever heard of Roy trying something like that again, I was going to the police."
"How much did they pay you?"
"One-hundred and fifty-thousand," Diana said, laughing. "And I get that same amount once again when we graduate. Roy's grandfather left him a small trust, so I'm sure it came from there."
I stared at my sister, wide-eyed and stunned. We came from wealthy families, but damn, that was a lot of money for a high school girl. This writing does no justice to how everything happened. I'm paraphrasing because it's almost too hard to believe sometimes.
"The money is in my closet," Diana said. "Something happened that night. What Roy had tried to do to me had turned me on, but only after it was over. I don't understand it. I was so fucking wet from thinking about it that I masturbated in the shower and then in my room when I got home, but I never thought of Roy. I touched myself to the idea of being forced by some faceless person that I trusted. Someone I knew would never hurt me. Someone I loved." Diana shook her head. "I talked to Lana about it, wondering if I was sick, and she told me that she fucks her uncle, and that's when my faceless lover became you for the first time."
I still had nothing to say.
"I thought my brother would never hurt me, and I've always thought you were sexy"--she smiled at me--"but you were an asshole--that's not fair--we didn't get along for some reason. But, I trust you to take care of me, so why not go after you? I don't know, but maybe that night fucked me up, or maybe it awoke something in me that was always there, but here we are, and I like being where we are."
I didn't know what to say. Sometimes there are no words, so I kissed my sister, and made love to her in her bedroom, followed by tying her hands behind her back--on her command--and blindfolding her. I fucked her from behind until she came on my cock, and then I turned her over and covered her tits with my jizz.
The next day, during practice, I dropped Roy on his collarbone while doing what we called the Fireman's Sprint--that's sprinting while we hold a teammate in a fireman's carry position across our shoulders. I don't know what I thought would happen, maybe a dislocated shoulder at most, a bruised ego, but I broke Roy's collarbone. When I dropped to the mat to check on him, I whispered, "For Diana," and he didn't say a word.
Diana was pissed when she found out, and she was right to be: it was a little boy's revenge, but she still fucked the hell out of me that night, riding my dick until it ached and then sucking my cock until I had no more nut to bust. Then she masturbated for me with her legs spread wide until she couldn't come anymore. She did it right in her room, with Abbey and Mom in the house. Diana didn't even care that they were home. She locked her door, and away we went. Fuck, she had been aggressive with me.
Over the next few weeks, I noticed my mother's eyes on me a lot. She also spent more time by the pool, under the sun, when I was home. She went out less, and she once asked me to rub her shoulders. I told Diana about this, and she said, "I know," without concern. Diana later added, "Mom gets lonely. Be nice to her; she's our mom."
Oh, and the "Mothers' Club" has started up again. That's the name Diana gave the group of mothers who throw the team-building parties for the senior wrestlers. I mentioned it to someone, and now we whisper that name amongst ourselves, always followed by awkward laughter and musings on whose mother would be wearing the skimpiest bikini that week. Our moms loved throwing their "team-building" parties. Pool parties, always, and I was starting to get a sick thrill out of them. Diana always attended the parties at our house, wearing the smallest G-string possible without being naked, and she always spent the party with me. No one says a thing, not even Mom, even when Diana sits on my lap while we break off into small groups and talk. If anything, the wrestlers, and their moms, look jealous. If they're thinking things about us, they're keeping it to themselves.
Abbey, that little spider-monkey, is becoming quite the wrestler. But, more importantly, she had found herself a guy she wanted as a boyfriend, but when he realized that she had wanted to be his girlfriend, he broke her heart. Abbey was just too boyish. She dressed like a boy, had short hair, cussed, and worst of all, she had no tits. I heard Diana telling her, "Don't worry, the right man will love your tits because he loves you." That didn't make Abbey happy.
I chaperoned one of Abbey's--I don't know what you call them--dates? It wasn't a Netflix and chill get-together, but it wasn't really a date either. She wasn't happy that I was there, but Diana was out with her friends, and Mom was at work, and Abbey still seemed so young to us. For her date, Abbey had decided to wear a bikini that Diana had bought for her, and what a fucking bikini it was.
The bra portion covered her small breasts, but her panties... I could see the cheeks of my sister's tight, little round butt. The thickest part of her bikini string was at the top of her crack, and my little sister, as thin and wiry as she was, had a heart-shaped gap between her lean legs. Whenever I saw my sister from behind, the blue cloth cradled her small pussy meat like an obscene, 3D hentai drawing. I don't think I would have noticed if it wasn't for my relationship with Diana.
I couldn't stop looking at Abbey and thinking of what kind of woman she was growing into. Was Abbey growing into another Diana? Fuck, I don't like thinking of Abbey in that way, do I? It didn't matter; Abbey wouldn't see me like that, would she?
Fuck.
When Diana came home, she joined us at the pool. She sat with me, then we wrestled, first in the water and then out of it. Diana wanted to learn what was so fun about wrestling. Abbey's boyfriend couldn't stop looking at Diana, and I noticed that Abbey's face took on a bitchy quality when I showed Diana the referee's position--that's the doggy style stance a lot of non-wrestlers make fun of. Diana insisted that we start like that, and even though Abbey was watching us, I methodically ran my hands over Diana's body while slowly transitioning her into different defensive positions.
We broke away from Abbey after that, going up to my room, where Diana made me work for her pussy. She put up quite the fight, which left her all creamy and soft between her thighs by the time I forced my cock into her. When we went back downstairs, Diana had changed into regular clothes, and I caught Abbey watching us whenever she thought we weren't looking.
Life went on like that for a while. The three ladies in my life became my biggest cheering section during my matches. Diana, who had never gone to a meet before, always brought Lana. After a dual meet or a tournament, I'd go out with Diana and Lana, and Diana and I could act like a real couple in front of her uncle-fucking friend. Abbey always wanted to go, but Mom wouldn't let her. I guess Abbey still had five years of absence to make up for. It was strange at first, with Lana there, even though I knew she knew our secret, but I got used to it. I also got used to her blue eyes as they watched Diana and me, and I got used to the handsy way that my sister and Lana liked to behave with each other.
One night, I overheard Diana and Abbey speaking. Abbey wanted to know why she couldn't get any of the boys she liked to kiss her. Diana told her that if she couldn't find a boy, maybe she should find a girl to kiss. And then I heard Diana say that if Abbey couldn't find a boy to kiss her by her next birthday, then Diana knew a man who would.
"A man?" Abbey asked. The little shit sounded excited.
"I know a really sexy man who will kiss you if I tell him to," Diana said, but she said no more after that.
So, Friday, I'm in the laundry room washing my sister's clothes, not just her G-strings, but her fucking clothes. It's my punishment for dropping Roy on his collarbone. It's not him she was mad about; it was my childish actions that she didn't have time for. Anyway, as I washed her clothes, Abbey walked into the laundry room, dressed in her pajama shirt and shorts.
"What are you doing here?" I asked.
"Why do you do everything Diana tells you to do?" she asked.
"I don't," I said, shrugging. "Not everything."
"Why do you spend so much time with her?"
"I like her."
"But she's our sister. You've never liked her."
"That's not true," I said, frowning, then added, "I like you too."
Abbey blinked. "Like you like Diana?"
I forced the sigh beneath my chest back down as I said, "Yeah, sure."
What the fuck was I supposed to say? No?
I felt Abbey's eyes on me.
"What's up, kiddo?" I asked.
"Nothing," Abbey said and skipped out of the laundry room.
A few minutes later, Diana showed up, wearing a silk slip-dress and nothing else, her thick nipples hard and outlined perfectly. She made me plant my hands on the washer while she tongued my asshole, licked my balls, and jerked me off from behind. When I came, she let me use her mouth, looking up at me as she slowly pulled every last string of cum from my shaft.
Things in my house were different now. I think they have been for a long time, but I had never noticed before Diana seduced me.
Mom watches me, and I've seen her talking to Diana, one on one, and whenever I come across them in conversation together, Diana nods her head, and I go away. Mom doesn't question it, but Abbey was asking too many questions, and Lana was starting to flirt with me right in front of Diana. My sister only agrees with Lana when Lana calls me handsome, or strong, or healthy, or comments on how much stamina I have during my wrestling matches. She wanted to know how much more energy I'd have if I wrestled with a girl as small as her.
Diana laughed whenever Lana asked me this, and then my sister would say, "My brother never gets tired."
And the Wrestling Moms are drinking more at our "team-building" parties. The other day, one of them suggested we play chicken in the pool--ladies on the wrestlers' shoulders--but our mothers couldn't decide if the teams should be random or if they should be a mother and her son versus a mother and her son.
I don't know if I'm worried about how friendly our mothers are getting, excited, or both. Fuck it; I'm going to call it a night for this journal entry. Diana wants to go for a late-night drive, then she wants to park, and then she wants me to force her in the backseat of her Civic. She's bought a pair of tear-away panties that's she's been dying to try out. Maybe I'll write about that next week.
Timmy out.

* * * * *

Next time on the Anderson Family Journals, "Abbey's Secret Life."
If you've read this far, click a 5 star.
Comment, email, vote, etc.
Thanks for reading.
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The Naughty Nun
Okay, Valeria Jones, I thought, it's time to get sexy.
I undid the tuck in the towel between my breasts and let it drop to the floor. I took one small foot and kicked the towel to the side, where one of the maids would pick it up later.
The young maids in their tiny French outfits, I thought. My husband loved those outfits so much. A smile tugged at the corners of my lips. We both loved them so much. Thankfully, my daughter had moved out of the house a year ago, and my son was finishing his senior year of high school; otherwise, those outfits would be going back into the closet until Colton went off to college.
I fluffed my hair, throwing my wavy, spun-gold locks behind my shoulders. I had to get ready for the long drive to my in-laws' house. I had to dry my hair, put on my makeup, and then my Halloween costume, where it sat atop the mannequin sculpted to my forty-year-young body. And it was a young, forty-year-old body. I had breasts that just passed for big, a narrow waist, a round butt, the tapered thighs of a woman who did squats, strong shoulders, and I had just a little bit of the meat on my bones that comes with age. My bikini model days were over, but I was still a sexy, bendy MILF who enjoyed her husband's cock nearly every day.
I pulled my eyes from my costume, thinking, I'm going to be a nun for Halloween, then I thought of my husband. We are some kinky fuckers, aren't we, Val?

* * * * *
I gave myself one last look in the mirror, checking the mascara darkening my eyes, the red brightening my lips, and the blush rosying up my cheeks. If I only had ten more minutes, I always wanted ten more minutes when I was putting on my makeup.
"If time had no meaning, you women would spend an eternity on your faces," Dex loved to say to me . . . and our daughter, but unlike our daughter, I didn't have a team of professionals working on me for hours at a time before a shoot.
Must be nice, I thought, thinking of my daughter's modeling career. I was only ever a bikini car show model, standing next to cars at car shows with my twin sister, waving at the men who were taking pictures of my G-string from all angles. I sighed, then looked up toward the vaulted ceiling of my coastal bedroom, and I rolled my eyes. Not too bad for a car show model.
The door to the bedroom opened, and my husband's deep voice boomed, "Hey, hey, hey, where is that sexy bitch who married me?"
I smiled and turned away from my vanity, looking at my husband as he closed the door behind him. Dex was tall, lean, blue-eyed, brown-haired, and handsome—a slightly smaller version of our son. Or, our son was a slightly larger version of him, either way . . . the man was sexy.
"If anyone else called me a bitch. . . ." I said, trailing off as my smile overcame my face.
"I know, you'd cut their sack off," Dex said, laughing. "Should I stop calling you that dirty word?"
"I like being your bitch," I said as my husband walked toward me. "But if I ever want you to stop, I'll let you know."
"Aw, che bella che sei oggi," Dex said, stopping to put his hands on my hips. "Maybe we should have dressed you in one of those sexy poodle-girl costumes."
"Too bad that's the only Italian phrase you know." A blush reddened my face as my insides warmed, and a tingle massaged me between my thighs. "And it always makes me so wet." I licked my lips. "You should learn Italian for me."
"Oh, my," Dex said. "You really are the naughty nun I hoped you'd be."
I laughed as my husband turned me around, making me face my vanity mirror. I was a naughty nun, and there was no mistaking it. My nun's gown hugged my breasts instead of dropping straight down, clinging to their underside, then riding my slender tummy down to my hips and round ass before dropping to the middle of my thighs. The hem barely hid the welts of my black, mid-thigh stockings, and I could see the outlines of my lacy garter belt and matching suspenders through the nude-sheer fabric of my gown. I had a thin rope belt around my waist, a white bib, a silver crucifix, a white habit with a long black veil, and white cuffs at the collar of my sleeves. At the moment, I was wearing plain white tennis shoes, but I had a pair of black, come-fuck-me heels in my weekend luggage for later.
"So fucking sexy," Dex said as he wrapped his arms around my waist.
I shuddered, feeling his size and strength envelope me. My nipples hardened, turning into tight, knotted buds that pushed against my top over the support of my slutty shelf bra.
"Are you wearing a bra?" Dex asked, raising his right hand and cupping the underside of my heavy breast.
"Yes and no," I said with a shaky breath. "Only a shelf bra." As my husband's groin pressed into me, I turned my ass in a sexy circle against the lump in his khakis. "And no panties."
"It's a good thing you're not." Dex pressed his cock against my ass. "Those panties would be wet right now, wouldn't they?"
"Do we have time for a quickie?" I asked, watching my breasts rise and fall in the mirror. "Bend me over right here, Father Jones"—I frowned—"where's your priest costume?"
My husband laughed as he said, "I can't wear that while I drive."
"I thought we were wearing our costumes to the party?"
"The party is not until late tonight," Dex said, laughing, then he looked to the side, a grin appearing on his face. "I wanted you to wear your costume because it's so fucking hot." He stepped back and patted my butt. "Is the see-through habit in your bag?"
"Yes," I said, sighing. "No time for a quickie?"
"The kids are waiting by the car."
I sighed again, turning around. "So?" God, there was a time he would have fucked me at just the thought of my muff without panties to protect it. "Look." I dropped my fingers to the hem of my gown, and I pulled the hem up my thighs, revealing my garter's suspenders, my smooth skin, the bottom softness of my hairless pussy lips, and upwards. . . . My clitty came into view, and then more, my mound, where I had shaved my blonde pubic hairs into the shape of a small cross. "Don't we have time, Father Jones?"
Dex growled, dropped to his knees, and wrapped his arms around my legs, taking my bare ass in his hands. His lips touched my fur, and his tongue traced the cross, then he stood and growled again.
"Aw," I sighed as the tingling in my pussy melted my insides, sending a slippery rush of wetness down my lips. "Are you serious, Dexter Allen Jones?"
"Only my mother calls me that," Dex said, laughing.
"Then maybe next year I'll go as your mother," I whispered, teasing him with a head shake as I dropped my skirt back into place. "You'd listen to me then, Mr. Dexter Allen Jones."
"Now we're talking."
"Nasty man," I said, walking past him to my panty drawer. I'd need a liner down there to keep me from soaking his Porsche's passenger seat.
Fuck, I need some cock, I thought.
No sooner did I have a lacy black thong in my hands than a thought hit me, and I said, "Remember when you first met me?"
"You and your twin," Dex said, standing near the bed where my weekend luggage lay. "Yeah?"
"Remember what you did with us?"
Dex moaned.
"Come on, you remember," I whispered in my poutiest voice. "Tell me what you did with us." I offered him a sexy, little kitten moan. "Tell me what you made me do with my twin sister. Remember the blow job, baby? Remember when we swapped your cum, tongue to tongue." I needed to give my sister a call, married or not; she had always been sluttier than me, and another sister-sister threesome would be a nice Christmas present for my husband. "Tell me, Dex, what did we do with that big, fat dick of yours."
"We. . . ." Dex said, then shook his head.
"C'mon, Daddy, tell me," I said, lifting the hem of my gown again. "So I can think about it while you fuck me really quick, and then I can think about how you fucked me in the car while sitting next to you as the engine's power roars through my twat."
Dex clenched his jaw shut.
"While I play with myself while our kids are in the backseat," I added, moaning again.
"I. . . ." Dex scrunched his face and growled, grabbed my luggage, and raced toward the door. "We have to leave before the Coast Road fills up with drivers, and it's supposed to rain later, don't forget."
Damn it!
There was only one thing that could pull my husband away from my pussy, and that was driving and driving fast.

2

Seating Arrangements
I took my towel to the laundry basket in my restroom—I couldn't help myself—before taking the elevator down from the third floor to the first. I walked through the open first floor toward the back of the house that faced the cliffside, Coastal Road, where my husband parked two of his four Porsches. For a man who was heir and co-owner of one of the biggest Engineering and Technology companies in the world, the man only drove Porches when he was at home. He kept his car collection somewhere else.
Outside, the sun showed gold in a mostly blue sky, but off the coast, near the horizon, billowed a storm of gray clouds. Great. Dex would use those clouds as an excuse to drive faster than he usually did on the way to his parents' home. I frowned, then my frown deepened when I looked at the car.
My daughter, Lana, stood next to the passenger-side door in her sweats with a little backpack in her right hand, looking nothing like the twenty-year-old cover girl she was. Would she be a cover girl if it wasn't for her father's family name? Probably, but I'm sure it would have taken longer. A woman could be an eleven, but in that world, elevens were everywhere. At least she didn't have to fuck her way to the top.
She looked like me; my daughter did, only she was a little taller and more willowy, with a sharper face, longer hair, and blue eyes instead of green. To be in her place . . . .
"Why aren't you in a costume?" I asked my daughter as I walked toward the car, and she walked toward me with a frown on her face.
Her brother and father were already in their seats, waiting on us.
"I don't feel well," Lana said in a low tone when we stood face to face. "And I can't wear my costume in the car."
"You okay?" I asked, then I added, "you're going to your grandparents' party this weekend. I don't care what other parties are going on in the city."
"Oh, I know," Lana said. "I flew in, didn't I? I'm not trying to get out of it. I'm not a teenager anymore."
I laughed as if being twenty had given her a world of experience and wisdom. Who knows, in her fast-paced life, maybe it had.
"But, you know, it's shark week," Lana said with her arms crossed across her stomach.
I raised an eyebrow.
"I got my period," she said, rolling her eyes. "I need to sit in front with daddy."
"Oh," I said, giving my daughter a sympathetic smile, but then. . . . "Oh, no. No-no-no-no-no." I looked at my husband's Porsche, the four-door Panamera Turbo S E-Hybrid Executive—that was his idea of a family car—and I shook my head. "We need to change cars."
"You look hot, Mom," Lana said. "Very sexy. Is Daddy making you wear that?"
I mumbled something to her. My daughter knew too much about my sex life, but that's what happens when your twin sister is your daughter's favorite aunt. Fuck, I couldn't sit in the back with my son, Colt. Our luggage would be in the trunk. Colt would sit behind his father, who liked to sit as close to the wheel as possible. Lana would sit in my seat, and in the seat behind hers would sit the biggest fucking pumpkin Dex could find. He wouldn't carve until he got to his parents' house so that he and his mother could carve creepy, life-like faces into its skin and pulp.
"I can't sit in Colt's lap," I said, trying to look through the tinted windows at my son, but I was too far away to see through them.
"Oh, when you have to sit in Colt's lap, then driving in that little car is suddenly a big deal," Lana said. "But when I have to sit in his lap, you and dad say, 'Oh, it's just your brother, he won't bite you.' Thanks, Mom."
A bitchy look crossed my face, and not even my nun's habit could soften that glare.
"Sorry," Lana said, looking to the side. "Colt's kind of comfortable, I guess, but I can't sit in his lap when I feel like this. You know, I've got cramps, and I feel—"
"I know what it feels like." I looked toward our home's roof, where sat the helicopter my daughter had flown in on.
"Dad wants to drive," Lana said, having followed my gaze. "That's his thing. He's not going to call a pilot—"
"Get your father for me," I said, sighing. "I need to talk to him."
I waited as my daughter walked back to the car, got into my seat, and spoke to her father. He honked the horn. I crossed my arms under my tits. He exited the car, smiled at me over the Porsche's roof, and said, "Just kidding, baby."
Away from the car, we stood face to face, where I said, "I can't sit on Colt's lap. Not in the costume."
"Why not?" Dex asked.
"Look at me?" I said, looking down. "A stripper would wear this, not a mother. " I lowered my voice. "I could dry fuck a man to death in this."
"It's not a big deal," Dex said after a quick laugh. "Make Lana sit in his lap. She'll get over it."
"I'm not going to make her do that with how she's feeling." I looked toward the helicopter. "Call the pilot."
"No," Dex said. "We have an agreement. When we go to my parents' home, I get to drive us there, no questions asked. It's the only time I get to drive fast."
"All so you can pretend that you're a racer again," I said. "When I said you had to buy a family car for drives to your parents' home, I meant a family car, not a Porsche."
"It has four seats."
"Only three of which we use," I said, thinking of all those holidays and how something always ended up behind my seat, whether it was my husband's stuff or my daughter's things or something of Colt's; something always took up that space. "Just this once, we'll take my car. It has room for that stupid pumpkin in the back."
"Val," Dex said, "Val, Val, Val. Come on. . . . Just, you know, come on. . . ."
I laughed at this big, boyish jackass.
"In my car, I turn an hour and a half ride into an hour," he said. "You won't even notice you're in Colt's lap. Besides, he's drunk."
"What?" I asked, looking at the car, trying to see through the passenger-side door and its tinted windows all over again. "Why is my eighteen-year-old son—who's still in high school—drunk."
Dex shrugged, but I knew what he was going to say before he said it, and he said what I thought he was going to say like I knew he would.
"He signed a letter of intent with my alma mater," Dex said, which is what I knew he would say. "He's red-shirting his freshman year; then it's four years as the starting QB if he doesn't go pro first."
"That's no excuse," I said.
"I always wanted to be a start—"
"You were on the team." I balled my hand into a fist and hit my husband in the chest. "You played."
"Like two downs in four years," Dex said. "It's the story of my life, the same with my father's NASCAR team. I was the fourth driver for two years; thank God I'm a better businessman than I was an athlete."
"What the fuck are you talking about?" I asked. "You're a great athlete."
"Until I ran into better ones." Dex sighed. "It's every father's dream to live vicariously through his son. You see the way my father looks at you; don't I deserve to look at my son's wife like that one day?"
I punched my husband's chest again as I said, "What the fuck does that have to do with letting him get drunk on a Friday afternoon?"
"With that kind of résumé," Dex said, then he started singing, "he can have whatever he likes. . . ."
"You're supposed to sing that that song to me," I said, sighing once again.
"Look, the car is packed, your kids are in it, and it's getting late . . . in the afternoon." My husband offered me a cheerful smile. "Colt will probably sleep the entire trip. Let's go." Dex grabbed my hands. "Come on, let's go. Let's go, baby. Do this for Daddy."
I growled, but I let my husband pull me towards the car, mumbling, "You can't say things like that to me, Daddy, you know how it makes me feel."
A smile crept onto my lips. I had packed my leash, collar, cuffs, and paddle for Dex as a surprise. I mean, who didn't want to see a nun in bondage? And I'd get to call him Father tonight, instead of Daddy. I should have told him that before getting into the car. I should have told him I wouldn't let him use them on me if I had to sit on my son's lap.
Looking back, I should have stood my ground, but that's life.
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The Long Road Ahead
I opened the passenger door as my husband jumped into the front seat. My son, lean and broad and built like an Olympic athlete, looked up at me with cherry-flavored eyes. Yeah, he sure was drunk. And he wasn't wearing a costume either. He had his thin, cotton workout shorts on and a matching shirt, the standard-issue to his school's athletes.
"Make room, Colt," I said. "Your sister is upfront today."
My son's eyes traveled over my body—thankfully, my nipples had softened, but they still made thick bumps against my silky gown. (I wasn't wearing your typical nun's outfit.)
"Oh," was all he said.
I rolled my eyes as he stretched his legs and shifted around in the backseat. What a fucking farce, I thought, then I glanced at my daughter, who sat in my seat, leaning into the car door. Maybe I should have had more sympathy for her when she first complained about having to sit in her brother's lap. Her complaints hadn't lasted long, but still. . . . I glanced at my husband, who had his driving gloves on and was in the middle of adjusting his 18k, solid gold Ray-Ban Aviator sunglasses.
Who would ever pay three grand for a pair of glasses, I thought. Twenty years I had been married to my Dex, but I was still the girl who once lived in a one-bedroom apartment with my parents, and I was the same girl who thought moving into a two-bedroom, third-floor walkup was like moving into a penthouse. I was the same girl who could hear my father humping my mother into the wall night after night. And, I was the same girl who used to sneak my boyfriend into my room—and my twin sister Vanna would do the same—and we'd have sex in our small beds while our parents had sex in theirs, believing that their daughters were deep asleep and still innocent.
How many times had I seen my sister getting the D? How many times had she watched me come on some guy's cock? (This wasn't the time to be thinking about that.)
I looked at my son's lap as I bent over to enter the backseat. And I was still the same girl who used to have threesomes with her twin sister, where nothing was off-limits so long as we pleased the guy we were fucking.
That was a long time ago, I thought as I climbed into the car and sat down on my son's left thigh. I closed the door, having to move more to my right.
"Close your legs," I said as I tried to find a place to sit that wasn't directly on my son's lap.
"Get that seatbelt on," Dex said.
"How?" I asked.
"Stretch it," Lana said.
I glared at the amusement in her tone.
God, my son had hard thighs. Muscular. He had very nice thighs, harder than his father's when his father was young, and Dex had been one hell of an athlete back then.



"Mom," Colt said in a voice almost as deep as his father's, but his tone always had more of a caress to it than his old man's. "You're going to have to sit back."
I huffed out a breath, then slid back along my son's legs. My short nun's gown rode up the back of my thighs, and I had to grab the hem, lift my butt, and shimmy down into his lap while keeping my bum covered. I winced for no reason other than I was now sitting on my son's bulge wearing nothing but an ultra-thin nun's dress while he was wearing nothing but his cotton workout shorts. I turned my head to the right, turning my shoulders slightly, which also turned my butt against his groin, rubbing him. How did my daughter put up with this situation once a month?
"I know you've been drinking," I said, narrowing my eyes at my boy.
Colt had the decency to blush, and it was like looking at a teen heartthrob who had just shared a secretive smile with some lucky fangirl. I had a really good-looking son. Handsome from some angles, beautiful from others.
"Sorry," he said, keeping his voice low.
I turned back around, grabbed the seatbelt, and started to pull it over my shoulder and toward the right, but after a minute, I let it go. There was no way Lana and Colt used that thing.
"We ready?" Dex asked.
"Yeah, but don't crash," I said. "Lana, don't let your father go over a hundred."
"But I like going over a hundred; it feels good," Lana said, then quickly added, "It's an adrenaline rush."
Riding in any of Dex's Porsche was an adrenaline rush with the way he drove, but I also knew what my daughter meant by "It feels good." There was over six hundred horsepower in the Porsche's engine, close to seven-hundred, and those vibrations tore right through the car, up the through the seat, and quivered through our bottoms and all the yummy places down there—she was damn right it felt good.
"However fast I go, I'll keep us in one piece," Dex said, turning the ignition over, and that soft, rumbling purr of his six-hundred-plus horsepower engine came to life. God, but I felt that power through my son's lap.
Oh, sweet Jesus, I thought, wishing I was upfront. At least up there, I could touch myself with my right hand as I held my skirt up with my left. No one but my husband would have known.
"Some driving music," my husband said, searching through his playlists, and Here I Go Again came on. "And here we go."
Dex hit the gas, and I flew back into my son's body, and a memory hit me. A memory of my husband asking me, "You'd date Colt if you were back in high school, right? He's like Hercules, so that would make me Zeus, wouldn't it."
And the sexy bastard wouldn't go down on me until I had said, "Yes, I'd date my son if I were back in high school and he wasn't my son."
"Well, he couldn't be your son," Dex had said. "You'd be the same age."
Sigh.

* * * * *
Stiffness.
Awkwardness.
How do I describe how strange sitting in my son's lap made me feel? But why did it make me feel so strange? It's not as though I hadn't cuddled with my son before, on the couch, watching TV, thinking nothing of it, but now? But now I was in a sexy costume, wearing a thong and a shelf-bra, with the engine's vibrations tightening my thick nipples, seeming to squeeze them and push them out at the same time. And, I had been wet, so fucking wet, from wanting to feel my husband's cock inside of me before going on this drive. And I had had the anticipation of playing with myself for my husband before I had to switch seats with Lana. . . .
Why did I have to be such a pervert?
Beneath me, the Porsche's rumbling pushed my son's groin into my butt. I must have looked every bit the virgin nun, afraid of any cock getting close to her. If I had been a nun, I would have been a nurse-nun because I needed cock in my life. I needed that sweet meat, long and hard, short and fat, any size really—any size would do so long as the man using it knew how to work a woman's pussy.
Christ, what was wrong with me? I looked at the back of my husband's seat, wishing I could smack his head every time he accelerated. Oh, but every time he tested his engine's power, I felt that rumble and that rumble made my son's lap shake beneath me.
Hang onto your butts; this is going to be one hard ride.
I looked away from my husband's seat and down at my thighs, where the hem of my gown had come up enough to show my stocking's thick, lacy welts. Another eighth of an inch, and my thighs would come into view, along with my suspenders. I had looked at myself in my mirror before putting on my gown, getting excited when I saw the black fabric against my smooth skin and the way my garter belt's suspenders framed the triangle of my blonde-haired muffin. Oh, and the cross upon my mound, that playful patch of pubic hair was so naughty I couldn't help but get wet. How fun it had been to get my stylist to wax that shape into my mound so I could surprise my husband the next morning.
No wonder I was so horny; we didn't have sex last night. He was up with Colt, probably drinking and celebrating his future college career, while I was upstairs, playing with myself, dreaming of how hot my new hairdo looked and how hard the fun-loving gesture would make my husband's prick before he put it inside of me.
And it was all for not because I didn't get my fucking quickie.
This couldn't go on. I sat on my son's lap, leaning forward, with my thighs together and my knees bent over his knees, my little feet dangling as though I were sitting on my father's lap and not my son's. My son sat rigid and stiff, breathing as though he were faking sleep with measured pulls of air meant to barely move his body. What was wrong with me?
I turned my head and body to the right, which shifted my butt over my son's bulge once again. A shiver ran through me, tickling my skin against my silk stockings.
"Are you comfortable?" I asked my son.
He turned his face to the side and shrugged, lifting both brows and pursing his lips.
"Well, get comfortable," I said, "because I'm not comfortable either."
"All right," Colt said. "I'd be comfortable if you weren't so stiff."
I rolled my eyes, saying, "You're the stiff one."
A silence hung between us for a second that seemed to stretch for an eternity, but it was only a second. Then my cheeks reddened, and Colt laughed, turned his head to the left, and looked out the window as he slid his butt down the seat and spread his legs a little. I had to place my hands on his thighs to keep my balance as I went up and then down, like riding a small ocean wave. Colt put his left arm along the windowsill while stretching out his right and resting his elbow on the center console.
I waited as he fidgeted, his movement pushing me up and down and side to side as he wiggled his butt and tried to find a comfortable sitting position. Heat warmed my cheeks and forehead. I could feel the soft bulge in his shorts against my butt, and I had to squeeze my thighs together as a tingling sensation licked at my butt crack and tickled my asshole.
A shaky breath left my lungs before I asked, "Comfortable yet?"
"Yeah," Colt said with one last movement that pushed his bulge against my butt again. I lifted my eyes, looking through the roof at the sky as if to say: "Really, God?"
When my son settled down, I took a silent breath and eased myself back against his hard, broad body. He stiffened, and I leaned back further. Fuck it, I thought. The only way to get comfortable is to get comfortable.
"Relax," I whispered, hoping my son could hear me over Dex's driving music and the purr of the engine. "I'm not a real nun."
Colt laughed, but he stayed stiff, so I reached down with both of my hands and squeezed the outsides of his thighs.
"Mom," he whispered, shifting again and again, pushing his meaty bulge against my silk-covered, thong-protected butt.
I laughed, and then he laughed, and as we laughed, he relaxed, melting into the seat beneath him. I smiled, feeling like a good mother, and I relaxed into him, letting my weight settle atop him, butt-to-groin, ass-to-bulge, mother-to-son in a friendly, family way that was no longer awkward.
Was it awkward for my daughter when she sat on Colt? It must have been; she had complained enough about it in the beginning—poor girl. Even relaxed, I felt the power of the engine shooting through my son and into my body—into the one part of my body that enjoyed the rumble the most. Did Lana enjoy that sensation? Yes, she did; she had said as much.
What's the big deal? I thought.
I grew up close to my twin. Had Vanna been a man and my fraternal twin, would it have been any different? I had to suppress a laugh—no threesomes for us. I smiled. Vanna and I had talked about that once, or twice, or a dozen times when we were younger: What if one of us had been a man?
We had shared a bed before and the pullout couch, and it wasn't as if we hadn't cuddled back then. When it came to who slept where, Vanna always spooned me, and the first time Dex introduced us to a strap-on . . . well, I had been the one to put my face down and ass up first.
I took a deep breath as my insides warmed all over again, warmed down in that secret place between my thighs where memories of my twin sister lay. I clenched my ass cheeks, trying to get rid of the feeling, but it didn't help.
In the middle of my memories, my son shifted beneath me again, making me shudder as his bulge pressed into the crack of my ass. What was Colt feeling?
Would he tell me if I asked—no, why would I ask? Just because my nipples had turned into a pair of thick diamond cutters didn't mean I wanted to ask him those kinds of questions. Just because Vanna and I would talk about what we did with each other to please Dex, and a couple of men before him, didn't mean I wanted to know what my son thought of his mother sitting in his lap. I had a twin, and that boundary-crossing activity was a twin thing. It was natural.
But what was Colt feeling?
Stop it, Val, I told myself.
Oh, god, I was hot between my legs. If my gown weren't so tight, I'd fan my top over my breasts. I rubbed my thighs together; I couldn't help myself. The movement pushed me into my son when I shifted them from side to side, and then I heard my son's breath catch.
Sorry, I thought.
Should I say something to him? No, that might embarrass him. I needed to stop thinking about sex, but once I got started. . . . My mind was a terrible thing.
What could I think about instead of sex? I faced forward, looking at the top of my husband's head. I couldn't think about him. Thinking about Dex made me wet, and getting wet made me want to fuck, and wanting to fuck made me want to cum until I was gushing rivers of pussy juice and making a mess on my husband's tasty dick and mouthwatering balls.
Stop it, Val, I thought as my breathing picked up speed.
Fuck; I needed to touch myself.
Then the car swayed, its momentum moving into a turn, pushing me—and Colt—in the opposite direction of the car's motions. I moved over my son's lap, one cheek sliding over the tube of sausage that topped his bulge, then the other cheek as the car shifted directions again. My son's breath caught when I settled back into him, pushing my ass harder against his manly bits than I should have.
No, no, no, this was bad, but it had felt so good. I loved friction against my ass. I loved the spreading of my cheeks as I tried to fight the momentum, and I loved the tingling in my crack and asshole and the buzz running across my perineum and up into my . . . into my . . . oh, god, into my pussy.
This was circumstance, no more.
Circumstance was making my cunny creamy. Circumstance was making a mess in my lacy panties, even with the liner. Why had I bothered with the liner? Once I got wet, nothing could stop the spreading of my juices.
Oh, no, how could I hide getting wet from my son?
I couldn't; I needed to think about something else . . . anything else, but my mind wasn't letting me. Sex had invaded my consciousness, embedding its naughty spirit deep into the gray matter of my brain. Maybe I could hold off until the halfway marker of our journey, a little '50s-style gas station where Dex would make his pit stop and pretend a NASCAR team was working on his car while he chatted with the clerk about what a lovely day it was before making his own pit stop. If I could hold until then, then I could run to the bathroom and ask God for forgiveness while I rubbed the little pink prayer bead cresting my pussy lips.
Damn it; I shouldn't have thought of masturbating. Think, think, think—think of anything but sex, and the sway of the car, and your son's hard body against yours as it trembled to the purr of the engine. Don't think of how broad he is, nor how small he makes you feel, nor that you're sitting on his lap with about two millimeters of cotton and silk between your pussy and a man's cock, and because of that, your panties are now soaking wet.
Oh, god, I closed my eyes to think, but the momentum of the car throwing my body around as my husband switched lanes and accelerated past the other cars made me think of one thing and one thing only: The last time I had sat on Dex's lap in the backseat of a paint-chipped Honda while my twin sat in the lap of the guy she had been dating at the time.
We were with my friends, driving home from the beach in a car that probably cost less than Dex's watch, but so what? His money scared me as much as it thrilled me. In that old Honda, our friends sat in front, the boyfriend driving, his skinny, hippie girlfriend in the passenger seat. I sat behind the driver, like now, and my twin sat across from me. By the end of the day, with the sun setting, we wore only our shirts over our tiny, string bikinis while we sat in the laps of the men who had been our dates.
I squeezed my thighs together, thinking of Dex, and my son uttered a soft, breathy sound as I pressed my bum into his lap.
We had flirted with our dates, laughed, and wiggled around their laps until our shirts rode our rumps upward and ended bunched around our waists. Dex had put his hands on my hips, his thumbs pushing through the underside of my waistband and pressing into my back with his fingers curled around my front. It was the first time I realized how big his hands were. Vanna's date had done the same, and as we drove, the laughter slowly came to an end as the guys moved us back and forth across their laps, making us slippery between our lips as their cocks hardened beneath us.
I closed my eyes, remembering, not aware that I was moving my hips back and forth as I pictured my husband pulling me against his cock, pushing me away, then pulling me back. Was I aware? I don't know, but I couldn't help myself. Vanna had fucked her boyfriend right next to us. And now, my son was right there, beneath me, big and bulging and all man, and here I was, dripping wet and unable to stop my pussy from controlling my mind.
God, god, god, what was I thinking?
But I kept moving. My son wouldn't feel it. He wouldn't know what I was doing. He wouldn't know that I was parting my thighs and hoping to feel his rubbery trunk against the soft curve of my clam, through my dress that was riding up my butt, exposing the tops of my stockings, my garter belt's suspenders, and my thighs. He wouldn't know about the heat spreading through my cunny, dampening my pink insides, and making my pussy lips and yummy clit tingle. He wouldn't know how hard my nipples were because of this, nor would he see the goosebumps rising across my limbs . . . he wouldn't know how good grinding my mommy butt against his crotch felt—no, he wouldn't. And if I touched myself, he wouldn't know I had because I'd be so careful.
And if he did notice, he wouldn't say anything, would he? His mother wouldn't grind her pussy on his soft cock, which seemed to be thickening beneath me, would she? He'd convince himself it was his imagination, no more, that's what he'd do and I could just enjoy the ride my son was giving me. . . .
My thoughts vanished as I felt my son's right hand on my hip, gripping me like his father had when I had been a silly, sex-obsessed, bikini-wearing, nineteen-year-old girl sitting in his lap. Jesus, but my son's hand was a little bit bigger than his father's. But I wasn't a teenager anymore—no, I was a sex-obsessed forty-year-young MILF who hadn't had sex in a day.
I should have sat still. I shouldn't have moved. I should have sat on my son's soft cock and . . . wait, it didn't feel so soft anymore, not through the veil of cloth protecting my backside. Colt wasn't hard, but neither was he soft. There was a swelling going on back there, a thickening like a fire hose filling with water and getting ready to stretch out to its full size.
A chill ran through my body. I shivered, looking toward my daughter, who lay curled against the passenger-side door. I looked forward, unable to see what my husband was doing, but I had been in front enough during our monthly trips to know he had his hands on the wheel, his foot moving from gas to brake, and his eyes fixated on the road. In his head, he was driving in that great NASCAR oval, passing cars on his way to being number one.
I took a deep breath; then, I placed my right hand over my son's hand. Would he move it? No, he didn't move it. Instead, he squeezed my side, sending a buzz through my body that had me shifting my shoulders. Okay, I would stay perfectly still . . . and then my husband sped up, moving to the left to pass a car, then back into the right-hand lane. That was all it took for me to shift to the right, then back to the left, my butt grinding against my son's growing cock, and on my way back to the right, I felt him push against me. I gasped, but between the music and engine's purr, no one upfront seemed to hear a thing.
It wasn't my imagination. I felt my son push against me. I squeezed his hand, and he pushed against me again, the growing thickness below my nearly bare ass forcing me to clench my cheeks. His cock lay right between my firm buns, and the pleasure that shimmied through my crack shook my body. I bit my lower lip to keep from sighing, then I looked upward, still holding onto my lower lip as I looked to the left and right for a way out. There was no way out, and even if there was, my body moved on its own, pushing my butt back into my son's half-swollen shaft hard enough to let him know what I was doing was no accident.
This was bad, and it got worse as his left hand went to my left side, taking hold of me in his strong grip. I dropped my left hand to his hand, then slid my hands down to his wrists, where I squeezed him hard. Colt, the little bastard, moved me back and forth, then around, shifting me across his lap as his cock turned to steel beneath my butt and the little triangle of motherly love between my thighs.
Oh, god, my muff had grown so hot.
Colt spread his legs, and I settled mine between his with my feet touching the floor. I leaned forward a little, pushing my ass back against his dick, feeling the length of his hardness pressing up against me, from the bottom of my cheeks to the upward curve of my pussy.
I closed my eyes and squeezed my son's hands again. Maybe I shouldn't have done that. Maybe I should have let go of my boy's wrists because the moment I squeezed him, he pushed his hips upward, forcing the length of his hard-on against the crevice between my thighs and fucking me forward a couple of inches.
Jesus, I moaned on the inside, thanking God that my son's cock wasn't pointed straight up with the head digging into the dripping wet pussy meat between my legs. Eighteen years ago, my son entered this world through that sexy little hole, and now he wanted back in. . . .



I'm a naughty girl, I thought, but I as the thought ran through my mind, I turned my butt in a circle, grinding on my son's hard-on once again. Oh, yeah, I'm a naughty fuck, all right. So naughty. So nasty. So fucking horny.

If we never talked about this moment to each other, it would be okay, wouldn't it?
I hung my head, still biting my lip, still moaning on the inside as my core flooded with heat and a throbbing sensation entered my pussy, dancing around my lips and clit and releasing my juices into my panties. Oh, god, I had ruined my panties, but I always packed more panties than I needed no matter where I went. I had to. I was a pussy-juice dripping machine, always had been. . . .
I don't know for how long I sat grinding my butt on my son's lap while he pushed his cock against me, but his hands began to move while I did my best not to cry out in pleasure. First, they moved around to my front, massaging me through my silky gown. I drew in shaky breaths then he moved his hands up my sides until his fingers grazed the sides of my breasts.
I had my hands onto my knees by then, but I closed my arms over his hands. I thought I heard him laugh. He humped his cock upwards, then he moved his hands low to my hips, then forward across the skirt of my nun's gown and over my bare thighs. He stopped to trace the suspenders connecting my garter belt to my stockings; then he moved back to my thighs, then my waist, then up my front. I put my hands over his hands, but he kept going. Pleasure raced through me. My nipples tightened, and as his thumbs and forefingers touched the under-curve of my breasts, he slid his hands downward, not stopping until his fingers rested on the welts of my stockings.
My son ran his fingers over the lace, then moved his digits up my suspenders, pulling them away from my skin and letting them snap back into place. The music covered the sound, not that my son lifted them high . . . not in the way his father liked to snap my G-strings.
Then his hands went up again, along my sides until they reached my ribs. My son paused, squeezed, and moved forward and inward below my breasts. He passed my shelf bra quickly, pausing when his fingers touched my exposed skin above the support of my bra. Sighing—wanting more—I waited as my son held the undersides of my tits in the crescents of flesh between this thumbs and forefingers. I watched his hands, unable to look away, my hips turning on their own, pushing my squishy pussy against his hard shaft while spreading my legs so I could feel as much of his pole against my lips as possible. I wanted to lift my skirt up to my hips, but I kept my hands on my knees, careful not to ruin my stockings by digging my fingers into them whenever my clitty tingled with pleasure.
Move your hands, Colt, I thought. Move your fucking hands, you bad boy. Move them for Mommy, come on, move them for Mommy.
His fingers opened and closed against me, the topsides rubbing the bottom of my breasts, making my nipples sing as they tightened further.
Move those hands, Colt. Move them for Mommy. Come on, move them, baby. Move them.
My son's thumbs moved wave-like against my breasts. A tremor ran through me, rushing to my clit, making that little bud of pleasure tingle until I felt like I was going to squirt myself. I lifted my hands and placed my palms against the back of his hands, then I added a subtle amount of pressure, trying to force his palms over my breasts.
Come on, Colt, move those hands.
My son's hands lowered. I nearly screamed, then, without warning, up they went, pushing my silk gown head of them as they closed over my big breasts.
"Ahhhhh," I sighed, wincing, but the music covered my relieved sound.
Colt's big hands held my round breasts perfectly in his palms, his fingers curving around their inner swells. With a hesitant, almost apologetic touch, my son squeezed my tits—uncovered by my shelf bra, practically skin to skin—pushing them inward and testing their perkiness.
I leaned back against my son's chest, looking forward again, but my sleeping daughter and my speed-demon husband couldn't see us. Colt's chest rose and fell against my back. My stud of a son was breathing hard as he held Mommy's tits—it made my pussy cream. I squeezed his hands. He squeezed my tits harder, then he pumped his rock-hard rod upward, bouncing me on his lap for half-a-dozen mommy-pleasing strokes.
I should have never fucked my sister, I thought as my face broke into a helpless mask of pleasure and shame. I wanted to cry, but this felt so good. I should have never masturbated while listening to my dad pound my mother's pussy. I was such a bad girl. I shouldn't like this so much. I turned my hips in a sensual stripper's grind, giving my son's steel bar of a hard-on some love. I shouldn't be such a bad mommy.

What did my twin use to say? Oh, right: What's a little incest between family?
My son's palms pulled away from my tits, but his fingertips stayed connected, closing over my breasts until his thumbs and fingers caught the long, thick nipples he used to suck on for nourishment.
Oh, god, I thought as the silky friction rubbed my aching tit-buds.
His fingers came together, adding pressure to my nipples as my silk gown made my titties tingle. A tremor ran through me. A dirty, mini orgasm that squirted cherry-flavored cum into my soaked panties spread through my lower body. My son rolled my nipples between his naughty fingers. I shuddered as pleasure rolled through my body, making me hump my hips back and forth over his stiff pole.
Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned. . . .
My son pulled my nipples outward.
Oh, yeah, I moaned in silence as an electric surge of pain that hurt so good stretched my nipples outward.
My son gave my nipples a soft twist then he pulled them again. I clenched my eyes as I rocked my butt across my son's cock. Its length and hardness tickled me between my legs, causing heat to bloom beneath my mound. God, god, god, this shouldn't have felt so good.
Colt gave my breasts one last squeeze before dropping his hands down my stomach again. I let go of his hands and cupped my breasts, where I rubbed my palms over my nipples in tight circles, bending them, stretching them, wishing I had someone to suck them.
I looked at the back of my husband's headrest, thinking, If I could let my twin sister suck my nipples for him, then he could suck my nipples while our son—oh, god, no, what was I thinking?
A fluttering of sparks danced through my stomach as my son tickled my belly button. I licked my lips as his hands went lover, leaving a trail of goosebumps behind them. He reached my waist, then my thighs, then he moved over my short skirt, back to my stockings. He played with the welts and suspenders again, then moved upward, his thumbs catching on the hem of my gown and pushing it up and up and up until it lay bunched against my waist. I could see my small, lacy panties as I looked between my thighs. What was I thinking? Why had I worn those panties?
Colt's hands went down my legs, sinking inward, touching the fleshy part of my inner thighs as he pushed his fingers down to my knees. My breathing quickened as he pulled his hands back up my legs, pulling them apart, touching me where I was damp and hot.
Oh, god, I thought. He's going to do it. My son is going to . . . uh, mmm, yeahhhhh!

My son's fingertips had pushed deep between my legs, touching me where the lacy edges of my thong panties met the small depression between my inner thighs and outer labia. He pressed on the soft flesh of my outer labia, running his fingers up and down, tracing the oval shape of my outer lips. I wanted to scream. I wanted to cry. I should have wanted it to end!
Instead, I bit my lip as my son pushed his fingers inward, pressing my outer lips together over my inner folds and pinching my clit between the upper edges of my soaking wet pussy lips.
"Uh," I squeaked in my throat, like a little girlish mouse afraid of being caught with her hand in the cookie jar.
My son pulled his fingers away, pulling my lips outward, stretching them away from the stickiness dripping out of me. He pushed his fingers in, then pulled out, squeezing my pussy lips, then puffing them out against my panties, then pulling them apart. This was too much. He was hugging my clit with my upper folds in a rhythm that had me rocking my butt against his cock like a whore in heat.
Squeeze-puff-pull.
Oh my god.

Squeeze-puff-pull.
Oh my fucking god.
Squeeze-puff-pull.
Mmm, baby, mmm, you bad boy.
Squeeze-puff-pull.
Oh, you naughty bastard. You naughty fucking—mmm—bastard.
Squeeze-puff-pull . . . Oh, yeah, Colt, I'm almost there. My clitty throbbed, shooting bolts of ecstasy so deep into my body that my asshole clenched, and my nipples tightened. They ached so bad I had to pinch and pull them as I rocked my pussy harder against my son's naughty cock.
Oh yeah, oh yeah, oh yeah, oh—
"Pit stop!" Dex said over his music.
"Oh, no," I said aloud as Colt pulled his fingers away from my pussy.
You have gotta be fucking kidding me!

Dex guided the Porsche to the right, slowing down as we curved away from the highway toward the old '50s -style gas station that marked the halfway point of the trip.
As we pulled into the station, stopping at the full-service pump, I looked down at myself, shaking my head. Here I was, dressed as a nun, sitting on my son's thick cock, which I had drenched in my pussy juice and . . . and . . . and I couldn't believe it. But another thought came to me as I sat there in disbelief, a dirty thought: How many priests and nuns had done this for real? How many priests had pulled their sexy nuns into a confessional and asked them about their sins, all the while pulling their gowns up their thighs so they could get a piece of that religious pussy? God, if I was a nun, you couldn't stop me from crying out, "Father, Father, oh, fuck me, Father," every night of the week.
Fuck me silly—I had to put an end to this.
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Pit Stop
"Does anybody want anything?" Dex asked as my daughter said, "I need to use the restroom," and exited the car with her little backpack in hand.
"A large bottle of water," my son said.
I looked at my daughter's empty seat. I watched my husband throw open his door and slide his seat backward until he could exit the car comfortably. I felt my son's rock-hard cock throbbing beneath me, and a lightning bolt zigzagged through my mind.
"I want one of those small blankets," I said, trying to control my breathing.
"A blanket?" Dex asked, turning his head as far as he could. "I can turn on the heater."
I pushed my door open and exited the car, my legs trembling when I tried to stand up straight. Dex followed my lead, leaving his keys in the ignition as always. I closed my door and stepped up to my husband, pushing my tits against his polo-shirt-covered chest. The friction made my nipples tingle.
"I'm practically naked," I said, looking into my husband's eyes and grabbing onto his shoulders. "I'm sitting in our son's lap with nothing but my thong protecting me from his lap." I had lost control. "You got me so wet upstairs before we left"—did I see a glint of humor in my husband's eyes—"and I can feel the power in that car right between my legs." Why was I saying this to my husband? "You know how horny I get. Get me a damn blanket."
"Okay," Dex said, smiling. "One thin, piece-of-shit gas station blanket coming up."
"Thank you."
As my husband headed inside with visions of his pit crew working on his Porsche in his head, I looked through the car at my daughter's empty seat.
"Top her off and clean off the windows," my husband called to the full-service attendant as he headed into the station. "Quickly though, I got to get back on the road; there's a big tip in it for you."
I ignored the odd looks my nun's habit got me as I walked around the car—Halloween was a day away—and opened the passenger door. "We're sitting in front," I said, my eyes focusing on the tent lifting my son's cotton shorts, and what a fucking tent it was. A little bit bigger than his father . . . in every way.
"Something wrong?" Colt asked.
I looked up from his shorts, where his knob pressed against the cotton. Was he wearing his boxer briefs? I didn't think he was. I met my son's eyes, and I could see he knew where I was looking. Is something wrong? Was he fucking with me?
"I want more legroom," I said. "Lana can sit in the back." I look at my son's cock again, not saying anything about his hard-on, and when I look back into his eyes, knowing that he knew where I had been looking, a tremor ran through my shoulders. "Your sister can't sit in your lap with . . . with how she's feeling."
"She won't mind," Colt said.
I glared at my son.
"Okay," Colt said, and maybe I saw a smile crept onto his lips. It was hard to say. My son always had this happy-go-lucky air about him and a wicked sense of humor.
He didn't get out of the car. Instead, he lifted his feet, thrust them between the two front seats, and pulled himself over the center console with an athlete's ease and sense of body control. He settled in the passenger seat—which Lana had already pushed as far back as it could go—and said, "Climb aboard, Mom."
I looked over the Porsche's roof, giving the attendant a quick look as he cleaned the rear windshield, then I turned forward, lowered my butt, which caused my gown's hem to rise, and I slid into the car—right atop my son's cock with my skirt around the middle of my ass.
"Uhhh," I moaned as his knob pressed between my cheeks, tickling my asshole before slipping forward and grinding into the lace of my panties right where my pussyhole lay. I had needed to release that moan.
"Mmm," Colt moan-grunted, keeping his lips closed, the sound coming from his throat. His hands found my hips as I pulled the door shut.
"Just need to get comfortable," I said, moving my panty-clad pussy against my son's rigid cock.
"Sounds—mmm—good," Colt whispered.
What was I doing? I was supposed to be putting an end to this.
"When your—mmm—father gets back," I huffed, "we'll have to have to have—oh—found our spots."
"I know," Colt moaned. "I know, Mom, trust me—I, uh—I know." She thrust hard against me. "I'm just looking for your spot right now."
My cheeks reddened.
Together, my son and I moved my little butt and wet cunny over his glans, making sure to keep the head of his prick pressed against the warm folds of my maternal pillow. The attendant came around the front and started cleaning the windshield. I didn't care, not even when he looked in and saw my nun's gown around my waist, exposing my stockings and garter belt's suspenders, and the black, lacy silk cupping the triangle of my mound. But, after half a minute of staring between my legs, I dipped my head low and glared at him, and he started cleaning the windshield once again.
"Colt, we have to stop," I said when I felt his fingers slip below the hem of my gown.
"Soon, Mom," Colt said, breathing into my neck through my nun's veil.
I shivered, then my eyes widened as my son pushed my panties down my thighs. Lucky for him, I had put them on over my suspenders because I was in a hurry to leave this afternoon. I tried to spread my legs open, whispering, "No, Colt, no," but he let me sink between his thighs, and he used his legs to close my legs. My cheeks burned red as my panties passed my knees and fell to my feet—I hadn't put up much of a fight against my son's demanding strength. With a helpless sigh, I kicked my panties off my feet, then used my heels to push them under our seat.
I had no panties on . . . my son had his hands on my waist, touching my garter belt and my hot skin, and he was pulling and pushing me across his cotton-covered cock, and I wasn't stopping him.
"You're not wearing your boxers, are you?" I panted as a buzzing sensation warmed my cunny and clitty and suffused my core with the growing heat of orgasmic ecstasy.
"No," Colt sighed.
"You can't—mmm—drink before these trips again," I said, wondering what Lana would have done if she had known her brother wasn't wearing his boxers while she sat on his lap.
"Okay," was all my pussy-pleasing son said.
I shook my head, first left, then right, and that's when I saw Dex and Lana standing outside the gas station's front doors. Dex had my blanket in his hands, tearing the plastic packaging open and pulling out the cheap cloth before he tossed the plastic into a red-painted garbage can.
"Stop, Colt, stop," I whimpered just as his cotton-covered knob split my pussy lips apart, allowing his spongy tip to rub the entrance of my pink hole. "Your father"—oh, it felt so good—"and sister are coming."
Colt grunted, but he stopped using me as his personal knob polisher. Watching my husband and daughter, I fixed my nun's gown, pulling it under my ass. Seeing my daughter coming toward us, I lowered the window a couple of inches and said, "You're in back now."
Lana gave me a surprised look, but then she walked around the car, opened the rear door, and got in. She closed the door, leaned against it, and closed her eyes; poor girl but lucky me.
Dex opened his door, saying, "Here you go, Mother Theresa," as he handed the blanket to me and got into the car. "And here's your water, Colt; don't spill it."
Colt put the water in the center console's cupholder, and it was big enough to cause some viewing problems if my husband looked down at our laps.
But . . . my husband didn't look in my direction until he finished moving his seat forward—he didn't say anything about Colt and me having moved upfront—and he only looked in our direction to check the angle of his side-view mirror.
I unfolded the blanket and placed it over my body from my stomach down, and Dex never questioned how this would make me feel less naked in my son's lap. Instead, my husband had put the car into drive, keeping his foot on the break as he checked the mirrors and planned his path back to the highway through his windshield.
"And here we go," Dex said, hitting the gas and taking off as fast as safely possible.
"Dex," I said, feeling my son's cock pressing into my naked butt, "those storm clouds are getting closer, drive fast, but don't kill us."
"Can I cut out another ten minutes?" Dex asked himself. After a second, my husband pulled his right hand from the steering wheel and gave me the thumbs-up signal, never once taking his eyes off the road. . . .
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An Early Halloween Treat
Oh, that engine made my pussy purr over my son's cock. Cotton-covered or not, I felt that head digging into the bare lips of my twat. Thank God for my son's shorts. I looked down at my nun's habit—thank God indeed.
My son had started moving his hands the moment I had covered us with the blanket. I didn't know what he intended, not with his father right next to us, but his father had his eyes on the road, hidden behind his sunglasses, and they only faced forward.
Colt, I thought when his fingers slid to the sides of my thighs and began edging my gown up my body, knock it off.
I wasn't telepathic, and if he was, he wasn't listening. I tried to stay still as my hem crawled over my skin, but when my hem reached my butt, my son gave it a hard tug. He didn't move much, but he didn't have to, mostly using his right hand that was hidden from his father's inattentive gaze.
I dug my right elbow into my son's ribs, but he only tugged harder while slipping his left hand beneath my hem. My son waited for my husband to switch to the left lane again, then he gave my hem another hard tug, baring my ass and pussy once again.



God, I thought as his cock pressed harder against me. Fine, grind me on your dick, Colt; I won't fight you.
But my fucking son had other plans.
His hands left me, and I felt him try to push down his shorts a little at a time. I shook my head and pulled the blanket further up my body as if that could protect me. Colt gave his shorts a shove, but he couldn't get them down.
Again, my husband switched to the left lane so he could pass a car on the right, and as he did, Colt humped his hips upward, bouncing me on his lap as he pushed his shorts down his thighs. By the time his father looked left, I had sat back down on my son's bare cock. His swollen meat lay horizontally between us like a balance beam made of iron that my pussy was now straddling.
Oh my god, I thought, feeling the thickness of that pole pushing upwards against my muffin folds. This wasn't happening—but it was, and my pussy was kissing the topside of my son's cock and leaving it soaked. Looking down, I saw our blanket dissolve into nothing, and the image of my son's knob sitting between my thighs as his shaft pressed into my slutty crevice filled my mind with pornographic glee.
I shook my head again, then looked around as the world seemed to brighten. I felt . . . funny, lightheaded, like I was floating. Was I going to faint? I had never fainted before. I had never—
Oh, oh—oh, no!
Colt had slid me forward and his ass back as far as it could go. His knob touched my backdoor, then slid forward into the bottom of my pussy lips. What was happening? This couldn't be happening. My pussy throbbed, my clitty tingled, and my nipples ached. Oh boy, oh fucking boy, my son was not about to fuck me. No way. No fucking way.
Why not; you've fucked your sister, I thought. And she's fucked you to please your husband and each other.
I pushed myself down on Colt's lap hard. I wouldn't let him do this. Even though his glans against my lips made my cunny hum and my juices run. A sexual heat ran through me, warming my core. I slid backward, pressing my bare ass against my son's waist and getting his mushroom tip back between my thighs. With my right hand, I reached down and squeezed the outside of his thigh, then I slid my hand between my legs, moving the blanket as little as possible. I took a deep breath, then I reached between us and grabbed my son's knob, giving it a hard squeeze.
Colt sighed and squirted a messy wad of precum into my palm.
I looked at his father, who had his eyes on the road as our car flew down the highway. The faster my husband drove, the more I felt the engine's power surging through my son and into my pussy, making me tingle all over. What would his cock feel like with that power reverberating through him?
No, don't think about that! But it was too late. Like every sexual adventure I had ever been on, by the time I came to my senses, it was already too late, and I wasn't even close to regaining my senses.
I squeezed my son's knob again, then ran my cum-slick thumb over the head of his cock. He shook beneath me. His big hands found my waist, and he grabbed onto me, pushing me forward and pulling me back, using slow movements as I tried to keep my upper body still while my pussy played Slip 'N Slide on my son's juicy dick.
You're going to do this, I thought, or my pussy thought for me, I didn't know. If men could think with their little heads, then I could think with my twat. You've got to, just this once, and you'll never talk about it. Never ever. Never ever ever.
I stretched my left hand from under the blanket, careful not to reveal too much, and I turned the music up a little bit more. Dex said nothing, staying focused on the road. I pulled my hand back, reached down, and squeezed my son's right thigh, then I turned to my left and looked into the backseat, lifting my ass as I did. My son's cock sprang up as much as it could, finding the bottom of my slit as if guided by God.
"You feeling okay, Lana?" I said, trying to keep the tremors of pleasure from my voice.
Lana lay still against the door, sleeping; I hadn't spoken that loud to her.
As I went to sit back down, I felt the head of my son's cock between my pussy folds. He had his fist around his shaft, holding his magic wand straight up. With his eyes on the road, my husband never noticed how I lifted my body higher than I needed to or how I slid my pussy onto my son's knob then sank down upon his dick. My husband, Colt's father, didn't see me bite my lip or look at him with an, I'm so sorry expression, nor did he see my eyes widen as I slowly lowered myself down the meatiest cock shaft I had ever felt in my life.
"Uh," I moaned, unable to stop myself, but I held most of the emotion back within my chest, then I clenched my teeth as I slid down my son's hard pole.
Oh, oh, oh, I moaned within my head as that wonderful, almost painful stretch spread my pussy lips wide. Even with my thighs spread beneath the blanket, getting that cock up my cunny tunnel was a tight fit. The tingling in my pussy spread outward, from my lips to my clit to my asshole to my stomach and down my thighs, unrelenting in the pleasure it brought me. My face burned hot, and I looked at myself in the side view mirror, seeing the pink flush in my cheeks and nose—I had the expression of a woman taking a cock for the first time.
When I finally sat my naked ass against my son's lap, a low groan left my lungs, but my husband never turned his head—he was in the middle of passing a car.
God, I thought, I can feel my baby boy in my guts.
Just a little bigger than his father? Maybe, but that extra bit of thickness and half-a-head more of cock was big enough to make me feel like a virgin again. Thank God I was wet. Thank God I was so juicy down there. Thank God my cunny had creamed itself for the last forty minutes, turning me into a gushing well of ready-to-be-fucked pussyhole.
God, I'm a slut, I thought, but I wasn't a slut for just anyone. I was a slut for my husband. I loved being a slut for Dex, and now I was a slut for my son and his big, juicy dick. I want to suck it. I hung my head, looking down through the blanket, trying to picture that big mean dick inside of my poor little pussy, bullying my lips open right before it rode me like an animal all night long.
My son flexed his cock inside of me.
My nipples tightened—Jesus, that swelling of his fuck-trunk had sent a spasm of ecstasy through me that left my toes shaking in my tennis shoes. I wanted to turn around, lift my legs, and put those shoes on either side of my son's head as he split me in half.
Do it, baby, just tear my pussy up, I thought, but we couldn't fuck like that in the car. Even my speed-obsessed husband would notice that kind of fucking.
Colt swelled his cock again. I moaned in silence. My boy gripped my waist with his left hand, pushed his right under my right ass cheek, laying his little finger in my crack, and he gave my bun a hot squeeze, then he moved me on his cock.
Oh, fuck!
He moved me slowly, slightly, but move me on his dick he did, swelling his cock as he used my pussy as his own personal fuck-slot. He turned his hips, rubbing his spongy, yet oh-so-firm, head against my soft insides, making me feel his dick up there—letting me know what kind of fucking I could expect when we were alone.
When? my mind shouted at me. When? We can't do this again.
But we're gonna, I thought, lost in the tide of bliss that was my son's cock. We're gonna. We're gonna get this cock again. Yes, we are. Yes, we fucking are.
What the hell was wrong with me?
It didn't matter because I started moving my butt in tiny circles while trying to keep my upper body still. Not that it mattered, my husband had his eyes on the road, focused behind his sunglasses, while his son fucked me in the seat next to him. It felt so good, but I wanted more. I wanted a nice, long cock-pump up my tight pussy.
As if reading my mind, the next time my husband passed a car, my son bounced me on his cock. Up I went, shaking, and down I came, losing my breath when his dick filled me up again. His knob hit something soft, sending a wave of pleasure through my body and a stream of light through my vision. Again, the next time my husband passed a car, up my cunny went, down it came, making me grunt behind my closed lips. That's what I needed. Fuck, just give me a good pounding half a dozen times, and I'd come. But we didn't have that kind of freedom, did we?
No, fuck, we didn't.
Instead, I leaned back against my son and turned my hips in a circle, grinding my pussy on my son's teen meat. I lowered my right hand to his wrist and pulled his hand upward over my thigh and garter suspenders and between my legs where I was the hottest. My boy got the idea, and he ran his hands down my wet muff, playing with my pubic hair cross, then going lower as a surge of body-shaking pleasure filled my body. When his middle finger touched my clit, I came, clenching my teeth and looking to the left, outside of my window, as my lower body humped my son's cock back and forth.
Oh, holy shit, I moaned on the inside as my body trembled and my face tightened. Oh, oh, oh, oh god, mmm, fuck, yeah.
I grabbed my son's hand, trying to get his finger off my buzzing jewel, but there was no fighting his strength. He ground me against his dick, flexed his shaft inside of me, and fingered my pearl without giving me a break.
Oh, shit—no! I thought as I came again. No, no, no!

This time, I lowered the window a few inches, doing the same for the back window. I think my husband glanced at us, but he said nothing as the wind tore through the car, cooling my sweating body as another mini orgasm rolled through me.
Fuck, my son was going to get us caught.
I grabbed his soaking wet fingers again. I pulled up, and the little bastard slid his hand up and under my dress, over my slender tummy, and grabbed onto my right breast. My nipple throbbed beneath his palm, bending as he rubbed my tit in a circle. Electric pulses shot through me, and I arched my back, forcing my ass harder into his lap and my pussy lower onto his cock. His knob pushed through me, searching for the closest thing I had to virgin pussy meat. I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from crying out as I came again. This time, my son only swelled his cock within me as I bathed his incest dick in my golden honey.
Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, I thought. I couldn't do this anymore. I couldn't.
"No more," I begged, sounding helpless and beat and on the verge of tears. "No more."
"We're almost there," my husband said. "I can't slow down now."
I looked up through the windshield. I recognized the hills around us. Mansions appeared on my left every quarter-mile with short roads leading to their courtyards. We were almost to my in-laws' home. Thank God. My son squeezed my tit again, but he didn't grind me on his cock, so I let him have my breast and my nipple as I sat as still as I could with his prick buried deep inside me. Still, without him moving, I felt every little surge of power the Porsche's engine had, and by the time we pulled into my in-laws' driveway, I had come one more time. It had been so tiny . . . but oh-so-good.
Finally, the road trip was over . . . but wait, my son hadn't come yet.
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One Last Ride
"Holy shit," Dex said, looking at his watch. "That's a new record, baby." He turned to me, then leaned toward me, smiling. "And you know why? Because you let me drive fast."
He pursed his lips, leaning closer to me, and I leaned into him, pressing my lips to his while his son's dick stretched my pussy from top to bottom.
"And," he said when we broke the kiss, "I didn't use the restroom at the pit stop."
I uttered a breathy laugh as my son swelled his prick inside of me.
Dex opened the door, calling, "I'll send someone for the bags," as he raced toward his parents' home.
"Mom," Colt whispered in my ear, pushing his lips against my nun's veil. "I need to come."
"But," I gasped as my son grabbed my ass and raised me up his cock, "your sister."
He dropped me on his dick, knocking the air out of me. He lifted me again, emptying my pussy, then dropped me again, making me gasp. Lana made a noise. I threw my blanket off my body, looking down at my stockings, at my garters, at my nearly bald mound, and my son's big balls beneath my vanilla pie. Holy shit, this was hot! Then my son bounced me on his lap while jackhammering his rock-hard dick into my pussy.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!" I gasped in surprise at the sudden ramming.
"What," Lana said, yawning, "what's going—Colt! Mom too!"
Mom too?
Lana opened her door, exiting as my son bounced me on his lap. She turned around and said, "You asshole!"
She stamped her foot and slammed the door, walking off toward the house.
"She'll—mmm—get over it," Colt moaned. "We're allowed to—oh, fuck, Mom, that pussy's good—fuck other women."
How could I be so—oh, oh, oh, fuck—stupid!
"Hurry, Colt," I gasped, looking through the windshield at my in-law's backdoor. "Hurry before someone comes."
"Help me come, Mom," Colt said, sliding his ass down the seat and holding me by my ass cheeks. "Work that pussy on my dick."
I huffed, I puffed, I moaned as his dick hit me deep. I drew my knees back, closing my thighs and puffing out my pussy, then I placed my feet on the dashboard and held myself up, giving my son's long prick some room to thrust. Colt moaned, picked up his pace, and soon the sexy sounds of his lap smacking my ass filled the car.
I squeezed my pussy muscles as my insides spasmed. My son stretched me so much, and now that he was piston-fucking my soaking wet snatch, my entire body wanted to burst in ecstasy. Colt jackhammered me, fuck, he fucked me like a thoroughbred sprinting for its life. My clitty swirled with unreleased pleasure as my son's fuck-stick plunged the cum out of my body. I reached down with my left hand, sliding my fingers over my mound, getting the tips on my clit between my thighs. With my right hand, I reached around my ass cheek, found my son's balls, and massaged them.
"Oh, oh, oh, fuck—Mom!" Colt shouted, burying his bone to the balls inside of my cunt.
"Colt!" I screamed as the pleasure building within me exploded, sending wave after wave of orgasmic bliss through my body. I had never felt so wet between my legs. I had never drenched my husband's balls with this much cum. I had never in my life came so hard. . . . This was something every mother should experience with her son, or sons, however many she had. . . .
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After
I stood in my son's room, having changed out of my nun's costume and into a pair of jeans and a T-shirt with a proper bra cupping my tits and a pair of lacy, boy short panties protecting my tender twat.
Colt was sitting on his bed, with the gas station blanket around his waist and his half-filled bottle of water in his right hand. He had poured it on his lap to explain why he was so wet. His sister, my daughter—his sister!—sat next to him on his bed, in her sweats. She didn't look so mad now as I stared down at her. My maternal gaze had knocked them back into their childhoods.
I had a speech prepared to throttle them with, but then I saw their costume lying on the bed next to them. It was a tandem costume of a hotdog bun and a wiener. My son would wear the hotdog bun, and connected to him from the front, his sister would wear the wiener. I ignored my children as I checked their costumes and found what I knew I'd find: A hole that would allow them to secretly fuck in the middle of everyone: friends, family, guests, and the catering staff—everyone!
I looked at my adult children, and they shrank back from me.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" I asked, and after a harsh mother-to-her-children scolding, I went back to my room and washed the cum out of my nun's costume in secret.
Later that night, I dressed as a nun once again for my in-laws' Halloween party, but this time I wore my come-fuck-me heels, and I left my panties in the drawer.

* * * * *
If you've read this far, click a 5 star.
Comment, email, vote, etc.
Your time is appreciated; thanks for reading.
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#12


Abbey's Secret Life

Entry #1 - Thoughts
If my brother can keep a journal, so I can I. His little book just sits in his room, tempting me to read his thoughts, but I won't, but I want to, but I won't. There isn't a place in our home where he could keep it hidden from me, and there's not a lock in the house that I can't get into (for now). I could read his journal, but I won't.
*Smiles*. I used to call Timmy "Timmy Bear" back when I first met him. (When I first remembered meeting him the day Dad dropped me off at Mom's house and said, "Don't forget I love you. This is goodbye for now, not forever. We'll see each other again." What kind of Dad does that to his daughter? I don't call him "Dad" anymore--not to his face.
Maybe I'll start calling Timmy "Timmy Bear" again.
Entry #2 - Randomness
I'm not going to use my journal to keep my life in order. When I get a thought, I'll write it down, whether it's from ten days ago or ten years. Chaos, baby!
Entry #3 - Strange
Something "strange" is going on in my home. I'm more tempted by the day to look through my brother's journal.
Entry #4 - The Upstairs Man
I met Vicki after school today, something that started about a week after we both turned eighteen. Vicki is Lana's cousin. She's eighteen and one-hundred-percent Polish American, unlike Lana. She's also a senior, whereas I'm stuck at being a junior. (Thanks, Dad.)
In truth, I could have graduated high school before I was old enough to enter junior high, but we, Dad and I, didn't see the point in growing up fast. I don't see the point in growing up slow, either. (I'm digressing.)
Vicki was a girl who I met in a strange place. Diana had asked me if I wanted a ride home today, but I had brought my board, as I always do, and so I said, "Next time."
"But, I'm getting burgers," Diana said as we stood outside her car. "Big, greasy, fat burgers with cheese and tomatoes and mushrooms and onions and all of that unhealthy shit we can eat now while we're young."
"Another time," I said. "I mean it."
Diana looked at me. I could see her mind working behind her blue eyes. I could hear her words already. "You're not a talker today, are you?" she'd say, not ask, but say. It was one of those rhetorical questions. Then she'd prod me to talk until she was sure the sunlight shined on every corner of my world, but I had things to do today. So, I stepped forward and hugged her, pressing my lean, wiry body against her all-American athleticism.
As always, her big tits reminded me that I had no tits. I didn't have small tits. I didn't have little handfuls. I had no tits. I had Keira Knightley's tits. I Katherine Moennig's tits. No, I had Zendaya's tits with a more athletic body. I had pectorals where my tits should have been, LOL. But, even so, no one could mistake me for a "little girl." I was as tall as Diana. I was "beautiful" (according to Diana), and I guess my beauty was evident in my reflection. I was a short-haired gamine, but I had those regal lines, high cheekbones--Fuck it: I looked like Tinker Bell or Sleeping Beauty with my hair long, the classic animations. Enough about my tits. (Enough about me. I'm not as "beautiful" as Diana tells me I am. She's always been too nice to me.)
I waited until my sister drove off before I dropped my board and pushed my way across the parking lot, where I met Vicki, who was waiting in her Subaru, behind her metalized windows that barred people from seeing the interior of her car.
I didn't knock on the window when I reached the passenger side door. I grabbed the handle, opened it, tossed my backpack on the floor, and got in with my board standing between my knees. I shut the door, and Vicki drove off.
It wasn't until we were off school property that Vicki asked, "Where are we going today? The house, the neighborhood, or downtown?"
"The neighborhood," I said, thinking back on the text I had sent during lunch.
We didn't talk for the rest of the drive.
I had worn my fitted, black baseball cap with a shapeable brim to school, along with metallic red basketball shorts and a buttoned-up jersey. Underneath my jersey, I wore a black, wraparound tube top that covered my tits and nothing more. I didn't bother with a bra since the tube top kept my little titties in place, and the jersey covered my nipples whenever they turned hard, typically around some of my friends and a few of the teachers. I went around school with only the jersey buttons covering my tits done up.
During the drive, I took off the jersey and stuffed it into my backpack. From a secret pouch I had sewn into the pack, I fetched a pre-rolled joint, fit it to a glass filter, and pushed the joint behind my right ear. I then sat without making a sound until Vicki pulled into a gated driveway in an affluent neighborhood on the border of the suburbs and the city. As we waited behind the gate, I logged into my phone and sent a text. The gate opened, and a tight, twisting motion hardened my bright pink nipples. Vicki pulled into the property, stopping long enough to lower her window so I could show my face to Tattooed Jake, who waved us in.
"Why don't you have to pay?" Vicki asked me as she always asked me.
"Lucky, I guess," I answered as I always answered.
They had tried to recruit Vicki. She was a short, slender, and small-breasted girl, but her tits looked big on her petite frame, and her ass looked big beneath her narrow waist. She had passed on their offer, and now she couldn't get into the place without me. The one day in a year that we had both been in the same place at the same time....
Vicki drove through the roundabout and around the side of the house with a custom-built parking lot. She found a space and parked her car, then leaned back and took a deep breath.
"Smoke first?"
"Yes," Vicki said, sighing. "Please."
I pulled the J from my ear, and we lit up in Vicki's car, passing it back and forth and saying nothing. I relaxed as the THC warmed my body. The blush that ran through my light skin sent a pinkish swirl through my cheeks. As the smoke filled my lungs, my mind slowed, as did my breathing, as did Vicki's breathing. I let her have the last couple of hits, and then we sat in her smoke-filled car, like fat men in a sauna.
"Am I giving you a ride home?" Vicki asked.
"Yeah," I said, pushing the door open. "Text me when you're ready to go."
I led the way to a pair of cellar doors at the side of the mansion near the parking lot. Tracksuit Tony stood by the closed doors, dressed in his trademark tracksuit, but I doubt the no-neck thug ever moved faster than a walking pace.
"ID," he said, looking at Vicki.
"You know me," Vicki said.
I said nothing.
"Eighteen and over only," Tony said. "You're a guest of a member. We card."
Vicki pulled her ID out of her back pocket. Tony scanned it, looked it over, then nodded his head as he always did. I walked away from the cellar doors as Tony pulled them open.
"Hey," Vicki said before I managed to get two steps away from her. "You're going to go see him, right?"
I turned around and managed to keep the frown off my face.
"Introduce me to the Man Upstairs," Vicki said.
"You didn't want to work for him, so you don't want to meet him."
"I do want to meet him."
"He doesn't want to meet you."
"They tried to recruit me."
"If you don't want to pay to see the show, take them up on their offer," I said. "Or tell Tony you want to blow the Man Upstairs, and he'll set it up."
Tony made a face.
"Do you blow him?" Vicki asked.
"Yeah," I said. "Every time I come by."
Tony frowned and shook his head at me from behind Vicki.
"I can't do that yet," Vicki said, sighing. "I'll text you when I'm ready to go."
I waited for Vicki to walk down into the cellar. As Tony closed the doors behind her, he looked at me again and shook his head. I sighed and continued around to the front of the mansion, up the steps, and inside, where the downstairs furnishings were so sparse, you'd think the owner had spent all of his money on buying the property.
I jogged up the steps of the front room's staircase, ignoring the looks of the men sitting on the couches as they looked up from their titty magazines. I walked down the East Wing's hallway, doing my best to ignore the moans coming from behind the doors. I had to stop for a minute as from behind one door, I could hear the loud moans of some guy and the constant, out-of-breath grunts of some lady. I wanted to press my ear to the door and listen to the way that man was riding that woman. She sounded beat, physically, mentally, and she sounded like she never wanted the pussy pounding to end.
Between my legs, a warm pool of liquid grew, wetting my boyshorts panties, but knowing there were cameras on me, I continued down the hallway to a large, iron door. I pushed it open and stepped inside, closing the door behind me.
A tall, athletic man about an inch shorter than Timmy looked up from the desk: He had black hair with specks of gray, and he wore a pair of small reading glasses on his lean face. On his cherry wood desk sat a laptop, a money counter, an open, silver briefcase full of loose cash, and two closed briefcases stacked beside it. In the corner of the room, sleeping on a small couch, was Fred, who opened an eye to look at me before closing it again.
"I've told you to knock before you entered my office," the Guy Upstairs said. "It's polite."
"I told you to lock the doors," I said. "And then I'd knock."
"I saw you on the cameras, as I always do," he said and pressed a button on the underside of his desk. Behind me, several steel latches slid into place, locking the door. "Always use the back stairs to come and see me, no matter what place I'm working at for the day. I don't want the clients in the waiting room remembering who you are." He took a breath. "Do you need anything? Money?"
I shook my head as I stared at him.
"You sure? I have more than enough now; you know that."
"I just wanted to say hi."
He nodded and asked, "That's it? Nothing else? Are you sure? Maybe you'd like me to go online and order you a decent shirt?"
"I want a pound of weed," I said, trying to stand straighter so I could push my itty bitties outward. "A bottle of pills. A bag of blow. Something I can sell on the street."
He shook his head at me.
"Laugh," I said. "It was a joke."
"Ha," he said.
"Fine, I'm going to the cellar. I want to see them wrestle."
He looked down at his computer, put his hands on the keys, and tapped one finger up and down, making little clicking sounds, but he didn't speak, nor did he type, unless it was the same continuous letter materializing across his screen.
"I'll see you around," I said as I turned away from him. "I want them to be my age, and the girl needs to have small tits."
The Man Upstairs pressed his desk button. The bolts slid free, and I left his office, heading to the cellar from inside the house.
Entry #5 - A Thought
I wonder if Timmy keeps his journal in order?
Entry #6 - The Cellar
I'm not sure I should write this next part down...fuck it, I could always destroy it later.
Whoever owned the mansion before the Man Upstairs had built a wine cellar you could live in, with multiple rooms and racks able to reach as high as fifteen feet. I walked through the cellar, still with my titties pushed forward, but I kept the brim of my hat low. Security said nothing to me, other than Horrible Ralph, who stopped me at the fuck-mat entrance and whispered, "We've cleared and cleaned your spot, so sit there this time"--his voice dropped to the level of barely discernable--"out of the security cameras' line of sight." His voice rose back to a whisper when he spoke again. "Keep your phone in your pocket this time, or we're gonna have to take it from you and you'll have to get it back from him."
"What if I need to text someone?" I asked. "C'mon, Horrible; I'm won't record the show again."
"Text from out here," he said.
I sighed, but I nodded as I walked through a short tunnel between two bleachers and into a square room with tiered, leather-padded seating. Smoke hung in the air (not the cigarette kind), but it couldn't hide the smell of pussy and sex in the room. I didn't search for Vicki (I never do) as I prowled through the darkness and climbed the elevated rows of leather up to the east corner. As I moved through the scattered crowd up to my corner perch, the wetness between my legs grew thicker, making each step a little slippery slide for my cunny lips until I sat, my soaked panties pressing into my small bubble butt and the meaty clam below my asshole. I pressed my back into the corner of the bleachers, pushed my ass to the edge of my seat, and watched the show in silence.
Within a padded square, spotlit from above by a dozen recessed lights, I watched an older man with gray chest hairs between the legs of a Latin-looking girl who was probably in her early twenties. She had long black hair, big breasts, and dark nipples puckered into long, thick nubs. Her light brown skin held a sheen of sweat as she lay on her back, the older guy between her firm legs, pumping his big cock between her hairless pussy lips. (The performers were always big and long or thick between their legs.)
I listened to the girl and guy moan as my heartbeat rose and a rush of heat traveled through my body. Around me, a good distance away (a social distance away, lol), I watched shadows touch themselves, or if they were lucky enough to have a partner, I watched them touch each other. I heard a guy come. I heard a lady whimper. I saw one shadow climb atop another and bounce up and down, facing away from the man whose lap she was riding, but the crowd kept their pleasure to themselves. It was a rule: Only the performers could be vocal with their cries.
A moan wanted out of my mouth as my nipples tightened, constricting and swelling until I had to cup my little breasts and rub my palms over my hard nubs. Caressing my tits sent shivers of pleasure through my body that ended up between my legs. I tightened my firm ass, feeling my pussy pulse and the wetness within me double. A thick, floral scent filled my nostrils, and I looked around, wondering if anyone else could smell my pussy as well.
As I watched, I ran my hands over my stomach, back up to my tits, down to my shorts, back to my tits, over my abs, back to my tits, and into the waistband of my basketball shorts. I undid the strings when the Latin girl begged, "Dame tu leche, Papi. Mas duro. Mas duro. Ay si, ay si, dame tu leche!"
The heat between my legs dampened my skin. My pussy dripped with my honey as I undid my drawstrings and pushed my hands into my shorts. I grabbed onto my boyshorts panties and pulled them against my muffin, feeling a tingle in my clitty as the fabric tightened against my mound. When the guy came, pulling his cock out and shooting his spunk all over the Latin girl's light brown skin, I let go of my panties and exhaled a shaky breath. Someone several feet to my right nutted into a towel, cleaned himself up, and leaned back, breathing hard. When his head turned toward me, I slowly turned my eyes back to the performers, a chill dancing along my spine.
(I need a boyfriend. Writing this memory down is making my cute little pussy wet. I think it's cute. It's small, hairless, though sometimes I grow a flaxen-haired landing strip. My outer lips are thick, and they curve inward, protecting my petite inner lips, forming a level crescent that hid the bright pink meat within, and my clit looks like a shiny pink pearl within a smooth hood. That's enough about my pussy. I want to touch it again.)
Before the next show, Zack, a college-aged man in a pair of jeans, white shirt, and flat brim hat, strolled out of the narrow tunnel through the bottom corner of the bleachers and wiped the fuck-mats down with a pushable floor squeegee. The lights over the mat stayed on; the lights over the crowd remained off. As I watched him move, his lithe arm muscles flexing, his butt pushing against his jeans, I pinched my nipples again, grimacing and making faces as the pleasurable pain buzzed through my tits. Before he left the floor, I softened my nipple play until a fuzzy tingle radiated throughout my small breast bumps.
Another pair of performers entered the fuck-mat from the bottom corner of the bleachers. These were my performers. They could have been anywhere from eighteen to twenty-two by the looks of them. (The "Club" didn't allow anyone under eighteen onto the grounds. This was a swingers' club that accepted "donations." The only "real" trouble they could get into was for the drugs they sold, which is one of the reasons I kept my distance from the Man Upstairs. I never knew when he'd be gone again.)
Shit, I'm digressing.
They were a hard-bodied couple, the two on the floor. The guy had short, black hair and a lean body, but he didn't have a wrestler's physique. He carried a small bottle of coconut oil in each of his hands. The girl had a slender, athletic body with a hint of leanness, long brown hair, and tits bigger than mine that were just handfuls, but still: They--were--bigger--than--mine.
(*Sigh* There are no flat-chested girls at the meeting places.)
The girl stood in the middle of the mat, wearing a tight sports bra and sporty bikini bottoms with multiple straps connecting the front of her panties to the back of her thong. The guy, wearing a pair of tight boxer briefs with a nice bulge, walked around her, then called out, "Any volunteers?" as he held up the bottles of oil. "We're looking for a man and a woman?"
(*smile* I remember when Tracksuit Tony tried to play MC at one of the places. He thought he was a wrestler cutting a promo. He slipped on some oil the cleanup guy had missed, pedaled his feet like a cartoon, and fell on his ass. Tony's been on the outside door ever since.)
Two volunteers stepped forward, a blonde woman for the guy and a blond guy for the girl. The volunteers held hands, so I deduced they were a couple. The girl wore a tight dress, and the guy had on slacks and a shirt. They took the oil and poured it over the performers.
I watched the guy spread the oil over the girl, not a moment's hesitation in his hands as they moved over her shoulders and sides, her back, then over her ass and abs. He darkened her gray sports bra, rubbing his hands over her tits while her sexy spasms twitched across her face. He moved to her side, cupped her pussy, then dropped into a squat and did each of her legs individually, cupping her meaty cameltoe through her bikini bottoms every time his hands went up her legs.
The woman groped the man as aggressively as the guy did the girl. She had her hands on his chest and arms, his butt, the oil darkening his boxer briefs, and she pulled his waistband outward as she poured oil over his cock. I leaned my head to the right against the bleacher's padded rails, closed my eyes, and moaned in damn near silence as I pushed my hands between my legs. If only I were touching that guy's cock.
Eventually, the guy had to end the rubdown when the audience member slid his fingers under the leghole of the girl's panties and tried to get his digits up her snatch. You could "donate" to play upstairs, but this wasn't a free use market. Though, when he molested her pussy, my right hand slid up the loose leghole of my basketball shorts, pulling the fabric up my thigh as it caught on my wrist, and I pressed my fingers against my pussy. The front of my panties was so wet my fingertips came away sticky.



Now alone in the center of the mat, the two performers stood face to face like this was sports entertainment. I wanted something more traditional, but I'd have to take what I could get. There were no hooks, no takedowns, no counters, tosses, or single or double legs. Instead, they "wrapped up," sliding against each other as their hands slipped on the oil coating their bodies. After a brief struggle, they ended up on the mat with the guy on top of the girl.
I slunk into the darkness, moving my hands over my body. I let the moans of the scattered men and women resonate through me as I ran my hands over my sleek abs and under my tube top. The nylon caught on my wrists, rose, and exposed my little titties, yet out of sight from the hidden cameras that the client/members didn't know were recording them.
On the mat, the guy and girl struggled, slipping and sliding as their oiled bodies glistened below the lights. The girl grunted as the guy flipped her this way and that as she tried to squirm out from under him whenever he covered her body with his own. I'd have preferred something more raw and guttural without the lotion, but I'd take what I could get.
The guy locked his legs around the girl's legs, his thighs near her knees as he lay against her right side, his head aligned with her tits. He used his right hand to push her bra up her chest as he tangled his left hand in her brown hair, holding her in place. He grabbed her right tit, squeezed, and coned her nipple upward before he sucked it into his mouth. A long moan left her lips as she pushed against him, her hands slipping on his skin as he sucked on her titty with exaggerated pulls.
I pushed my right hand down my stomach and into my shorts, below my panties, as I spread my legs. My left hand stayed on my tits, pinching my nipples between my fingertips, squishing them, sending bolts of electricity through my bumps. When the guy pulled the girl's bikini panties to the side, I cupped my pussy, taking my small, little wet beaver in my hand and squeezing it hard. The tingles ran through my lips, the outer and inner, and a buzz shocked me as my middle finger's last knuckle pressed down on my clitty.
"Fuck," I whispered, pulling my fingers upward and pinching my clit, making my ass jump.
Down on the mat, the guy pushed himself between the girl's legs, dry humping her until she slid her hands down his body and pushed his boxer briefs over his ass. His big dick came out, slipping around her meaty labia as they wiggled together. He reached between their bodies, grabbed his cock below its neck, and slid it through her wet patch, fucking her lips with his head before he gave her one hard thrust and buried half of his bone up her snatch.
"Uh," she grunted, and then he fucked her, not taking it easy on her cunt. He lifted his hips and fucked his oiled-up cock through her pink curtains, keeping his prick pillowed between her pussy walls. "Uh, uh, uh-uh-huh!"
I closed my eyes and visualized myself down there without oil, wrestling with a shirtless man, his muscles overpowering me, his big body bullying me around the mat. I saw myself on my back with my hands pinned over my head as he fingered my pussy and played with my clit the way I was rubbing my juicy pearl with my fingers. I imagined him turning me over and pinning my hands to my lower back as he spread my legs and held my pussy from behind.
"Mmm, fuck, fuck, fuck," I whispered as I rubbed my bare cunny beneath my shorts. I squirmed against the bleachers and swung my left arm around to my back, forcing my hand into my shorts from behind. I pushed myself up on my feet, leaning my head and shoulders against the backrest, and slid my left fingers into my pussy as I arched my back into the air. As soon as my middle finger swirled the shallow end of the pool between my legs, I sat on my hand and diddled my clit from the front as I poked my slit from the rear.
(Fuck, fuck, fuck--I want cock so bad, but the cock I wanted is the cock I could get, so fuck that.)
I toyed with my pussy in that wine cellar until my body flushed with heat and my cunt tingled with unreleased pleasure. My insides warmed, my cunny dripped with honey, and the heat building below my mound, within my core, threatened to set my insides aflame. God, I was hot. So damn hot! I needed to get naked. I wanted to get naked. I wanted the pleasure swirling in my clit to explode, and then it did, just as the guy pulled his cock out of the girl and came on her pussy. I bit my lower lip and howled deep in my throat, my body jerking as my pussy muscles spasmed and my asshole clenched shut. I sat there in the bleachers and came, then I sat back, melting into the corner as I regained my breath.
Half an hour later, I texted Vicki, and forty-five minutes later, after having cleaned myself up in the cellar's restroom, I was sitting in silence in Vicki's car on our way to my street where Vicki would drop me off at the corner.
"Are we friends?" Vicki asked me as we neared my street.
I lifted my head and sighed.
"How do you know the Man Upstairs?" Vicki asked.
I sat in silence, and I only opened my mouth when I knew the questions were coming again. "I don't know him," I said. (And I don't. Not anymore.) "He's a guy who fucked me over a long time ago."
"Okay."
"You can't tell anyone about him," I said, turning to the window so I could watch the world pass by. "You don't mention him, ever. Not to your cousin, not to your friends, not even to me."
"Okay," Vicki said.
"I mean it."
"Okay," she said again with some firmness to her voice.
"I wouldn't like it," I said, and then I added, "He wouldn't like it."
"Okay," Vicki said after a moment, her tone softer than before. "I won't. I promise."
I closed my eyes, then clenched them, then I opened them and said, "I guess we're friends. I've seen other senior girls from our high school on the mats before, but you're the only one who's ever seen me. We're connected."
Vicki nodded.
"Let's keep it that way."
"If we're friends," Vicki said and licked her lips, "then I want to show you something."
"It's not your pussy, is it?"
We looked at each other for a moment, and then we burst out laughing together. They were awkward laughs at first but slowly evolved into unrestrained giggles. We laughed so hard Vicki had to pull over as we wiped the tears from our eyes and regained our breath. She looked at me after we had recovered and smiled, and I smiled back with an inward reflection I don't think she noticed.
Before Vicki pulled back into the street, she said, "I have some videos I want to show you."
"Okay," I said as we drove to my street in silence.
Entry #7 - Men Suck
Grown boys and young men suck. I have too many friends who saw me as a younger sister (or little brother) while chasing around girls who looked like Diana. The friends who did want me would be happy to date a talking watermelon with a built-in fuckhole. I'd say I'm aiming too high, but that's not true. I want men who look like men, and they want women who look like women.
One of them once said, "You're like a little sister to me; dating you would be strange. We could fuck, though...if you want?"
*Sigh*
Entry #8 - My Sister's Tits
I was in Diana's room the other day, watching her try on these lacy panties and bras she had bought online. Really slutty stuff. Some of those bras and panties "happened" to be too small for her, but they were just my size. What luck, right?
"Who's the lucky guy?" I asked her as she modeled a red lace thong and matching half-bra in the mirror. Compared to my sister, I was overdressed in a pair of jean short-shorts, the crotch hugging kind, and a tight, Badfish T-shirt.
My triplet had bigger thighs than me, a bigger ass, stomach, tits (always the tits), shoulders, and arms, but it wasn't fat or natural thickness. Diana's body had that athletic smoothness that other women killed themselves in the gym to achieve. She had the sensual definition of her muscles covered by a thick layer of skin that flowed over her body, hugging her muscles close, showing off the strength of her body without being too lean. She did have abs, though.
"Who says there has to be a guy?" Diana asked.
I rolled my eyes and said, "I haven't seen you this happy since your first crush told you he like-liked you."
Diana laughed as she cupped her tits and pushed them up. They didn't need lifting. My sister's tits were big and perky. Big AND perky. Big and perky tits...lucky her.
"Come on, who is it?"
"So, you're a talker today?" Diana asked.
"Don't answer a question with a question," I said and sighed. "I've always been a talker."
"Not this year." Diana turned away from her mirror and looked at me. Her panties made a sharp V from her hips to the bottom of her crotch, where the lace gripped her labia hard. "This year, you've been on and off. Your head's not always in the present."
"You don't have my problems."
"The boyfriend thing?"
"No," I said.
(I wish I hadn't said that, so I tried to cover it up by saying, "Maybe, I don't know," but I knew my triplet didn't believe me.)
"You can talk to me about anything," Diana said. "That's what I'm here for."
"I know," I said. "You guys won't let me forget that I'm the little one."
"Would I buy the 'little one' panties like the ones I'm trying on?" Diana asked. "Try yours on. We'll prance around in our underwear--every boy's fantasy."
I laughed and said, "Another time. Thanks for that bikini that did me no good because Timmy was watching my friend and me the entire time."
"No problem," my sister said, taking off her bra and tossing it on her dresser. "I guess you haven't found that boy to kiss yet."
"Nope," I said. "I'm waiting for you to find me that man to kiss. You're still doing me that favor, right?"
"Hell yeah. That's what sisters are for." Diana followed my eyes. "Are you staring at my tits?"
"I have too; they're always there."
We laughed.
"Have you ever touched a girl's tits?" Diana asked, bending over as she pushed her panties down her legs and stepped out of them. My naked sister stood to the side of me as I lay parallel to the foot of her bed, watching her and imagining my head on her body.
"No," I said.
"No. Never?"
I shook my head.
"Not even at a slumber--oh, that's right, you never went to slumber parties."
Diana turned her body in my direction, her breasts high on her chest, her peachy nipples hard, thick, and proud. Her abs had a bit of a pump to them, and I could tell by her smoothness that she had waxed the hairs between her legs within the last couple of days. Her lips hung between her thighs--
(Why am I describing this?)
"I know you know some girls," Diana said. "They've never asked you if you want to touch their tits?"
"Most of my friends are guys," I said. "Fuck, all my friends are guys. It's always been that way." I looked down at my flat chest. "It's these two little titty bumps that make them think I'm a boy instead of a girl."
"And the pixie haircut."
"Low blow, dirtbag."
"Dirtbag?" Diana asked. "I thought you were a genius? Don't you have any big words to throw at me?"
"No."
Diana laughed, her titties shaking with her shoulders as she stared at me, still naked, still hot, still sexy--still-still-still.
"What?" I asked.
"Nothing," Diana said.
"What?"
"Do you?" she asked.
"Do I what?"
"Do you?" she said, nodding downward at her tits. "Do you want to touch them?"
"Your tits?"
"No, my twat," Diana said, laughing. "Yeah, my tits. They're just tits."
I turned my head so I could stare up at the ceiling. The beating beneath my breasts turned into a thumping. Why was my sister asking me if I wanted to touch her tits? Thoughts of Timmy formed in the back of my head.
"You can wrestle Timmy, but you can't touch my tits?" Diana asked, and my mind swiped left on those thoughts of Timmy. "Why do you like to wrestle with our brother?"
"I dunno," I said. "Why, do you want to wrestle Timmy too?"
A small, mostly straight smile tugged at Diana's lips for a moment, then it was gone, and she went back to trying on her panties and bras, and I went back to watching her with strange thoughts in my head....
Entry #9 - The Cougar
My mother is a cougar on the prowl. She spends most of her weekends wearing small bikinis at Timmy's team-building parties those horny MILFs throw for the senior wrestlers. (Could they be any more obvious? They invite the eighteen-year-olds only, but all the wrestling moms show up to those parties! Fucking desperate housewives.)
I should ask Timmy how the wrestlers like partying with their bikini-clad moms.
Entry #10 - He "Likes" Me
The other day, Timmy told me he liked me like he liked Diana.
I doubt he does.
He spends a lot of time in Diana's room and none in mine. I have no reason to invite him into my room, but still...it sucks being the "young" one.
Entry #11 - Vicki's Videos
Vicki texted me during lunch, and I hooked up with her after school. I was wearing loose jogger's cargo pants that fit high on my waist and a crop top that said Bad B! across the front. It barely covered my itty bitties. Vicki wore a long hoodie as a thigh-high dress and a pair of half-laced, black boots. She drove us to a strip mall, where we parked behind a liquor store. We moved into her back seat and pushed the seats all the way up before she put her laptop on the edge of the center console. She stared at her computer, nibbling on her lower lip as she stuck a flash drive into its port.
"Want to light up?"
"Yes!"
I pulled a joint from my backpack, stuck a glass filter on it, and lit the twisted end. The joint glowed orange, and we passed it around as she sat back and stared at her ceiling.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"I haven't told you how I knew about the places we go to," she said. "They need a business name."
"You said they tried to recruit you," I said. "And a place without a name is hard to find."
Vicki rolled her head toward me as she passed me the joint. I took it, smoked it, and blew smoke at her. She smiled as the white mist swirled about her long, brownish-blonde hair. I could see a bit of Lana in her, not enough to call them sisters, but enough to call them cousins.
"So?" I asked.
"My uncle took me there," Vicki said. "He introduced me to that woman, Charlotte."
I nodded as Vicki looked at me.
My weed had a way of slowing down my thoughts. It was like gently pressing on the breaks of a car and slowing down as you approached a red light, hoping you didn't have to come to a stop before the light turned green again.
(I knew Charlotte by sight like I knew everyone who worked there by sight, but I didn't know them well enough to converse with them.)
"Your uncle?" I asked once Charlotte's face left my head. "That's...strange."
Vicki nodded and asked, "You know what's stranger?"
I think I did, but I said, "What?"
"He kissed me a week before he took me there."
That was close enough.
"I liked it," Vicki said, then added in a whisper, "I was hoping he would kiss me."
"We've all got our problems."
Vicki laughed, a soft chuckle, then she sighed.
"What's going on with you...Vicki?" I asked, thinking Diana was much better at this. So was Timmy. I was the "young" one. I didn't listen to people's problems; they listened to mine.
"I want to show you something, but you can't tell anyone," Vicki said. "Like the places we go."
I nodded, saying, "I won't."
(Keeping a secret is the one thing I can do well.)
"I'm just going to click a video," Vicki said. "Just know that Lana and I are cousins through our Dads, and our uncle is our Dads' oldest brother. He has a daughter named Cindy and...well, just watch."
"Okay," I thought, attempting to imagine what kind of fucked up shit I was about to see.
"Everything you're about to see was consensual."
(And the first thing I thought was: Oh, that kind of fucked up shit.)
It's hard to describe what I felt when is saw real incest for the first time. Disbelief: They can't really be related. Curiosity: What drives a person to do this with a relative? Disgust: Because I'm supposed to be disgusted. Shame: I've used my brother to "work off" my sexless aggression; I've gazed at my sister's naked body, wishing it was mine until my nipples hurt as I imagined all the top-shelf cock I could get if I had bigger tits, bigger hips, and Wonder Woman's body. Fascination: Incest is a dirty secret that would always be available to its practitioners. Jealousy: Why was their family so close? Intrusive Thoughts: Images of my brother, my sister, my mother, and my--unwanted, sexual scenarios that come and come and come and continue to come long after I witnessed the real thing until guilt and shame turn into a dangerous obsession and dark desire.
The first video I saw starred Cindy (a short blonde with a wholesome, girl-next-door appearance and a compact, My Little Pony, body) and her father, Vicki and Lana's uncle, in a pastel-colored hotel room, reminiscent of high-class gonzo skin flicks.
I didn't recognize Cindy from the places we go, but girls come and go from that place all the time.
"What's your name?" the "director" said, whose name was Steven S. Król.
"You know my name, Dad," Cindy said, her cheeks turning pink as she sat on the hotel bed wearing a jean skirt and a matching jacket, a white blouse, and brown UGGs.
"Play the part," her dad said. "This is roleplay."
Cindy rolled her eyes as her dad asked the question again, and she said, "Cindy."
"How old are you, Cindy?"
"Eighteen," she said.
"That's a sexy eighteen," her dad said. "What are you here for, Cindy?"
"I'm here to fuck," Cindy said, her face going red as she looked into the camera and said the words with a shoulder shimmy and forward-moving chin.
"Who are you here to fuck?"
"You," Cindy said.
"Who am I?" her dad said. "Tell everyone."
"You're my daddy," she said, her voice hesitant and her smile turning silly. "You're my real daddy, flesh-and-blood, and this is an incest video."
"Good girl," her dad said. "This is going to make your mom so proud of you."
Even with the simple dialogue, knowing what was going to happen, and the embarrassing way Cindy answered her father's questions did something to me I hadn't expected--I got warm between my legs. Warm and wet until the white crotch of my panties stuck to my smooth pussy lips. As the scene continued, I pressed my thighs together, rubbing them side to side as my nipples tightened, and that hot, tingling sensation swirled throughout my cunny and core.
(I was viewing a forbidden act, something twisted and sick and naughty--so very, very naughty.)
I took a hit of the join, saved the last toke for Vicki, and passed it over without looking at her. I heard her burn it and place the filter in the door's side pocket above the handle.
In the video, Cindy's daddy had her stripped down to her skirt and UGGs as she turned in a circle for him. She smiled at the camera, her peachy tan and big hair making her look like a beauty contestant.
"What are you wearing beneath your skirt, baby doll?" her father asked.
"I don't know," Cindy said, the blush in her cheeks no longer darkening, but it wasn't fading away either. She pulled her skirt up around her hips, baring her smooth-lipped beaver and her thick, brownish-blonde landing strip.
"Leave that skirt right there," her dad said.
Her dad entered the frame, already naked, already hard, his slender-to-athletic physique darkened by a tan. Cindy lay on the bed with her ass at the edge, and her father leaned over her, sucking her big, round tits into his mouth, really drooling all over her thick, pale, pink nipples. He moved down her body, sliding his cheek down her stomach and turning his face down to kiss her pubic hairs before kissing her pussy as he slid his hands beneath her round ass.



"Ohhhhh, Daddy," Cindy moaned, looking upward until her father told her to face the camera. She did, her blue eyes sparkling and her small mouth open as she moaned with each cunny lick between her thighs.
By now, I had my hands on my thighs with my fingers digging into my skin. My pussy wanted attention, so did my nipples, and my hands battled my mind as they tried to exert the force needed to drive them between my legs.
When Vicki's uncle stood with his good-sized, but not huge, cock pointing forward between his daughter's open legs, Vicki said, "Do you mind if I...you know...."
I whispered, "Whatever," as I kept my eye on the laptop's screen.
Cindy's dad didn't fuck around with his daughter. He kept her skirt up around her waist, grabbed her right leg with his left hand, picked her up, and tilted her body toward the camera so we could see her front at an angle. She spread her legs, opening her chestnut-toned pussy to the camera (like a good little girl *laughs*), and her father grabbed his dick with his right hand, slid his head through her juicy slit several times before punching his head between her small pussy lips.
"Ungh!" Cindy moaned, arching her back.
Her father pulled his cock out and punched it back into her muff, eliciting another sexy "Ungh!" from his daughter's lungs. She opened her mouth wide and looked down as he pulled out and punched his cock back into her, burying his meat in her softness to the middle of his shaft. He pulled out and buried even more of his cock up her tiny twat with another plunge through her wet crease. The roughness sent a tremor through my shoulders.
I crossed my arms under my small tits and gripped my sides, my fingers pressing into my ribs. Next to me, Vicki pulled her long hoodie up her legs. I glanced at her. She hadn't been wearing shorts or panties under her hoodie. (A couple of days later, I discovered she had gone pantyless throughout the day. She had even attempted to flash one of her younger teachers, but if he noticed, he never mentioned it to her.)
We watched as Cindy's Dad fucked her missionary at the side of the bed, then he turned her over and pumped her pussy from behind, banging his hips into her bubble butt and making her meaty strength ripple. He spun her toward the end of the bed, making her face the camera with her right leg straight, foot of the floor. He fucked her from behind for a while, half-standing, spanking his daughter's ass and pulling her hair back, forcing her to look into the camera while he deep-dicked her. She wore an expression of pleasure and strain as if keeping up with her father's hard fucking was almost too much for her little pussy and compact body.
Next to me, Vicki uttered soft, restrained moans, but I heard the slick, side-to-side swishing of her clit as Vicki slid her fingers across her pleasure pearl.
The video ended with Cindy's dad pulling his dick from his daughter's cunny and moving to her face as she lay parallel to the edge of the bed. He grabbed her by her brown hair, turned her face toward him, and fucked her panting mouth, pumping his hips hard as he forced-fucked his daughter's face with his wet pole. When he came, he dropped his first load onto her tongue and the next three across her face, then he held his cock by the neck and drizzled the last of his spew against his daughter's face. (It--was--so--fucking--nasty!)
(Fuck! My pussy was so wet then, and it's so wet now as I write this down.)
"Choose another, umm, video," Vicki said, her voice tight with holding back her excitement.
I glanced at her again. She had her right fingers on her clit and her left hand between her legs, digging open her pouty clam as she spread her legs open. The scent of her pussy filled the car, mixing with our smoke, and the combined thickness of the sex and weed propelled my mind backward as the world advanced, turning me into an observer outside of time.
There were dozens of videos on the flash drive, labeled with either Cindy's name or Lana's, or both, but none of Vicki. I opened the file labeled: Lana, The Cocksucking Girl Scout. It came on, and there stood Lana, in her uncle's living room, wearing a cropped white blouse tied between her big tits, white, knee-high stockings, black shoes, a pleated, green skirt with a thick waistband, and a green sash. (There was no mistaking this was a woman's uniform...a stripper's uniform.)
I watched the intro as Vicki masturbated next to me, her wet-pussy sounds bringing new life to my already buzzing clit. (There was no darkness between us. No anonymity. Here we were, able to see each other....) The little bead of love capping my narrow slit swelled until I thought it would burst, so I dug my fingers harder into my sides and kept my thighs pressed together. (If I had looked down between my legs, I would have seen a damp spot on the crotch of my jogger's cargo pants.)
"Hey, everyone, this is my niece, Lana," Uncle Steve said, holding his camera in the male POV style. "Why don't you tell everyone who's watching how old you are."
"I'm eighteen," Lana said, smiling while holding her hands behind her butt, pushing her titties out, her mixed features blending so well together she looked like an elf or some kind of fairytale creature.
"Tell me about your badges," her uncle said.
"Well," Lana said, looking down and swaying her shoulders front and back. "This is my badge for turning eighteen. This one is my badge for playing with myself. And this one is for handjobs. And this one is my Dirty Cocksucker's Badge, and this is my Deepthroat Badge, and this one is my Busted Hymen Badge, and this one is my Incest Badge...." Lana went on for some time.
"Why don't you show me how you earned your cocksuckers' badge," Uncle Steve said. "Let's go from your Cocksucker's Badge to your Deephroat Badge to your Cum-Swallowing Badge, okay?"
"Okay, Uncle Steve," Lana said.
I watched as Lana dropped to her knees and pulled out her uncle's cock. She took it in her right hand, held it up, and licked the bottom of it, then the sides, his dick looking thicker up close than it had when he had fucked his daughter raw and senseless. Lana licked her wet tongue around her uncle's corona, then slurped the head of his pecker between her lips, her cheeks moving as she worked her tongue around his head.
"Oh, yeah, you good little family cocksucker," Uncle Steve said, pointing the camera straight down.
"Thanks, Uncle," Lana said, wetly popping her lips from his dick before sucking the flesh-pop back into her mouth. She stared up at the camera with her blue irises, the bright color at odds with her Asian eyes, but the exoticness of it made her look so fucking hot.
As Lana sucked and slurped on her uncle's dick, he moaned and groaned, said dirty words to her, calling her a "Naughty bitch" and a "Nasty little niece" and a "Naughty little dick sucker" and other things that made my pussy cream. Vicki's moans grew louder as her uncle talked, and Lana's cocksucking became fiercer, wetter, and with sudden gags and chokes that made her eyes tear up and my pussy hot.
As sexy as the blowjob was, I had to switch to a video of Lana getting her pussy fucked. I found one where Lana's usually light skin had been sun-toasted to a golden brown. I scrubbed the seek bar forward to a time where Lana lay on her back, and her uncle stood on his knees close to her ass and the meaty crescent of her labia. They were on a bed, with Lana's head and shoulders jammed into some pillows braced against the headboard. Uncle Steve put her feet on his shoulders, aimed his curved cock between her thighs, and sank into the mushy softness between her soft pussy folds.
"Uh," Lana grunted as her uncle gave her pussy a top-to-bottom thrust that buried his bone up her snatch and banged his balls against her asshole. "Uh--uh, uh, uh-uh-uh!"
"Mmm, fuck," Vicki moaned through her clenched teeth.
"He," I said, working my throat to get some moisture in my throat. "He doesn't take it easy on you girls, does he?"
"No," Vicki said, shaking her head. "I don't know, uh, yet. I've only, mmm, kissed him."
As Uncle Steve pounded Lana's little pussy, Vicki worked her own pussy faster, bringing a deep fragrance into the air that overpowered the stench of weed. My hands jerked, fighting my mind to get between my legs, or at least on my titties, but the most I gave into my body's demands was to rub my forearms over my nipples.
"You're fucking me hard-hard-hard, Uncle Steve," Lana whimpered, staring up into the camera. "Oh, fuck, so fucking hard, uh, mmm, oh, I'm gonna come! Oh, fuck, I'm gonna come!"
"Yeah, come, you little bitch," Uncle Steve moaned.
When her cousin came, Vicki came, spreading her legs wide as she pushed herself against her seat's backrest. She opened her legs, and I looked down at her glistening pink twat, her little fingers disappearing into her small hole. Her wet lips lay open, folded back, sticky and wet. My own pussy throbbed, screaming at me to mess it up and leave it tender to the touch.
I shivered as the video came to an end.
"Are you going to fuck him?" I asked her as the video looped around and played again.
"I don't know," Vicki said, still breathing hard. "I don't want him to be my first. I don't want to fall in love with my uncle."
I uttered a soft, quick laugh that was more like an expulsion of breath than a laugh.
"Do you want to choose another one?" Vicki asked.
It took me half a minute of watching Lana again before I said, "Sure."
My eyes moved over the video titles, ranging from handjobs to anal sex to DPs with toys and rough bondage, but then I found one labeled Cindy & Lana, Two Cute Clam Bumpers. My finger hovered over the cursor pad before I tapped it several times, barely touching it as I thought of the pussy sitting next to me and almost against my will, my finger stamped down twice, hard enough to initiate the video.
We watched it together, and as soon as Uncle Steve had his daughter spread her legs, and Lana spread hers, then press their pussies together with their legs scissored, Vicki asked, "Can I... touch you?"
Her words exploded in my mind, but not loudly. They sounded muted and far away, but big and billowing, almost shaking. I knew she asked the question again but heard the words "Can I touch you" echo throughout my consciousness.
Can I touch you? Can I touch you? Can I touch you?
I watched Lana and her cousin bump clams, grinding their hairless pussies against each other, their legs intertwined, their titties shaking, the pussy lips tribbing.... I watched, and the heat burning beneath my mound turned my small, untouched, virgin pussy into liquid.
Can I touch you? Can I touch you? Can I touch you?
I didn't answer Vicki, but slowly, I slid my right hand from my left side, and at an even slower pace, I lowered my hand to my waist, where the white drawstrings cinched my pants tight to my body lay. I traced one of the strings with my fingers, tugged at it, toyed with it, then, as my heartbeat thumped beneath my chest with a heavy, almost suffocating beat that vibrated between my ears, I pulled my drawstrings loose.
Not another thought went through my head before Lana crossed the distance between us and pushed her left hand between my legs as she circled my body with her right arm. She cupped my little pussy, held it, squeezed it, sending shivers of pleasure through me as my muffin wet itself at the eagerness of her touch. Her fingers found my clitty, rubbed it, moved lower, and slipped between my lips, no finesses, but the roughness of her small digits sent a thrill through me that pushed my hips forward. I laid my left forearm on Vicki's back, my hand up near her neck. Vicki yanked my crop top up with her teeth, took my tiny left titty into her mouth, and sucked.
"Uh, fuck," I moaned, my voice filling the car. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."
I closed my eyes, threw my head back, and pushed my pussy against Vicki's fingers. In they went, out they came, my sticky honey drenching us both. In and out, in and fucking out, my pussy humming the entire time. She sucked on one nipple, then the other, then she pulled her fingers from my pussyhole, bringing a loud, "Noooo," from my mouth until she pressed down on my clit and rubbed the slick pearl in circles, forcing a loud "Yessss" from my lungs.
Time passed, and we struggled against each other. Vicki pressed her hands against me, her fingers into me, and her mouth over me. I pushed my body against her, turning so I could lean into the corner of the backseat, and she could move over me, one hand between my legs, the other behind my head, and her mouth sucking on my titties in turn. Somewhere in the clusterfuck of first times, a burning heat swept through my body. I got hot, so hot, so fucking hot before the heat spread outward, and as it moved through my body, it pulled a string within me, releasing the plug that kept my pleasure in check. Ecstasy exploded through my body--it surged out of me with the force of an atomic blast, and I came and came, wetting Vicki's hand, my panties, my pants, and her backseat.
Fuck, did I come and come. The more Vicki touched me, the more I came, one right after another, my pussy singing until silent tears wet my eyes and body trembled, buzzing all over. I put my hands on Vicki's shoulders and pushed, growling, "Enough! Enough! Please, fuck--enough!"
Vicki fell back against her door, breathing hard and staring at me. I hadn't opened my eyes, but I felt her gaze drilling into me. When I opened them, I met her eyes but said nothing as the video continued to play for the third time. Lana and Cindy's moans and our heavy breathing were the only sound in the car for the next several minutes.
"We should go," I panted, turning forward in my seat and fixing my clothes. "We should go."
"Okay," Vicki said, fixing her hoodie dress. "You okay?"
I laughed. I didn't look at her, so I don't know how she took my laughter, but I laughed for half a minute or more before I said, "I'm better than okay, but I need to get home and think about this."
"Okay," Vicki said. "Me too."
She drove me to my street in silence, and I boarded around my neighborhood until the wet spot on my pants dried before I returned home.
(Fuck, after writing this, I'm in the mood to wrestle.)
Entry #12 - Am I Strange?
I have said that things have gotten "strange" in my house, haven't I?
Well, things have become much stranger since I last wrote that down, but I'll write about "the how and the why" another time.
(I should burn this journal; I really should. I'm going to meditate on it, but there's so much more to write.)
I'm off to wrestle my brother; I've earned it.

* * * * *

Next time on the Anderson Family Journals, Timmy fulfills Diana's noncon fantasy.
If you've read this far, click a 5 star.
Comment, email, vote, etc.
Your time is appreciated; thanks for reading.
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#13 Timmy

Diana's Dark Fantasy
Saturday
My sister wanted me to force her. I know she didn't want to relive the night she had to bite Roy on his neck to get him off of her--I hoped she didn't--but I still got the chills when I thought about everything that could go wrong. I don't know how the mind works, but playing out past trauma (although I wasn't sure if Diana had been traumatized or awakened to the secret, inner darkness within her) but it's what my sister wanted to do, and so that's what we were going to do.
For our date, my sister dressed in a small, flowery blue skirt, a white tank top, and sandals. Beneath her skirt, she flashed me the white, tear-away panties she wore. They were made of strings clipped to the corners of the inverted triangle cupping her mound and the crescent lips below. The back ended in a thin G-string that disappeared between her Crossfit buns and ended in a whale tale above her skirt that continued around her hips. My cock hardened at just a glimpse of my sister's small panties, and though I wanted to see more and more and more of that tight little beaver holder, Diana dropped her skirt, forcing a groan from my throat.
My sister told me to dress casually, so I put on a pair of basketball shorts and a gray workout shirt. We got into her car, and she drove around our neighborhood to a small park and settled her Civic in the darkest corner of the empty parking lot. Seen through her windshield, there was a field of grass, some shadowy pathways, some trees, a playground, a brick building, and the leaf-shaking wind. I darted my gaze around the parking, looking for a security patrol or anything else resembling authority, but there was nothing but the night sky and the whistle of the breeze.
"Get my blanket out of the trunk," Diana told me, and I did as she said. The wind cooled the sweat beading my brow, and the park's after-hours emptiness did little to calm my heartbeat. We walked away from the Civic to the nearest tree, where I laid out my sister's big-enough-for-three blanket and held her hand as she lowered herself to the ground before I joined her.
"How do we be--"
"Force me," Diana said. She smiled and rolled her eyes, her hands smoothing the tail of her blonde hair that she had pulled over her left shoulder. "Force me... nicely."
We didn't have a lot of light, but we had some from the moon and distant lamps. I couldn't see anyone sharing the park with us, and if I couldn't see anyone, I doubted that anyone could see us, not that I think Diana would have cared. Even as close to Diana as I was, her skin was still the silvery-blue shade of the night, but I knew the contours beneath her silhouette by heart.
I reached out and touched her.
Forcing the willing isn't the dreaded 'R-word--even though it gave me the chills at first--but roleplaying Diana's fantasy turned out to be an experience we'd play out again and again in the dark of night. There was no real force, no real pain, and no real roughness to our movements that could have been considered going too far. No, we flowed together like water, moving in a dance that shifted from pose to pose as smoothly as the choreographed movements of a Broadway play.
We played a game of pressure. We moved with slow, purposeful aggression, never in a rush, and I patterned my persistence to my sister's resistance, allowing her to decide how far I could pursue her at any one time. She would push my hand away, and I'd be back the next second, or I'd push myself against her, and she'd resist, and I'd push just a hair above her resistance, and if she pushed back, I'd retreat, but not too far, and if she yielded, then my hands would move over her body as far as she'd allow.
Diana wasn't quiet either, murmuring words that swelled my cock and sent tingles through my balls. She said "No" and "Please" and "Stop," and she'd say it in a low, huffed voice as if I were too strong for her, and she knew that begging me was her only chance of getting me to show her mercy.
"Don't, don't, please, not there--get off," my sister mumbled and grumbled, her voice strained, her hands pushing against mine in an unwinnable battle.
And, because she led, I'd continued forward, fastening my lips to her tank top over one of her thick nipples and sucking it inward through the thin cotton. My sister huffed and grabbed handfuls of my hair, pushing me then pulling me to her other breast. I sucked her other nipple harder as she tangled the strands of my hair between her fingers and gripped me hard. As I wet her breasts with my saliva, I managed to pull her skirt around her waist, and she dropped a hand to pull her hem down, and so I pushed her skirt back up, baring her coltish thighs to the night's air.
"Fuck, Timmy, stop," Diana moaned, growling and pulling my lips from her tit. "I mean it."
I pushed her shirt over her breasts and latched onto the warm perkiness of her teen tits. I left her nipples thick and swollen from my sucking and pinching and her areolas covered in my spit. I moved upward, pushing my lips to hers, and she slid her mouth to the side, half-kissing me, half-turning her head away until I cupped her cheek and forced her lips back to mine. I took my time with her mouth, holding the back of her head while I dove in for a slow lick of her lips, pulled away as she turned her face this way and that, and then I slid my lips against hers again, tasting her slowly.
Whenever I'd break away, my sister would stare into my eyes, daring me to keep going. Her breasts heaved, her tits swelled. My chest rose and fell, matching my sister's pace. As I moved to kiss her again, the scent of my sister's pussy filled the air, hot and warm and thick with lust.
"Why won't you--mmm--stop?" Diana asked as I kissed her neck. "Timmy, I'm your sister."
Every weak protest that left her lips sent a throb of pleasure through my cock.
We wrestled with her skirt until I had the entire thing pulled up to her belly button. My sister's little, tear-away G-string barely covered her mound and lips, leaving the edges of her silky cunny lips bare. I touched her inner thigh, and she shooed my hand away, whining, but each time my hand came back for more, I moved my palm higher on the softer flesh of her inner thighs. Her sauna-damp skin sent chills up my arms.
"Timmy, no, stop," Diana whispered, even as our lips touched and our tongues met. "Please--mmm--little brother, stop?" She moaned. "Please, Timmy, oh, god, please... Timmy?"
The two cables of Diana's pectineus muscles reaching from her inner thighs to her pubic bone stood out as my sister struggled against me. I forced Diana onto her back, and I spread her legs. She fought me, pushing my hands away from her hips and thighs, and she even tried to lift her legs and scissor them shut. I let her; then she let me open her legs again, then we fumbled together until she had her legs on either side of my hips. My sister stared up at me, breathing hard--I was breathing hard--and the look of hunger on the dark lines of her face fed the forward-moving energy in me that needed release.
My heartbeat hummed in my chest, and my cock flopped back and forth in the loose confines of my basketball shorts. My skin prickled. My cock swelled. I pushed my shorts down my hips, along with my boxer briefs, and I freed my hot cock to the night's cool air.
"Timmy, stop--stop!--I mean it this time," Diana said, panting and putting her hands on my shoulders, but she spread her legs further apart and looked down at the front of her panties. "I mean it, Timmy. Fuck, I mean it!"
The small, inverted triangle of thin fabric covering her muff had three strings attached to it: one that disappeared behind her pussy and up her crack, and two that circled her waist and connected to the string running through her ass crack. I was supposed to tear her panties away from her pussy, so this was the only time I didn't let my sister push my hands away from her body. Diana struggled, using every ounce of strength she had to push on my wrist as my hand slowly made its way between her legs.
"Fucker, asshole--Timmy, please?" she moaned as my fingers slid under the fabric protecting her pretty little pussy. "I'm your sister, stop. STOP!"
I curled my fingers around the front of her panties. Diana whimpered, never taking her eyes from her panties. I bit the inside of my lip and tore her panties from her body. The strings came apart without struggle, slipping away from her skin and leaving her naked below the waist and between her thighs. With a growl, I toss her panties into the darkness around us.
"Timmy, no," Diana sighed, shaking her head as she dug her fingers into my shoulders.
Then my hand was on my sister's hairless snatch, and the heat warming her muff reached my fingers before I could palm her tender clam. Wetness greeted me, and I slid my middle finger between the soft shell protecting her inner pink meat. My sister sobbed. I looked up at her, and she stared at me as she turned her hips in circles, screwing her pink fuckhole onto my middle finger. After several deep strokes, I straightened my forefinger, and my sister took it into her snatch, fucking two of my digits with her creamy softness as I pretended to force her on a blanket in an empty park.
"Oh, Timmy," Diana whispered.
I slid my fingers in and out of her, wetting them, then stroking my cock, then going back to her cunny for more of her dewy honey. For several minutes, I poked my fingers into her, pulled them out as her pussy muscles tried to hold them tight, then I lifted my fingers to her mouth. Diana closed her lips and shook her head as I ran my fingertips over her lips and gently forced them into her mouth, where she sucked her honey from my digits as I moved my dick between her legs.
"We can stop, Timmy," Diana whispered. "I won't tell Mom, I promise. I won't tell anyone. Just"--I placed my knob against the soaking wet seam of her pussy slit--"stop"--I pushed into her muff--"ungh!"
My sister's rough moan was the sweetest sound I had heard all night. Tingles raced through my cock, over my glans, around my corona, and down my shaft. As I pushed my hard dick into my sister's soaking wet warmth, a long, low gasp escaped my lungs.
"Fuck, Timmy, fuck," Diana moaned, dropping her head back as my cock fought to straighten out her pussy tunnel. "I told you no."
"I know, baby," I whispered in her ear as I pumped my hips forward and drove my pole into her silky purse. The force of my followed thrusts made her tits bounce tightly across her chest. "But, your pussy is worth taking."
"Then take it," Diana whimpered.
I moaned, pulled my cock out until the head lay wrapped in her pussy lips, then pounded my cock back into her cunny with one hard thrust.
Diana groaned and locked her legs around my waist. She tangled her right fingers in my hair and slid her left hand around my back, digging her nails into my skin. We fucked hard, my dick gliding in and out of her pussy as I turned my hips and stretched her insides, pumping at her cunny canal from different angles. Diana's moans and whimpers grew in pitch, and when I thumped my cock into her with straight in and out thrusts, deep, "Uh-uh-uh," grunts left her lungs. Frothy cream built up around the edges of her pussy, and the wind whipped the leaves in the distance, and the sounds of footsteps reached my ears, but I didn't care anymore--I just continued fucking my sister.
"Timmy," Diana whispered, her lips near my ear, her body shaking beneath mine, "I'm going to come on your big cock."
My sister's pussy tightened around my shaft, and her hot nectar bathed my glans as it gushed through the pink channel between her legs. My breaths left my lungs in heavy pants, but as my sister's pussy tightened around my shaft, I sped up my thrusts, giving her a fast, slippery fuck as her body trembled through her orgasm.
It didn't take long for pleasure-filled tingles to swirl around my cock. I pressed my lips to Diana's, sliding my tongue into her mouth as my knob bounced around her insides, the friction shocking me with bolts of electric bliss. Diana squeezed me hard with her legs, pulling me into her pussy as her insides squeezed my thickness tight, then she opened her mouth and filled the park with her cries as she came on my cock once again.
My sister's pussy juices flooded our privates and dripped down to her asshole. Diana used her legs to fuck her pussy onto my prick, giving me her little muff over and over again until the tingling in my glans and the roaring in my balls exploded in a mushroom cloud of ecstasy.
"Fuck me," I moaned and slammed my dick into my sister's slippery twat as far as I could. Diana gasped. Cum spilled out of knob as I shook and trembled, becoming a ball of buzzing energy and dancing bliss, my thighs going numb and my cock spewing wad after sticky wad of incest-jizz into my sister's unprotected snatch.
"Fuck, Timmy," Diana murmured, out of breath. "You're really filling up my pussy tonight."
We held each other as my orgasm pumped the last of my load between her thighs. I collapsed onto her, letting her feel my weight until she pushed me to the side. She asked me how I felt about what we had done, and I told her that I couldn't imagine myself doing that to anyone else. "Good," she said, and then she thanked me for my honest answer by sucking my cock into her mouth and playing with my balls. She swallowed what cum I had left in my body, and she mumbled a soft "Yummy" after the last white pearl left my shaft.
We went home after that. It was late, and Mom had her bedroom door closed, and so did Abbey. I showered with my sister, soaping her body and licking her pussy while on my knees until she bathed my mouth with her cum. After, Diana told me to wait in her room while she checked on Abbey. I have no idea why she wanted to check on our little sister, but whatever. Who was I to question Diana? She came to bed about half an hour later, a silly smile on her face, and she wanted me to hold her while she went to sleep. I did, enjoying the scent of her vanilla soap as she drifted off to sleep within my arms.
Anyway, that was last night, and I'm writing in the late morning hours. I have to kill this entry now. Mom agreed to help Mrs. James setup for the wrestling team's weekly team-building pool party, and we had to be there an hour early. Diana is taking Abbey shopping or something--boy hunting/shopping for boys?--and I'm spending the afternoon with my senior teammates and a bunch of forty-year-old, yoga-fit MILFs in bikinis--and that sounds like a good way to spend my day. If anything fun happens at the party, I'll write about it later.
Timmy out.

* * * * *
Next time on the Anderson Family Journals, "Poolside Moms."
(Chapters 14 through 18 are "Mom" chapters. 17,394 words, though I'm combining Chapters 17 & 18.)
If you've read this far, click a 5 star.
Comment (I read everything, even if I don't keep it around), email, vote, etc.
Thanks for reading.
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#14 Timmy

Poolside Moms
Sunday, Team Party
Today was a team-building day, and for some reason, my mother had decided that we were going to help Mrs. James set up whatever it was that she needed to set up. Maybe we'd rearrange her pool chairs and fill bowls with chips or dial for pizza; I didn't know what we were going to do. I thought it was a waste of time--Mom hadn't needed any help for the team's pool party at our house.
Diana told me to have fun and that maybe she'd stop by later for a dip with me--it wouldn't be the first time. The realization that what we were doing was taboo didn't bother her in a public setting. I used to think that she wanted people to know that we were together, and I'd laugh it off, but now I told myself that was a crazy idea because I didn't want to admit that she did want people to know that we were together. And if Diana wanted people to know, people would know whether I wanted them to or not.
I had to trust her judgment. I had no other choice if I wanted to be with her, and I did want to be with her, my sister.
Mrs. James has an American name, but that's because she married a white guy of Angelo-Saxon descent, but she was an Indian from India, well, her parents were. Mrs. James was a West Coast girl through and through, born and raised, and now she was like all of the other tennis MILFs who practiced yoga as though every Downward Dog they performed was a mind-blowing spiritual experience.
She was tall and willowy, fighting off the natural curviness--the not overweight, but also, not thin image--that many Indian women who weren't gym bunnies appeared to have. Mrs. James' first name was Prisha, and that's what she wanted me to call her.
There wasn't much to set up in her large house. Everything was open, with arching entryways and wooden floorboards. The backyard was a wide-open square surrounded by trees that kept out the neighbors' eyes, and they had a huge, lazy L-shaped pool, surrounded by expensive landscaping, a wooden deck, miniature palm trees, and it was just a nice house. Like my mother's, but different.
Prisha's son, my teammate, was a senior, eighteen, in good shape, and several weight classes below me and a bit shy. He had dark hair, brown eyes, and very light, honey-colored skin, a mixture of his father's fairness and the caramel hue coating his mother's sexy body.
We had everything set up within ten minutes of our arrival. Mr. James was out of the house, golfing, and Prisha had ordered sandwiches from some deli before we had come over. There wasn't much to do except jump into the pool and swim around for a while as they sat in the sun.
"So, you and your sister are close," Justin said to me as we sat along the edge of the pool, with our legs in the water up to our knees.
"Who says?" I asked.
"My mom." He shrugged. "Other people. Other moms--my mom said."
"It's too bad that only our moms are here right now," I said, changing the subject. "I wonder who's going to wear the smallest bikini this week."
Justin smiled, and a little color entered his cheeks. "I bet Mrs.--"
His mouth never opened to start the next word as his eyes stared toward the sliding glass door to his house. I turned my head, following his gaze, and I had to force my teeth together to keep from dropping my jaw into my lap. Our mothers had walked outside in their bikinis, and these were some small fucking bikinis... made of... string.
My mother wore a red bikini with strings that rode high on her hips, tied off by looping bows, the front and back fastened together at her sides. Her golden body had a slight jiggle when she walked, her meat outlining the muscle beneath her skin, her smooth lines and flat tummy making her large, round breasts seem even larger by how far they curved up and away from her chest.
The sight sent a rush of blood through my cock, and that big bastard raised its head a little.
Mom had pulled her hair up and back in a fancy knot that left her shoulders and back bare, the thin strings of her bikini curving around her neck and body. The cups of her bra formed triangles that swept downward from just above her nipples to just below her areoles--so much of her breasts lay exposed to my eyes. The fabric hid her eraser thick buds, but not the impressions they made against her top as they stood at attention atop her tits.
"Fuck me," I whispered as goosebumps rose across my skin.
Prisha wore a near-identical bikini to my mother, save hers was black, and I wondered if they had gone shopping together for them. Maybe they exchanged pictures? Anyway, Prisha wore her black hair up as well, and the front triangle of her bikini panties made it clear that this MILF had no hair between her legs. Fuck, neither did my mother. Prisha's breasts were as big as Mom's, though heavier, with a curvier bulge around their bottoms, and her nipples looked thicker than my mother's, but not by much.
"How much time until everyone else gets here?" I asked Justin. My balls had tightened as if they were expecting me to slam them against some pussy soon.
Justin couldn't talk.
Our mothers had towels on their arms, and they covered their lounge chairs with them, my mom choosing the chair left of Prisha. We saw a profile view of them, and we saw their backsides, where two thin strings--the kind Diana liked to wear for me--ran between the crescent slopes of their yoga-toned asses.
I had to close my mouth again. My nipples had tightened, and now they ached. A chill crossed my shoulders, bringing with it a soft, quiet shiver.
Justin and I slid into the pool as though we were part of a synchronized swim team. We faced our mothers as they sat on a pair of lounge chairs across from our side of the pool. They put on mirrored sunglasses--I wished that I had had a pair at that moment--and Prisha grabbed a bottle of lotion that had been sitting on the poolside table between their chairs. They ignored us and went to work rubbing lotion onto the fronts of their bodies.
Our mothers weren't shy with their motions. They rubbed their hands over their smooth skin, basting themselves until their flesh shined with a layer of slippery oil. They sat near the ends of their chairs, their fingers sliding over their thighs--thicker than a teen's thighs--but yummy in that so-this-is-what-a-woman-looks-like kind of way. Matured beauty, their tits jiggled when they ran their fingers over them, cupping them without meaning to and pushing them to the sides as they smothered oil across their ripened flesh. Both of our moms stood, and they stroked their quads, then they moved their hands to their inner thighs, rubbing their lotions upwards, right up to their bikini-clad muffs. Their tiny panties dug right into the center of their meaty clefts, teasing us with two pouty cameltoes... maternal cameltoes, the kind every son has sneaked a peek at, jerked off to, then felt guilty about doing so later.
I hope that every son has dreamt of their mothers in that way at least once; otherwise, I was some kind of fringe-side pervert whose fantasies were better off left unspoken.
Our mothers talked to each other, and I pretended to speak with Justin, then my mother looked at us and called out across the pool, "Can you boys do our backsides?"
Prisha added, "Please, boys? We don't want to burn."
I looked at Justin.
He looked at me.
"Be good to your mothers," Mom said a parent's over-the-top silliness. "Get your cute butts over here."
They lay on their stomachs with their feet pointed towards us, their legs spread just enough to let us see up their thighs to the twin hammocks their pussies rested in. Sunshine beat off their buns, and I licked my lips.
"Fuck it," I told Justin as I turned around and pushed myself out the water, and walked toward our mothers. He hesitated a moment before following my lead.
I was walking to my mother's side when Justin uttered the soft question: "Umm?"
"I guess boys don't want to touch their mothers," Mom teased.
"Timmy," Prisha said, "why don't you put some lotion on me, and my son can take care of your mom, okay?"
"Okay," I said as I kept my brows from furrowing. (I had become too used to touching my sister, I think. I couldn't just go feeling up my mom, could I?) "Makes sense."
Justin didn't speak, I don't think he could, but he walked to my mom's side as if in a daze. Mom's ass wasn't shiny with oil yet, but it would be soon--her ass?--and that was enough to send another jolt of size through my semi-hard cock and start the unmistakable bulge of a growing erection in my shorts. I knelt next to Prisha's caramel body and took the lotion she offered me.
We had to share the bottle, so I drew three lines across Prisha's back, two more across her shoulders, and little ones for her arms. She whispered that I had better not forget about her legs, so I drew two lines across the backs of her thighs and calves. She shook her right leg, and her butt cheeks wiggled. The motion was like half a twerk. The black floss between her buns winked at me, and the pussy meat that her thighs squished between her thickness shifted beneath the clinging nylon covering it. She shook her leg at me again, shaking her ass cheeks again, and I drizzled a few drops onto the dusky hills of her butt. She didn't say a word against it, but she stopped shaking her leg at me.
I handed the bottle to Justin, who did everything I had done, except for dabbing some lotion on my mother's butt. Mom's head faced me, her mirrored shades hiding her eyes. Prisha's glasses faced her son, who knelt on the far side of my mother. I took a deep breath, the warm sun beating down on me, and I put my hands on Prisha's shoulders.
The first touch of her skin sent a shiver through my palms all the way up to my neck. Prisha uttered a soft sigh. My mother's voice followed, and I glanced to see Justin rubbing my mother's shoulders. I swept my hands up to Prisha's neck and dug my fingers in, holding her in place while my thumbs rowed in a half-circle across her flesh. She moaned again. I looked down her back and saw the side-swells of her breasts pushing outward against the lounge chair. I slid my hands down her shoulders to her arms and coated her firm biceps in lotion, surprised by the strength in her willowy limbs.
I went all the way to her hands, and when my fingers touched hers, she stretched hers outward and closed them, briefly interlocking them with my mine. My heart raced as a throb of pleasure rushed through my cock, tickling the head. I thought of Diana and wondered what she would say. My breath caught, but then my mother sighed, the noise waking me up and forcing my focus back onto Prisha.
I moved down her back, my fingers catching on her strings.
"You don't mind, do you, Timmy?" Prisha said and reached back to untie the simple knots she used to keep her top on.
Fuck me--I didn't mind at all.
My mother did the same without asking Justin if he was okay with it.
Every joke we wrestlers made about our groupie mothers was coming true right now. Fuck. Justin glanced at me, his cheeks reddening and his fingers shaking as they glided over my mother's skin. Mom's breasts bulged outward from under her as the strings of her bra came to rest against the lounge chair cushions, uncovering the entire side of her right breast. I glanced at her shaded eyes, and she smiled.
I swept my hands over Prisha's body. She was different from the absolute firmness of my sister's CrossFit body. Prisha was softer but tight, a natural firmness that yielded to my fingers and palms. Her flesh gave me something to hold onto as I ran my fingers over her skin, my eyes devouring the tender wave of brown tissue that I was able to push ahead of my fingertips.
Prisha's skin glistened as I moved my hands along her sides and over her ribs. She stretched her body upward, shimmying her shoulders and lengthening her back. I could see the bumps of her spine, and those small lumps made my breathing deepen. I stopped my fingertips near her breasts. The bulging swells of tit meat called to me, begging for my touch. I had to get up and sit on the side of her lounge chair to reach both sides of her body, but she didn't object.
Justin stood next to my mother, leaning over her instead of sitting down. I shook my head, watching his fingers slide over my mother's skin did something strange to me. It turned me on. It shouldn't have, right? But it did... I didn't want to see him do the things I wanted to do to his mother, but still, my cock hardened to the point of pain. I noticed the lump in Justin's pants as well, but he wasn't being nearly aggressive with his hands as I was.
"Don't stop," Prisha whispered. "Spread the lotion all over my body."
"Yeah, boys," Mom said. "If we fall asleep, just keep going until you've finished."
Diana laughed in my head; she didn't sound upset. How much did my mother know about her children? How much did Abbey know about her siblings? How much did everyone know? Why was I asking myself these questions now?
My mind went back to the forced play with Diana. I had pushed against her hands with enough pressure to let her decide if I was going to caress her or if she was going to push me away--it had been her choice. I looked at the back of Prisha's head: I'd push, but she'd have to let me know how far I could go.
I feathered my fingers across Prisha's side, tracing the curve of her breast just before their soft edges. I was half an inch from touching her tit meat, maybe less, as I oiled her warm skin. A shiver rippled through her shoulders as I grazed the bulge of her titty mound. Goosebumps rose across her caramel skin, creating bumps with a whitish hue that dotted her body like soft hills. Sunlight glistened against her, and as I slid my hands back down her sides, away from her tits, she sighed. When I moved my hands upward, her breath caught. Back down, back up, only this time I moved closer to her breasts.
Down again.
Up again.
Down again, closer.
"Chedo Mujhe," Prisha whispered.
I had no idea what Prisha had said, so I looked at Justin.
I don't know if he had heard what his mother had said. He was watching me as I pressed my palms flat to his mother's sides, my fingers pointed forward toward her breasts, and as he watched, I pushed my way up his mother's sides without stopping. Prisha tensed. I felt a buzz shoot through my arms. Right before my fingertips caressed the soft swells of her tits, a barrier seemed to form, and fear hit me--it excited me--then I broke through it and slid my hand onto the sides of Prisha's tits as a surge of adrenaline exploded throughout my chest.
"Mmm," Prisha moaned.
Justin shook his head. He moved his hands up my mother's body. Mom smiled, and then Justin ran away before he touched the sides of my mother's tits. I sighed and pressed into Prisha's tit mounds, her flesh giving and yielding like two gel-filled stress balls. They were eager to bounce back to their original roundness after the pressure of my fingers left them.
What was Diana going to say about this?
I spread my thumb and forefinger wide and cupped the sides of Prisha's breasts, openly molesting her in front of her son and my mother. I asked in a whisper of sound if she thought I was doing a good job, and she called me honey, and in a soft voice, saying that I was the perfect man for the job. Her son concentrated on my mother's back, and it looked like the longer I left my fingers on the sides of Prisha's tits, the more scrunched Mom's forehead became.
"You're doing a fine job, Timmy," Prisha whispered, sounding almost asleep. "An excellent job."
If that was a hint for Justin to touch my mother the same way, he didn't take it.
My mother said nothing. She could see how I was touching her friend. She breathed evenly, and so did Prisha, and as I pulled my left arm away, the one closest to my mother and Justin, I slid the fingers of my right hand further into the crease between Prisha's breasts and the lounge chair's cushion, cupping her tit completely. She trembled and exhaled when my fingers bent her thick nipple as they slid across her oiled flesh. I squeezed her breast once. She moaned, and I withdrew my hands down her sides to her hips.
Justin never even tried to touch my mother's tits. (Was that a good thing? A bad thing? I don't know.)
The thin string of Prisha's bikini panties gave me goosebumps. Her caramel skin and my mother's golden flesh only had a thong of floss sliding through their cracks, and both women's butts swelled in thick, round crescents compared to my older sister's tight and firm teenage ass. These women had some meat to play with, and they wanted us to play.
I looked at Justin, who must have felt me watching him because he looked at me, flinched, and looked down at my mother's arching butt. The side of his face trembled, then furrowed. I kept my eyes on him as I slid my oiled palms down the sides of his mother's legs to her knees. I leaned over and placed my hands on her left calf, going to work on the yoga-sculpted muscles beneath her smooth skin.
Justin followed by lead, but his fingers didn't dig into my mother's calf as hard as mine dug into his mother's muscle. Prisha sighed, the sound sleepy, and my mother gave Justin an encouraging moan, but my teammate couldn't break through the fear that was holding him back.
I pressed my thumbs together and pushed them up the back of Prisha's calf to her knee and then swept them back down. Her legs parted, and the swell of her muff pushed softly against the black nylon of her little G-string. The narrow strip of cloth between her legs didn't hide the smooth skin of her outer labia, and I looked to my mother, between her legs, where she was showing just as much forbidden meat as Prisha was.
I worked Prisha's right calf, taking my time, no rush. I moved past her knee and up the back of her thigh, using the same two-thumbed technique to push away the tightness beneath her skin. Her flesh was soft, but she was firm underneath, and while her flesh jiggled more than Diana's, there was nothing flabby about her.
Justin couldn't move but halfway up my mother's thigh. He turned his head and watched as I worked his mother's legs, his lips slightly parted. I pushed hard against his mother's muscles, bringing moans from her lips. Justin stopped moving. I slid my right hand over the back of his mother's right thigh, and I slid my left hand across her inner thigh, fingers straight down as I oiled her flesh, getting ever closer to the heat between her legs.
"Mazaa aa raha hai?" Prisha asked in a soothing tone that made my cock jump.
I didn't understand her, but it sounded like a question.
"I," Justin said, pausing, "need to use the restroom."
He stood, turned away from our mothers, and rushed inside. My mother exhaled. It was a long exhale that could have meant anything. Prisha sighed, but as I stayed put with my hands on her body, she wiggled her leg and urged me to continue oiling her smooth flesh.
Without Justin there, there was nothing to hold me back--if anything had been. I moved my fingers up his mother's legs, inside and out, pulling her right leg toward me, and she never put up a fight. I pushed the lotion to the downward slope of her ass, and as my fingers crawled up her inner thigh, stopping less than an inch from her pussy, her heat touched me. I dug my fingertips into her flesh and pulled them downwards, and my friend's mother moaned.




"Tum meri tharak jaga dete ho," Prisha whispered.
"Hurry up, Timmy," Mom said. "You need to finish what Justin started before the others arrive."
I stared at my mother's mirrored shades. She had to have been looking at me. I moved my hands to Prisha's left leg and worked the oil over her flesh, her meat swaying this way and that with the motions of my fingers. Before long, I had every inch of her body covered in oil, save for her butt, the valley between her cheeks, her outer pussy lips, and the hollow dip between the edges of her outer pussy lips and the insides of her thighs.
The oil from earlier had slipped along her round ass, creating thick runnels that ran stripe-wise across her cheeks. I spread my fingers wide, fanning my fingers outward, and I placed my palms on the backs of Prisha's thighs right before her cheeks, and I pushed upward. My heartbeat rose as Prisha's tender hills filled my hands.
She moaned.
I moaned.
The sounds were unmistakable for what they were.
"Hurry, Timmy," my mother whispered.
My thumbs slid along the edges of Prisha's butt crack on the way up, and then on the way down, I moved my hands inward and slid my thumbs through her center groove, the tips brushing the little string between her cheeks. Once I reached the bottom of her ass, I pushed my thumbs lower, grazing the edges of her panties and painting oil over her exposed outer labia. The softness of her pussy flesh numbed my fingers. Their heat dampened my skin. When I had aligned my thumbs even with the entrance to her pussy, I pulled outward, spreading her inner labia beneath her panties.
"Oiu maaa," Prisha whispered. "Tum bohot natkhat ho."
"Hurry," Mom whispered again. "You need to do me next."
I dug my fingers into Prisha's flesh again and pushed upward. Her pussy flesh sunk inward, skin tugging, and I feathered her perineum, right where G-string widened, and I kept my fingers inside of her ass crack as I continued onward. She clenched her cheeks when I rubbed the walls of her asshole, and she relaxed when I moved past her little, forbidden divot. I ran my palms in circles over her cheeks one last time and slowly removed my hands from her body.
I stood and walked around to my mother's chair. "Are you sure, Mom?" I asked.
"Yes," Mom whispered.
"All the moms are sure," Prisha said. Her voice sounded far away, as though she was struggling to talk through a dream. "But some of our sons may need a little help getting the message, Timmy."
I swallowed.
"Maybe Diana can help you help them," Mom said. "I think your sister understands our needs."
"You two are close, aren't you?" Prisha asked.
My heart seemed to have left my chest, and a hollow trembling rippled through me. My limbs shook beneath a brisk chill. My insides ballooned, and the world turned into a side-to-side blur as the colors around me brightened. I sat on Mom's lounge chair with a heavy thud. The force of my ass hitting the cushions beneath her towels jarred me awake, and I grabbed the bottle of lotion that Justin had left behind.
"Which sons?" I asked, my voice sounding far away to my ears.
"We'll talk later," Mom said. "But I need you to lotion my legs, Timmy."
I turned the bottle over and poured more of the clear lotion over my mother's thighs, their inner softness, and her tan ass, including her crack. The oil flowed along the gusset of her G-string, soaking her outer folds until they glistened. A new light glowed beneath my mother's skin, and as I placed my hands on the back of her right thigh, a warm and intoxicating scent filled the air. I knew that scent because my sister smelled like it whenever I pressed my tongue against her dewy pussy.
I pushed my hands up my mother's legs, one on the back of her thigh, the other pressed against her inner thigh. Mom sighed, the sound soft, her smile widening. I moved my hands over her skin, to the bottom of her butt, nearly to her pussy, just teasing the small curve of flesh leading into her outer labia. I pushed my right hand over my mother's right butt cheek. She pulled in a shaky breath, and I circled the muscles of her toned ass with my thumb.
I dug into her meat hard.
"Mmm," Mom moaned.
I pressed harder, and she moaned louder.
"You're going to help my son, aren't you?" Prisha asked. "For me? I'll be very grateful to you if you do, I promise."
"Yeah," I said in a quiet voice. "I'll help your son."
I brushed my left fingers up to my mother's panties. Mom exhaled a trembling breath, and I moved my right hand to the inside of her left thigh and my left hand to her ass cheek. Her warm skin sent shivers through my arms, and my cock pulsed and throbbed beneath my shorts. I worked my fingers into her butt muscles, then I put both hands onto her cheeks and spread her twin hams open.
"Fuck," Mom moaned, then she hissed when I pulled her ass cheeks so far apart that I exposed the tanned spokes of her little asshole. I swept every fingertip I had through her crack, rubbing her G-string against her skin, making her hips squirm. My mind screamed whenever I touched her asshole, and a buzz ran through my shoulders. My cock shot a thick spurt of pre-cum into my shorts as my mother moaned beneath my touch. After several minutes of playing with her crack, I pushed my thumbs between my mother's open thighs, pressing them hard against her outer folds, the tips of my thumbs skirting just below the cloth of her panties.
"You're so soft down here, Mom," I whispered, unable to help myself, wondering if Diana would approve of this.
Mom made a pleasing sound deep in her throat.
Up and down, between her legs, my thumbs roamed, pushing closer to her smaller lips and the moist heat staining the center patch of her panties--so fucking close.
So fucking--
"What's going on out here?"
I jumped, falling onto the stones between the lounge chairs. Mrs. Jefferies--Roy's mom--had walked into the backyard through the dining room's sliding glass doors. She wore a white and purple bikini, not as small as my mother's, but the side swells of her breasts lay exposed as did her upper tits, and her small bottoms created an inverted triangle that allowed her fat pussy to push outward. When she turned to the side to look back into the house, where her son and Justin were talking, she exposed her thong to me. Her butt had just the slightest bit of sag, the kind a horny young man wanted to fill his palms with and squeeze without mercy.
"So we're doing this," Mrs. Jefferies said. "Too bad I showed up late for the party." She smiled at me, her white teeth perfect. "How are you and Roy getting along, Timmy?"
I said hello and crouch-walked into the pool. More people started to arrive, and two groups formed: Barely-dressed mothers and half-dressed sons who did their best not to leer at the women who gave them life... without being too obvious.
From behind their glasses, our moms eyed us, and their smiles widened as Prisha and my mother talked to them over glasses of wine and shots of tequila. Our mothers weren't fucking around today. The moms directed smiles at me, and I took note of who was there--it wasn't the entire team--but fifteen mothers were making sure I noticed them, and each one wore a look on her face as if I had promised to give her the world.
I gave Roy's mom a long look, trying to let her know what I was thinking.
A part of me thought, Fuck Roy, but then another part thought, What better revenge to get on the guy for being rough with my sister than to fuck his mother?
Sunday Night with Diana
My sister's pussy clung to me. I sat on the edge of her bed, naked, my thick erection sticking straight up into my sister's body as she rode me hard. Her soft folds engulfed me in a liquid heat, her legs hooking around my back and her arms around my neck. My hands dug into her ass--the tips of my middle fingers pushing against the ringed base of the butt plug that she made me struggle to get into her.
"Mom knows," I said while I turned my sister's body in circles, screwing her across the length of my cock.
"I know," Diana moaned. "I told her. Don't worry."
"Fuck." I pumped my sister's pussy harder on my cock, making her yelp. "Why?"
"Because you're mine," Diana panted. "Fuck, bro, you're fucking me hard--mmm--do you know that, Timmy? Oh, god, you're getting this pussy, aren't you?"
I flexed my cock inside of her, and she whimpered as I filled the last of her cunny canal with cock.
"How long has Mom known?" I asked.
"Long enough," my sister said.
"Who else?"
"Does it matter?" Diana asked, moaning. "You're mine. If someone wants you--mmm--they have to ask me for permission first."
"Abbey?"
Diana laugh-moaned, biting her lower lip as she flared her eye at me.
"Abbey?"
"Not yet," Diana moaned. "Maybe--god, mmm--she's not--uh--stupid." My sister licked her lips, giving me a smoky look. "Abbey's as beautiful as me--ooh--isn't she? Fuck, more than me, isn't she?"
I lowered my head and sucked my sister's tits into my mouth one at a time. Sweat from riding my cock had dampened my sister's skin, and I sucked her nipples like a child in need of comfort.
Trust her, I told myself. Trust your sister.
"I'll let you fuck Mom and the other Moms," Diana panted, "if you don't get mad when I tell you who I want to fuck."
I growled and lifted my sister as I stood. I bounced her on my cock, her wet pussy slipping and sliding from my knob down to my balls. Her golden hair flew about, wild and free, and her moans filled the room as louder than they ever had before. My balls spanked the bottom of her ass, and my cock sloshed through her wetness, her cum-slippery hole sending rockets of pleasure through my cock.
"Who?" I growled.
Diana laughed.
"Who?"
"Lana," Diana cried out as I went deep. Her pussy clenched my cock hard then, her cream flowed, and her muscles tensed. My sister was about to come. "And you--in the ass."
My balls tightened, and I came, the surprise shocking me as I filled my sister's cunny with cum. She whimpered as I held her tight against me, as my entire body spasmed in one intense shockwave. Diana's relaxed as I spurted my jizz into her, and then I sat on the bed, driving my prick further into her muff.
"Ooh," Diana moaned. "Your cock hits deep."
"Sorry," I said, shaking my head. "I didn't mean to come."
"Bad fucking brother," Diana whispered in my ear. She grabbed a handful of my hair and squeezed, pulling my head back as she did. "You only get to come first when I let you come first." She grazed her teeth across my chin. "I've been too nice to you lately. I've been letting you punish me. I've been letting you force me to fuck." She bit down hard on my chin, hard enough to make me wince. The slight pain felt so fucking good that my cock twitched. "I'm going to punish you now because you've forgotten who's in charge."
And punish me she did.
Timmy out.

* * * * *
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#15 Timmy


A Kiss with Mom

Timmy's Thoughts
It's the New Year, but I'm still writing about my life in December. I'm going to keep all but the juicy parts short and sweet. I'm no writer, just a journal keeper, but not for much longer. Maybe, I don't know; it seems like all I do is write about fucking, but Diana likes reading what I write, so maybe she won't let me stop.
Now, on to my life.
Sunday
I'm worried about Abbey. I don't think anything is wrong with her, but what does she know about Diana and me? Abbey and I still wrestled, but not like before. She's not so much into getting her frustrations out and learning anymore. It's more like she's trying to... fool... around with me. She'll jump on me when I'm on the couch trying to watch TV. Sometimes I'm just walking through the house, and she gives me a shove--she's got silent feet. Sometimes, she jumps on me when I'm in my room doing my homework. I don't get home from wrestling practice until after seven, so I don't have the time to go through real wrestling drills with her anymore, not until after the State Tournament ends in March. After that, if she wants to roll, we'll roll, but I don't know if she still cares about learning the fundamentals of controlling your opponent.
The problem isn't that Abbey likes to play wrestle with me; it's the why that concerns me. Outside of straight-up kissing me in front of Abbey, Diana does act like I'm her boyfriend in front of your younger sister, and since Mom already knows about Diana and me, I'm left to wonder what everyone else in the world knows. I don't know who is talking about what anymore. The wrestling moms know about my affair with my sister, that's for sure. For all I know, Diana has told Abbey about us even if Diana hasn't said that she has, and where Diana plans for that information to lead is anyone's guess.
Diana taunts me with how much prettier and sexier, and more beautiful our little sister Abbey is than her. I don't know how you can compare a pair of rainbows to each other, but Diana has made it clear that she thinks Abbey will ripen into one of the few really beautiful women of the world--no makeup needed.
I don't think Diana was a nympho, but I do think my sister loves to experiment, and that makes me nervous. I don't think Diana realizes that we could get into a lot of trouble for this, and fucking with Abbey's sexuality is not something that I think we should be doing. I know, we're triplets, but she's still my little sister.
Fuck--life is tough.
I'm not going to bring up any of this incest stuff to Abbey. Maybe that's what Diana wants me to do, and then what? Then I'm the one who has to explain to Abbey why her older brother is fucking her older sister and our mother?
Speaking of Mom, she's the reason for this entry, so let me go a few more days into the past and let you--my journal--in on a brand new part of my life.
Mom's Kiss
We--my mother and I--didn't speak much following the Sunday pool party, where I'm pretty sure I promised about half of my team's mothers I'd help them get their sons into bed. Mom couldn't drive home from that party, so I did, and Diana helped me put Mom to bed, and then we had our fun, where Diana permitted me to sleep with as many of the mothers as I had too, for a price: She gets to sleep with Lana and later, she gets to have my ass.
Fuck--I don't know if I can go through with that.
Monday came, and Mom went to work, stayed out late, and came home. She curled up on the couch with Abbey and watched TV, not ignoring me but not paying me any special attention either.
Tuesday came around; I was in Diana's room, inside my older sister's pussy from behind. She lay on her tummy in the prone position while I pressed my hips into her ass, grinding my cock between her slick folds as her warmth dampened my crotch. (God, she gets so fucking hot when I'm between her legs.) We had already had sex a few times. Now we were just having fun before going to bed together. I can't remember the last time I slept alone for the night.
At eleven--I knew it was eleven because Diana asked me what time it was--my sister told me to go downstairs and get her some water. I dressed in my workout shorts and a shirt and went downstairs. As I walked into the kitchen, I saw my mom sitting at the breakfast table, drinking a cup of tea. She was wearing a pearl satin robe that exposed her cleavage, and her two thick nipples formed a pair of small headlights against the robe's fabric. She stood when I entered the kitchen, her belt cinched at her waist, but the loose half knot she had tied her robe in didn't do much to keep the lower portion of her robe together.
"Not tired?" Mom asked, but she didn't sound surprised to see me in the kitchen so late in the night.
"Just getting water," I said.
"For your sister?"
I nodded.
Mom walked to the fridge, her long leg slipping out of her robe and exposing her thighs as she turned away from me. The robe's thin satin clung to her weight-trained backside, her twin cheeks outlined beneath her robe like a polished apple.
"Here," Mom said. She brought Diana's water to me. I tried to take it from her hand, but she didn't let go of the bottle after my fingers closed over the plastic above her fingers. "Did you have fun on Sunday?"
"Yeah," I said. "But not as much fun as you and the other moms had, I think."
Mom rolled her head to the right, smiling as she did. "We did get a little carried away in front of our boys, didn't we?"
"More than a little," I said. "But, it was fun."
"And before the other moms showed up, did you have fun then?" Mom spoke in an almost whisper, but her voice seemed to fill the kitchen. She moved her forefinger up the bottle, brushing my thumb.
"Yeah," I said. "Lots." Goosebumps crawled up my back.
"And you're okay with it?" Mom took a shaky breath. Her cheeks flushed. When she spoke again, her voice trembled. "You're okay with helping Prisha get what she wants from her son?"
I swallowed. My heart tripped, recovered, and skipped into a double-quick beat to make up for the beat I had lost.
"Yes," I said.
"What about the others?" Mom asked. "You're willing to help all of the other mothers as well... with their sons?"
"Yes," I whispered, my chest tightening.
"And me?" my mother said so softly I had to read her lips to make out her words. She brushed my thumb again. "You're willing to help me get what I want as well?" As she spoke, a pink blush toasted her light cheeks. A new sparkle ignited within her green eyes, matching the coy smile forming on her lips.
"Yes, Mom," I said. "I am."
Mom let go of the bottle in our hands. "You better go back upstairs. Your sister is waiting for you."
I nodded and started to turn around.
"Timmy," Mom said before I had barely begun moving. "Aren't you going to give Mommy a goodnight kiss?"
Holy fuck.
I turned back to my mother, moving closer to her as I raised my hands to her waist. The water bottle wouldn't let me grip her left hip, but my left hand fell onto the yielding firmness of the hard body beneath her robe. Mom trembled as my lips moved toward her. I wasn't thinking, just acting on instinct. Mom tilted her head upward, even lifting herself onto her toes, bringing herself closer to me. Our lips met. Her lips were warm and soft and full, the taste of her flavored by the mint tea she had been drinking.
"Mmm," Mom sighed in an almost thankful way. The energy flowing through her veins surged into me. She wrapped her arms around my neck and dug her fingers into my hair, caressing the back of my head with an eagerness that surprised me.
"Mmm, hmm, mmm," Mom continued to hum.
I parted my lips further, sliding my tongue forward. Mom pulled herself to me, her big breasts pushing into my chest, her nipples digging through her satin robe and my thin shirt. I wrapped my arms around her back, settling my fingers above the downward slope of her ass. Our lips moved together wetly, creating a piece of soft, liquid music my cock thickened beneath. (Mom was the first woman I had ever jerked off to, and now this... it was a teen's dream come true.) Our kiss ended when I circled the tip of my hard prick against my mother's stomach.
"We need to stop," Mom whispered in a rushed voice. "Abbey's home." She lowered her mouth, resting her forehead against my chest. "But we can talk about this tomorrow when we have some privacy."
"Tomorrow?" I asked.
"Your sister is waiting for you."
Fuck.
"Tomorrow then." I slid my hands back to Mom's sides, and I squeezed her right hip with my left hand. "As soon as I get home from practice?"
"Whatever you want," Mom said.
I broke away from my mother and went upstairs. Diana thanked me for the water and kissed me on the lips, pausing to say, "Mmm, minty." She eyed my hard-on, laughed to herself, then scrambled naked into bed with an unexpected giddiness.
I undressed before joining my sister in bed. She didn't bother opening her water. She did what she usually does when we sleep together: She turned on left her side and draped her right arm and leg over my body. I curled my right arm under her neck and around her back, and she went to sleep. I stayed awake, my hard-on tenting the sheets.
I lay there, trying to will the aching beast that was my cock to softness. At some point during the night, as Diana's soft puffs of breath fell over my chest, my cock began to deflate, wilting, swaying, and crumping to the side in an all-to-slow collapse that gave me time to think about my mother's lips once again. No good. My cock stiffened, becoming a giant ache beneath my shorts.
I brought my left hand across my body and palmed the outside swell of my sister's tit. Diana's warm flesh filled my palm, firm and perky in the ways only an eighteen-year-old girl's could be. I squeezed her breast and turned to my right, gently rolling her over.
"Hmm," was the quiet noise that sounded in my sister's throat.
I rested my sister on her back. Diana's warmth brought a red flush to my skin. How did she get so fucking warm? I ran my left hand down her body and over her stomach, tracing her belly button. She uttered a soft sound but didn't wake. I went lower, over the smoothness of her mound, my pinky and thumb brushing her firm thighs. I hooked a foot over her left shin and pulled her leg toward me, spreading my sister open.
"Hmm," my sister sleep-muttered again.
I slid my hand down her mound and palmed her hairless pussy meat.
Diana took a deep breath. Faint moonlight slid through the cracks in her blinds, but I could only make out the bluish-black shadows making up the contours of her face.
I slid my middle finger between her outer folds and laid my digit across the seam of her inner lips. My sister huffed in her sleep, her breathing turning thick and heavy. The rough sound of her nostrils puffing out air as I curled my finger through her slit spurred my heartbeat to a harder pace.
I played with my sister's pussy gently. Diana uttered soft whimpers as she wiggled her body enough to spread her legs further apart for my fingers. The shallow opening of her twat-hole became as slick as pink butter and just as smooth. Sighing, I slid the tip of my middle finger into her pink hole.
"Uh-umm," Diana moaned. She tossed her head in her sleep. Was she fighting to wake up? Was she dreaming about some man's hands on her body, in her body, not taking no for an answer? Pre-cum slid from the tip of my cock onto her hip. She moaned again.
I caressed her pussyhole, gathering her juices, then I removed my finger to a sigh of protest. I grasped my dick, wiping her wetness over my shaft. When my pole was slick, I cupped her pussy again, sliding my three biggest fingers through her crease one at a time before jerking my shaft again and lubing my prick with more of her warm honey.
I slid over my sister, careful not to wake her from her sleep. I positioned myself on my elbows with my forearms under her shoulders and my hips between her open legs. My cock dangled hard between us, rubbing the insides of her thighs and giving her pussy lips butterfly kisses as I searched for her juicy hole. She had to be aware of what I was doing on some level, right? I didn't know. My sister has never told me if she was, but she has never told me not to fuck her in her sleep again, either.
Diana uttered a soft, confused moan when I pressed the spongy tip of my prick to the smooth curve of her muff and pushed inward. My slippery knob sank into her, pushing through Diana's tightness and spreading her walls open.
"Uhhhhh," Diana moaned.
My shaft continued spreading her dewy walls as her lips stretched over my thick shaft.
"Mmm," Diana whined.
I pumped my hips forward, pushing her pussy lips inward as I loosened her cunny with my shaft.
"Huh, mmm, huh," Diana uttered in several breathless sighs. I think she was trying to wake up now. I think she knew her dreams were no longer dreams.
I pulled out and pushed back in... harder this time.
"Uh," Diana groaned. "What? Timmy, no." Her last two words came out as a whisper, but she didn't say her chosen safe word--RED--which would have made me stop without question.
I pushed deeper into my sister's pussy. She moaned again and brought her knees up around my sides. Her breathing deepened. Her breasts rose and fell against my chest, and her body--her entire fucking body--bloomed with heat beneath our blankets, turning my skin crimson.
"Timmy, fuck," Diana moaned.
Slick wetness coated my shaft as I pushed in and out of my sister's slippery snatch. She grunted when my balls touched her ass, and she wrapped her arms around my shoulders and locked her ankles around the backs of my thighs. I pumped my sister's pussy faster, drawing out her cream in a series of slish-slosh sounds as her pussy turned into soft butter around my cock.
"Uh, uh, uh, uh," Diana moaned. She turned her head, finding my lips, and she kissed me, her tongue snaking into my mouth, licking me up and down.
"Mmm, hmm, uh, uh, mmm," we both moaned and groaned together. I sped up, rocking my sister's bed, as she whimpered into my mouth. I slid my right hand down her body and hooked it behind her knee, lifting her leg up and back and over my shoulder, tightening her little pussy on my cock.
"Fuck," Diana grunted as I slid deeper into her than before. "You're extra fucking hard--ooh--tonight, little brother."
I spread my knees for balance and pumped my sister's pussy with firm strokes, sliding into her as her inner pink kissed and licked the tip of my cock with every inward thrust. I pushed all the way into her wet muff, ground my hips against her crotch, turning the base of my cock around her pussy lips as I bumped her insides with my rigid pole.
"Timmy," Diana whimpered. "Fuck, Timmy, fuck me, baby. Fuck me, little brother."
Minutes passed before the tingling in my balls began. Cream dripped from Diana's pussy, her juices running thick and messy down the crack of her ass. I hooked her right leg over my left arm and bent her double, fucking my cock into her with deep strokes, hitting bottom every time. My sister purred like a kitten. I rose onto my knees, moving my ass up and dropping my dick into her from a vertical angle, feeding my sister's cunny every inch of my fuck-stick on every inward stroke.
Diana started to pant. Then she began to whimper. Then her pussy walls hugged my cock, and she came, crying out as she swung her head from side to side. I found her mouth in the darkness, pressed my lips to hers, and swallowed the sounds of her orgasm as her body shook beneath me. As her pussy muscles spasmed around my cock, I thumped her wet hole as hard as I could three fucking times, making her whimper each time. On the final thrust, I came hard, jizzing up her snatch with one long surge of come.
Diana panted beneath me as I filled her pussy with a big load of sticky cum.
After the last of my seed slithered out of my cock, I collapsed to the side. I slid my hand under my sister's head, clenched her hair, and forced her down my body. She didn't fight me, doing my bidding as though I were the person in charge of us. I didn't let her back up until after she had cleaned my cock and then some. We fell asleep soon after.
Thursday's Plans
Abbey made her own way to school on Thursday. Diana and I parked in the back of the parking lot, where I gave my sister her morning kiss before class. But before getting out of the car, she had something to tell me.
"I can't pick you up from practice tonight," she said.
"I don't mind jogging home," I said.
Diana laughed. "Only a wrestler wouldn't mind running three miles after his practice."
"Jogging," I said, then asked, "Where are you going to be?"
"At Lana's, with Abbey." My sister smiled at me. "Mom's going to pick you up, so don't run away, understand?"
I nodded, thinking of what this could mean.
"Do you understand?"
"I do," I said after a moment.
"Remember: You belong to me." My sister reached over and grabbed my hand. "Only I get to tell you what to do." She squeezed my hand. "No one else. Not even Mom."
"I know."
"You better."
Later, at the end of lunch, my sister and I were in the drama theater, in our private fuck-room, as Lana calls it. Diana had dressed as a sexy schoolgirl, complete with a too-short pleated skirt, thigh stockings, and a gray sweater over a buttoned-up dress shirt. I had her bent over the makeup counter with her skirt on her ass, and her sexy panties pulled over the left side of her firm ass, exposing her pretty, pink slit to me. Lana kept watch for us, but she was doing it from inside the room, cracking the door open and peeking out into the hallway... some of the time.
I pumped my sister's pretty pussy for the last ten minutes of lunch, turning her silky folds into a runny mess of cream and cum. I didn't fuck her hard or fast, just firm and deep, giving her an intimate cunny massage that closed her eyes and pushed moans through her body. She didn't bother cleaning up our cum after I pulled out and cleaned myself up. Instead, she sat on the makeup counter with her panties to the side, and her pink muff glazed as we talked.
"Have fun tonight with Mom," Diana said. "I'll pick you up in the morning."
"I will," I said, and then I had to ask, "What are you going to do with Abbey at Lana's?"
Lana laughed.
"Lana's cousin kind of knows Abbey." Diana smiled at me. It was a warm smile. "They run in the same circles, I guess. Don't worry. We're not going to do anything crazy tonight. I love you, now get lost."
As I walked away, Lana walked toward my sister....
Timmy out.

#16 Timmy


Fucking My Mother

Where I Left Off
Diana had just told me that she was going to spend the night at Lana's and that she was taking Abbey with her, leaving me alone with Mom, who was picking me up after my wrestling practice. Why? To make sure I wouldn't run in the opposite direction? That made me laugh. I knew that wasn't the reason. Not after our kitchen kiss. So why? Was my mother eager to get me home after a hot and sweaty wrestling practice? Maybe. But I think she had decided to pick me up after practice to show the other moms that the game was on.
Before practice started, Diana sent me a text: Take charge of Mom tonight. The first time I read that, I thought it said care....



Thursday Night, After Practice
Wrestling practice didn't fly by for me. We have a big wrestling room, but there is no place to sit. Nobody sits in our wrestling room. No one watches either, not without permission from our head coach. We close the doors, turn up the heat, and we get to work. There's no clock either. Only our coaches know the time; the rest of us just put in the work until our coaches told us to stop.
The worst part about practice is cleaning the mats afterward. I knew many of the moms and a few of the dads were waiting for us after practice. I've wondered if the fathers had ever suspected what kind of wives they had--and knowing that our moms were outside the room, talking about who knows what--made every sweep, mop, spray, and dry mop feel like it took twice as long as it actually did.
We left the wrestling room with our coaches reminding us to clean our shoes and file our nails. Anyone who didn't pass the before-practice inspection had to do two minutes' worth of high-intensity up-downs for memory reinforcement. The coaches said our reinforcement drills would only last two minutes--that was a mind-fuck--because our reinforcement drills lasted until the coaches decided we'd no longer forget their instructions again. "One more minute" was code for "We're not even close to done."
Anyway, when practice ended, our mothers were waiting for us--the eighteen-year-olds--under the night sky. There were about ten of them this time, others waited in the parking lot, but there were always mothers that you could count on to wait right outside the door. Their eyes bore into us. Some of the mothers held their hands up near their mouths, a finger to their lips, while others smiled at their sons as their eyes passed over everyone, taking in all the hard bodies they could.
The chill their hungry eyes gave me was a good one.
I walked to Mom, who was wearing a winter dress--a light brown sweater dress that dropped to her upper thighs and hung loosely about her body, but not so loose it didn't outline her breasts or thighs when she moved just right. It was a long-sleeved sweater dress paired with white tennis shoes, and her toned, tanned legs were uncovered for all to see. A dress like that, so easily lifted to find the naked body beneath--if Diana had been wearing it--never failed to warm my blood or swell my shaft.
Prisha and several of the other moms stood near my mother. Others stood off to the sides, forming a half-crescent around their sons as we walked toward them. Every one of them smiled at me in a sober version of theyou know what I expect from you smile they had given me during our last team-building pool party.
"Timmy," Mom said. "Prisha's husband will be away for the weekend. I volunteered you to help Justin move some furniture after your meet on Saturday."
"You don't mind helping me, do you, Timmy?" Prisha asked.
Her son, Justin, looked at his mom, then at me, then shrugged.
Before I could answer, ten sets of eyes focused on me. I felt like a baby turtle freshly hatched, and every fucking hawk in the sky had just turned their hungry eyes in my direction. I almost took a step backward.
Mrs. Nguyen, who was standing to Mom's right, said, "I could use some help with something on Sunday, Timmy."
The other moms narrowed their eyes, casting evil glares at Mrs. Nguyen.
"With what?" Kevin, Mrs. Nguyen's son, asked.
"I'll tell you later," Mrs. Nguyen said to him.
"Yeah, no problem." I forced a smile to my lips, trying to act like the stud I had become. "I don't mind helping anyone who needs help. It will be my pleasure."
Some of my teammates laughed, but I think they knew, in their way, that our jokes about our mothers were about to become real.
Mom and I said our goodbyes; then we went home.
Drive Home
We drove in near silence. It was only a three-mile drive, and I powered the window down to help with my wrestling scent, as Diana had called my musk one day after picking me up from practice. Mom asked me if I was hungry, speaking in a quiet voice. I thought I heard a soft tremor in her words.
Take charge of Mom. Only I wasn't remembering the text Diana had sent me; I was hearing my sister's voice between my ears.
"I'm going to take a shower when we get home," I said. I looked at Mom. Her dress lay crumpled in her lap so high it looked as though she had forgotten to wear pants tonight. Take charge of her. "In your room. You can join me if you want to."
Mom sucked in a breath, her upper body rolling as if the coolest breeze in the world had slid up her skirt and around her muff. She swallowed, her throat moving, and her eyes widened a bit, though she said nothing in response to my offer.
"I'll leave the door open for you," I said as my heartbeat thumped beneath my chest, growing harder when I reached across the center console and placed my left hand on the middle of Mom's thigh. My long fingers curled down the inside of her leg, near the hottest part of her body.
"I think I'll have some wine when we get home," she said with a breathless, suddenly anxious rush of words.
Mom's legs parted. Her heat filled my palm. Her chest rose and fell with sharper, quicker breaths as the world outside my window whipped across my vision in a blur of colors. I moved my hand toward her knee, then back up, pulling her thigh closer to me, angling her knee far to her right--it didn't hinder her driving.
"Bring the wine up to your room," I said. I stopped my hand when my pinky finger touched the softer meat of her inner thigh, a few inches away from the source of the heat radiating outward from between her legs. "Wait for me." My cock hardened, the shaft swelling with a thick, rubbery inflation.
Mom took a deep, shaky breath, then said, "Okay."
I squeezed her leg again. My pinky finger strayed further up her thigh for the last mile home, a little at a time. Her skin grew softer and damper the further up I went. Less than half a mile from home, the scent of Mom's floral lust filled the car, hitting my nostrils with an intoxicating perfume. I moved my pinky finger higher, dipping into the hollow where her inner thigh curved into her fat outer labia. Mom sucked in her breath. Her skin was so fucking hot as I rubbed the soft edge of her tiny panties.
Mom hit the gas, and I jerked forward, my hand leaving her leg. We pulled into our driveway a minute later, maybe less. I exited the car before Mom killed the ignition.
Fucking My Mother
Hot water ran down my skin. I closed my eyes as streams of liquid outlined my body, rinsing the dried sweat from my body. My cock hung against my sack like an elephant's trunk, waiting for the slightest sign to go hard.
I tried not to think while the jets of water sprayed me down. Goosebumps beaded my flesh despite the heat clouding the air around me. Would my mother be waiting for me... naked? Would she offer me wine? Would I drink it? How did she want me to fuck her? Fuck her or make love to her? I was in love with Diana, but I loved my mother--what would happen afterward? Was it possible to be in love with two women or even three?
I'm in over my head. The thought ran through my head several times before I turned the water off and stepped out of the glass-walled shower. I dried myself off in my mother's white and black marble bathroom with its long his-and-her sink and wall-length mirror.
After drying myself, I used the mirror to check myself out. I had a great body, firm, tight, muscular, broad shoulders, light brown hair, and blue eyes, eyes like Diana's... like Abbey's. The same blue eyes as the father we barely knew. I looked like him too. Did Mom see him in me?
I looked at the restroom door, which I had left cracked open. Not very inviting of me. I had tied the towel around my waist, but I undid the tucked-in corner of the towel and let it drop to the floor, leaving me standing completely naked with half a hard-on.
"I'm about to fuck my mother," I said, shaking my head. My mother, the woman I had compared all others to in my life. Mom --a giant among women. No, a titan--no, a goddess. Still, knowing that I was about to slip my cock into the pussy that birthed me felt so... normal.
Thanks, Diana.
My dick responded, the body thickening and rising, lifting its head like a snake sensing prey. Take charge of Mom tonight. I could do that. I took charge of Diana once in a while, but if she were telling me to take charge of our mother, then I would. I turned the door, opened it, and walked into my mother's bedroom with a full erection that swung from side to side in front of me.
Mom stood at the side of her bed, facing me. On the nightstand next to her sat a bottle of wine. She held a big glass with a deep bowl and a big stem in her raised right hand. She still wore her sweater dress and tennis shoes, but a pair of little satin panties lay on the nightstand next to her wine bottle. Mom's eyes widened when she saw my cock in all of its hard, erect glory.
That's right, Mom, I thought.
"It's all for you," I said, not having any idea what the fuck I was talking about or why I had said those words instead of thinking them, but at least Mom didn't laugh. No, she licked her lips before downing half of the wine in her glass. "You wanted it, right?"
Mom nodded her head, breathing heavy, her breasts rising and falling beneath her sweater dress. My heart pounded within my chest; the beat loud in my ears.
"Turn around," I said.
Mom put her wine glass down and turned around. As I walked toward her, her body seemed to grow smaller, and she no longer appeared larger than life to me when I finally stood behind her, my size dwarfing her... my cock so big as it hung above her round ass.
I put my hands on my mother's shoulders and rolled my fingers and thumbs over her muscles. Mom shuddered, releasing a shaky breath, and I kissed the back of her head through her blonde hair. She made a soft sound as I lowered my hands down her arms to her elbows, then pulled my hands back so I could put my hands on her sides. The soft wool of her dress let me press my fingers into her body. I felt her ribs, the smallness of her in my hands, and I pushed forward, resting my palms underneath her big tits.
"This is what you want, Mom," I said. "This is what you want your son to do."
"Yes," Mom said, answering me even though I had framed my words as statements.
I raised my hands and cupped her large, heavy breasts. Mom moaned as I squeezed her big tits, filling my palms with the soft-firmness of her large mounds, my fingers grasping soft tit meat. Her nipples pushed against her sweater, digging into my palms and giving me chills. I pressed my body to hers, the tip of my cock hitting her lower back and angling down between her cheeks, nestling in the softness of her wool-covered butt crack.
"I love your tits, Mom," I whispered as I massaged them.
"You used to suck them when you were little," Mom said, panting.
Those words caused a pulse to shoot through my shaft, thickening my erection with its energy from root to tip. I ground my cock into my mother's butt, saying, "Tonight, I'm going to suck them again."
"Oh god," Mom whispered.
I lowered my hands down her front, over her firm stomach, and around her hips, stopping at her sides. I pushed my hands lower. My fingers pointed down as I bent my knees and reached under the hem of my mother's dress. My palms touched her bare thighs, and I lifted my hands upward. The hem caught on my wrist, bunching up as I slid the wool up her body, baring the hard curves she worked so hard to maintain. She was naked beneath her dress, all the way to her bouncy tits, which filled my palms all over again, this time with flesh to flesh contact.
"Timmy," Mom said, panting as I pushed my cock between the two naked swells of her firm, tender backside.
I squeezed her tits, running my fingers over her thick, rosy nipples, tugging and pulling them and making my mother whimper. I lowered my head to her right shoulder and kissed her neck. She shivered. I turned my head to the right, catching our reflection in the full-length mirror hanging on the back of the bedroom's closed door.
My body stood straight up and down, but Mom's had the sexy S curve, with a dip in her lower back, her round ass jutting against my cock, and her breasts sitting in my hands, their bottoms round and full. I laid my head against her shoulder and watched us for a moment.
I whispered, "I love you," without thinking.
Mom whispered, "Thank you, Timmy... I love you too."
I let go of her tits, lowering my body and kneeling behind her. I planted soft kisses along her spine as her dress rode my head down her body. I held my mother by her hips, holding tight but not hard, letting her measure the strength of my grip, making her understand that she couldn't get away from me even if she suddenly changed her mind about taking me between her legs.
But I wasn't worried about my mother changing her mind. The scent drifting upward from her muff was the scent of a MILF in need of a young, teenage cock that could fuck her cunt all night long and then some. Thanks to her eldest daughter, my mother was in luck because Diana had trained me to give a woman everything she could want and more.
When my lips reached the crack of my mother's ass, I wrapped my arms around her waist, with my right hand covering her hairless mound. I moaned against the divide between my mother's cheeks. A piece of me wanted to feel her pubic hairs against my palm. I made a note to myself to tell my mother to grow her curly hairs out and trim them for me into a beautiful, motherly triangle of downy fur that I could rest my cheek against.
"Mmm," Mom sigh-whimpered as I licked my tongue through her crack. I paused to kiss each of her cheeks. I took her ass meat between my teeth, giving the hefty hams several love bites that left her shaking. Mom had a thicker ass than Diana, firm and taut, but matured instead of hard, where the meat clings to the muscle beneath as gravity tries to create a delicate sag in her weight.
"So fucking hot." The words left my mouth as I rested my nose, lips, and chin in my mother's butt crack. I stuck my tongue out, finding her asshole on the first try.
"God!" Mom gasped. Her body swayed above me, so I hugged her tighter, turning my face in a circle against her butt crack, all the while stroking her rear door with my tongue and leaving slobbery trails of spit against her puckered rear hole.
"Has Dad ever fucked you here?" I asked before pressing the tip of my tongue against her tiny crinkle.
"No," Mom said, her voice high pitched. "God, no."
"I'm going to," I said. "Tonight."
"Jesus," Mom said, panting. "Has Diana let you--mmm!"
The thick wetness of my saliva coating her anal rim helped me push my tongue into her little, naughty chute. I licked her hard, tasting the strong flavor of sex between her cheeks. My mother was as clean as a porn star on set--had Diana warned her? I wiggled my tongue inside of her for nearly a minute as she purred from the ass eating I gave her.
"Never," I said after I pulled out my tongue. "Diana hasn't let me in her butt... yet." I licked the length of my mother's crack one more time. "She's going to, though, someday soon, I think."
I pushed on Mom's back with gentle pressure. She bent over the bed, balancing herself on her hands. The thick folds of her pink muff stared up at me; meaty, crescent-shaped, fat and juicy, and everything a mother's cunny should be to her son. Her outer lips protected her inner lips, the soft crescents small and delicate, just like her daughter's. I thought of Abbey then. Shaking my head, I grabbed my mother's wine glass from the bedside table and took a small drink, swishing the liquor around my mouth before swallowing it. Then, I ate my mother's pussy.
"Oh, umm, uh," Mom moaned. "Nuh-uh, uh."
I licked the length of her inverted slit as she bent over, from the thick nub of her clit to her perineum. I licked up through her soft folds like a dog, lapping at her cunny juices. Mom's pussy spread open for me, and the honey dripping from her cunny filled my mouth.
"Mmm," I moaned, breathing heavily through my mouth. I lifted my fingers, the middle and fore pressed together, and I pushed the tips against Mom's twat right where her slippery hole lay waiting for me.
"Uh," Mom moaned as I eased my fingers into her muff. "Fuck, Timmy!"
I entered her tight hole slowly; the softness of her inner pinkness surrounded my digits in a blanket of warmth and tenderness. As my digits slid into my mother's snatch, I watched in awe as her juices dripped around my side-by-side fingers. I remember thinking, God, she smells so good between her thighs. When I reached the last knuckles, Mom uttered a low growl. I curled and straightened my fingers several times, petting the underside of my mom's mound from within.
"Ooh," Mom moaned, trembling. "Oh, yeah--yeah!"
I pressed my thumb to her clit, saying, "Let go, Mom. Say what you need to say while finger-fuck you."
"Fuck, Timmy," Mom gasped. "You're sister... has been--uh--teaching you well. Mmm, fuck, oh, my baby boy."
My cock pulsed. A widening ring of pleasure shot through my shaft, from my base to my tip. A thick wad of pre-cum left my crown, falling onto my mother's hardwood floor. I moaned, then I stood, looking down on my mother's bent-over body. She was still wearing her sweater dress and white tennis shoes, her thick laces tied in big loops that almost reached the floor.
"Do you want my dick, Mom?" I asked, emphasizing her title. I grabbed my cock below the glans and rubbed my knob through her lips, her wet heat soaking my spongy tip. I slapped her pussy from underneath several times, raising my cock hard against her bare cunny, making her gasp. "Do you, Mom? Do you want this dick?"
"Yes," Mom whimpered. "I want your dick."
"Whose dick?"
Mom took a deep breath before she whimpered out, "My son's dick." She moaned. "I've wanted my son's dick for so long."
I fit my knob to her glistening seam, her narrow slit looking too small for my thick head, and I pushed my crown into her little slot hard.
"Ungh," Mom grunted as her hole stretched around my tip.
I paused, holding my mother's hips with a firm grip. I didn't push in or pull out as I circled my hips. My knob stayed inside of her, rubbing the walls of her opening and absorbing her cunny's heat.
"So fucking tight, Mom," I whispered.
"Yeah?" Mom moaned, excited.
"Like a teenager," I said. "Like a teen's little pussy."
"Ooh," Mom whispered. "Naughty boy."
I looked down at my dick, opened my lips, and let a wad of spit fall from my lips. Bullseye! I hit the middle of my shaft. I rubbed the spit over my pole, using my right hand as I squeezed my mother's hip with my left. When I had lubed up my cock enough, I grabbed onto my mother's hips again, steadied her, and began slow in-and-out fuck motions, feeding Mom's hungry muff my cock a little at a time.
"Ooh, ah, ooh, oh," Mom moaned as her pink lips stretched thin around my shaft. When the warmth of her pussy hugged half of my rod, Mom let out a little grunt and lifted her right knee onto the bed, crawling away from my dick like a scared little kitten.
"No, no, no," I moaned. "Where are you taking this pussy?"
"Nowhere, baby," Mom said, sighing and hanging her head. "It's your pussy, Timmy." Mom whimpered. "It's my son's pussy."
She tried to crawl forward again as another inch entered her. So damn fucking tight. I followed my mother, keeping our bodies connected with my dick. Her left knee went onto the bed, and she crawled to the center, facing her headboard, waiting on her hands and knees for me to continue fucking her like a dog.



"Ready for the rest of my dick?" I asked. God, it was so hard to keep myself from pumping my mother's pussy full of cock without mercy.
Mom shook her head, panting out a laugh. "It's been a long time for me, baby." She moaned. "And never with a cock like yours."
"What about Dad's?" I asked without thinking.
"Big," Mom whispered, "but still a head shorter than yours."
I moaned as I said, "Well, you're gonna get it, Mom. You're gonna get it soon."
Treating my mother like this, as my sex toy, was building up my orgasm faster than I could fuck. I rolled my hips backward then humped them forward, giving Mom three-quarters of my dick. Her moans filled the room, soft at first, then loud, then fast. As I pumped her little pussy, she clawed at the comforter beneath her fingers.
I moaned as her tiny twat sucked on my cock like a mouth. Her insides licked my knob like a tongue, and after a few minutes of poking my mother's pretty pussy with smooth strokes, I hammered the last quarter of my prick into her cunny hard.
"Fuck!" Mom gasped, lurching forward. A small ripple rode her upturned ass cheeks. I only pulled out halfway before I hammered my slippery pole back into her hot pussy again. "Shit!" I did it again. "Fuck, baby, fuck!"
Mom had read my mind. I fucked my mother, fast at first, using just my movements, then I held still and pulled her back onto my meat-stick until she moved her body on her own. Her moans and curses filled the room; then, I thrust forward as she drove her ass back toward me, and she uttered a low-throated grunt of surprise, unable to form words as my glans pushed into her warm guts. I ground my dick into her, rubbing my knob around her insides, reaching way up into her tummy--so I told myself--touching places where no other dick had been before.
"Am I bigger than dad?" I asked.
Mom grunted.
I spanked her ass, making her gasp.
"Tell me," I said, spanking her again, harder than before.
"Fuck, yes," Mom whimpered. "You feel so much bigger, you little bastard."
The sound of her trembling voice as she talked dirty to me, along with the heat her muff baked my cock in, was too much to take. My balls tightened. My cum was getting ready to shoot as it tossed within my sack like an angry sea. I sat on my calves and pulled Mom back with me, standing her on her knees with her shins outside of mine as she sat on my dick.
"Oh, fuck," Mom moaned.
I bounced her pussy up and down on my vertical stick, sometimes pulling her down hard and grinding her twat on me hard enough to push and pull on my nut sack with our up-and-down movements. Mom whimpered and fell back against me. I let go of her hips, thrusting my left hand up her sweater dress to caress her tits as I ran my right hand forward along the line of her hip and cupped her mound in my hand. My middle finger found her fat clit, my side fingers squeezed her wet nub, and Mom went wild as I played with her pleasure pearl.
"Oh fuck, oh shit, fuck, fuck-fuck-fuck," Mom whimpered. "Timmy, you little fucker!"
Mom worked her pussy on my dick, humping me wild, stripper movements meant to make men nut in the backrooms. As her butt pressed into my hips and thighs, I swirled her thick clitty in circles, the juicy nub throbbing and about to explode. A series of spasms rocked Mom's body, and her pussy trembled around my mom-fucking-meat, her juices flowing until a creamy froth lathered my balls. My cock swelled, my asshole tightened, and my balls tingled. I was getting ready to fill my mother's pussy with cream.
"Baby, oh, baby, I'm gonna come," Mom rasped as she worked her ass in tight, hard circles around my cock. Sweat now dampened her body below her dress. "Oh fuck! Oh shit! Oh, Timmy, I'm coming on my son's dick!"
Mom's body shook, and she tried to fall forward. I held her hard against me, forcing her sensitive cunny to come on my cock. I pumped my prick into her new, cum-drenched slipperiness, lifting my ass upward and her knees off the bed as I jackhammered her across the length of my dick. Loud slapping sounds filled my mother's bedroom. My balls shivered and buzzed, and I released a torrent of jizz. My cum swelled my shaft before unleashing its heat into my mother's snatch in one long stream of mind-numbing, body-buzzing bliss.
"Fuck, Mom, Mom, Mom," I gasped. "Oh, Mom--FUCK YEAHHHHHH!"
We rode each other through our orgasms, shaking and panting, moaning, and cursing, sometimes at each other. I pressed my mouth to my mother's back and bit down, not hard, just a gentle nibble that pulled at her skin beneath her sweater. Her breath left her lungs in harsh gasps, and she slapped my thigh several times, still trying to get away from my dick. After a moment, I lowered us to our left side, our heads on the pillows, my cock softening but not going completely soft within her maternal canal. When I finally slipped out of her warm, wet hole, a thick glob of our cum followed, running over her left thigh in a gooey mess of sexy cream.
Mom turned her head and looked at me, her blonde hair a mess, her mascara running. She smiled at me--it was the sexiest, naughtiest, horniest smile I had ever seen on her lips-- then she laughed, then she licked her lips when she saw the look on my face.
"The nights far from over," I said as I laid her on her back and straddled her stomach, my cock flopping between her big tits. "Open up, Mom. There's a lot of night left for us to get to know each other."
"Oh boy," Mom whispered, then she opened her mouth....
Timmy Out.
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Getting Kinky with Mom

Sixty-Nine with Mom
"Oh boy," Mom had whispered, then she had opened her mouth....
Mom lay beneath me, still in her sweater dress minus a bra and panties, her ankle-high tennis shoes on her feet, their looped laces touching the bed. My mother, being fully dressed while I straddled her stomach, completely naked, made my cock flex from root to tip in a banana-like curve, shooting a wad of pre-cum from the tip of my dick onto her chin.
"Baby," Mom moaned. "You're a fuck-machine."
I smiled, proud and arrogant, as my mother's words made my heart swell. "Thanks to you," I said, putting my thumb on my mother's chin and pushing the pre-cum over her bottom lip. As I rubbed my fluid on her face, I slid my long, hard cock between her tits, our cummy mixture coating my dick and wetting the inside swells of my mother's large breasts. I lowered her sweater, covering my cock and her breasts, then I pushed my thumb into my mother's mouth for her to suck.
Mom puckered her full lips, her eyes widening, and she sucked on my thumb in the same way my sister likes to play with the head of my prick. Heat, warmth, and the flicking of my mother's tongue bathed my thumb in a preview of the blowjob Mom would be giving me later. I moaned and pumped my prick through her cleavage, loving the yielding firmness of my mother's titty mounds.
"Hold your tits together," I said in a trembling voice. "Let me fuck these beautiful things for a little bit."
Mom reached under her sweater, doing as I commanded without hesitation. A buzzing of pleasure danced about my shoulders and arms when she listened to me without question. I sped up my thrusting as she squeezed my shaft with her breasts, their wet softness creating a perfect pocket for me to fuck.
"Fuck, Mom," I moaned, fucking her hard enough to jiggle her tits beneath her sweater.
Mom bit the end of my thumb, making me moan, the pleasure-pain clenching my asshole in blissful ways. I pulled my dick from beneath her sweater and crawled over her tits, throwing my left leg forward, leaving my right back, and putting my body in a low lunge. My knob dangled in front of Mom's face. She grabbed the neck of my cock with her right hand, bringing it to her lips in the next instant.
"Suck your son's cock," I whispered.
Mom opened her smiling mouth and took my incest stick between her lips.
Her tongue landed on the underside of my glans, sending a sizzling thrill straight to my toes, curling them. My thighs tensed, my ass flexed, and I slowly fed my mother--my motherfucking mother--the shaft of my cock.
"Umm, umm, umm," Mom moaned as she gobbled up my pole.
Until you've had it, there is nothing like having your own mother's mouth warming your cock with her saliva, tongue, inner cheeks, and hot breath. This was the woman who had birthed me, taken care of me, hugged me, begged me for kisses and cuddles--that I used to run away from--and she had chased me around with her arms outstretched, pretending to be the tickle monster while I laughed and tried to hide from her. Later in life, she was always there when I needed someone to talk to, a comforting word, or some tender understanding. This was the one person who I knew would love me forever, no matter what I did. True unconditional love--allowing me to fuck my sister had proved my faith in my mother's love. Somewhere during the time my mother had raised me, her loving affection had transformed into desire... desire that transcended the normal boundaries of a mother/son relationship--a desire I shared.
"Fuck, Mom, I love you," I moaned.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," Mom mumbled around my dick, her spit rolling down her cheeks and her nostrils flaring hard. She looked beautiful, radiant, her eyes glowed, her cheeks blossomed red, and I'll never forget the look in her eyes as I pushed my cock into her mouth, popped into her throat, and rested my balls on her wet chin.
Mom gagged, sputtering like an angel.
"Yeah," I grunted. "Fuck yeah, Mom. Eat it. Eat my fucking dick. Mmm, yeah!"
I turned my body around her head, never taking my cock from my mother's mouth. It was a gentle affair. Soon I had my knees sat on either side of her head, the soles of my feet pressed against the headboard, and I was still feeding her my meat. The back of her neck rested on a pillow, the reverse angle of my prick sliding through her mouth felt rougher, with more friction. Mom gagged several times. I soothed her with the same shushing noises she once used on me whenever I had hurt myself.
I leaned forward, dropping onto my left hand and spreading my mother's thighs with my right hand. She opened them for me. (I thought about how I treated Diana when my sister gave me control.) I spanked the inside of my mother's thighs, right on the fleshy swells below her pussy.
"Mmm," Mom moan-gasped. "Umm. Mmm. Umm. Uh!"
I spanked her other thigh, and she spread her legs further apart for me, offering up her hairless muff for me to munch on. I lowered my head, lifting my ass and pulling some of my cock-meat from her mouth. Mom's breathing relaxed, then she whimpered as I pressed my tongue hard against her throbbing clitty bud.
The sweetness of Mom's pussy watered my mouth. I drooled a line of spit down her forbidden crease. It dripped down her slit, over her perineum, and between the bottom bulges of her tight ass cheeks to her asshole before falling onto the bed. I raised my head and spanked my mother's pussy hard.
"Oh!" Mom gasped, her words garbled around my cock.
I straightened my forefinger and sawed it between her inner pussy lips, fucking her slit up and down, then pushing her small, pink petals to the sides. Mom moaned, squirming beneath me, her head moving up and down my shaft as her throat squeezed my knob.
"Fuck, you have a beautiful pussy, Mom," I moaned against her twat. Her cunny warmth radiated throughout my face. "So fucking hot for me. So fucking wet for your son."
Mom raised her hands and grabbed my ass. She dug her fingers into my cheeks and pulled down as she fucked her mouth upward. I moaned, wrapped my hands around the outside of her thighs, gripped her cheeks, and pulled, spreading both of her lower holes wide open.
"Oh-umm," Mom sputtered.
I slid several of my right hand's fingers into her pussy, pushing past her lips and caressing her juicy insides. I sucked her clit, polishing her little pearl with my tongue, and I slid the tip of my middle, left finger between her ass cheeks... against her asshole.
Mom squirmed. "Umm-umm, umm-umm," she moaned, wiggling her butt against the bed.
My saliva, her pussy juices, and our cum had turned her butt crack into a wet mess. I pushed the tip of my middle finger against the tight, rough crinkle of her puckered starfish. Mom moaned. She planted her heels on the bed and pushed upward as if she could keep me away from her backdoor. I pumped my hips downward, pinning her head to the bed as I fucked the entire length of my prick into her mouth over and over again.
"Mwuh, mwuh, mwuh," Mom gurgled.
"Yeah, Mom," I moaned. "Take it, Mom. Take it."
Mom groaned as I eased my finger against her rear passage. I never removed my mouth from her clit, alternating between sucking, swishing, and pressing on her pink jewel with a steady rhythm. My fingers in her cunny poked in and out, then curled against the underside of her mound, petting her G-spot. My middle finger--the finger that my mother was trying to wiggle away from--continued its journey through the rubbery tightness of her anal ring.
I eased my mother's butthole open, fighting its tightness and taking my time with her virgin anus. She felt virgin back there, as virgin as Diana, and my sister had never let anyone but me lick, finger, or tongue-fuck her bumhole... no one else, ever. Mom quivered as soon as I started to stretch her rear passage open.
"There you go," I mumbled as her spokes spasmed and stretched, seeming to pulsate around my fingertip.
Mom's body tensed as my finger slowly opened her rear, so very slowly, her hole expanding in small, nearly nonexistent increments, then I was in.
I was fucking in.
"Oomph!" Mom grunted.
I took my mother's clit in my mouth and sucked on the curve of her pussy mound. She stiffened. My balls tingled, and wavy lines of pleasure shivered through my shaft. Sweat formed on Mom's body as I continued pushing my middle finger up her ass.
Mom whimpered several times as her pussy trembled around my fingers.
I was up her butt to the first knuckle, then the second, her pussy gushing honey down the crack of her ass and wetting my fingers. I started to tremble as my balls buzzed and swelled. Mom whimpered around my cock, breathing hard--nearly hyperventilating--her stomach rolling and her breasts swaying.
I sucked on her clit as hard as I could, then pushed the last of my finger through the hot, muscular ring of her anus. Mom's backdoor muscles throbbed around my finger, seeming to try to drag in inward each time her pucker clenched. With a sigh, I wiggled my fingers inside of her butthole, loving the warmth of her ass.
Mom whimpered something, talking into my dick, and I came. The vibrations of her muffled words tickled my glans, and my balls exploded in blissful agony. I pushed down on Mom's clit, pulled my finger from her butt to the top, then pushed back in, doing this several times, the friction giving me goosebumps. Mom howled beneath me, stiffened, then melted as her orgasm struck her body with the energy of a lightning bolt.
1.21 gigawatts!
A flood of pussy juice and creamy cum squirted from my mother's cunny. It was like a porno, only real, sexy, and her cum was staining my fingers and her bed. As Mom came, I rolled her clitty around with my tongue as my cum rushed through my shaft and into my mother's mouth until I thought there was nothing left to feed her.
After a minute, Mom pushed on my hips, and I slid to the side, my cock sliding against her lips. When I was free, she gasped for breath. Knowing that I was working her harder than she had ever been worked was enough to force one last spurt of cum from my cock.
"Catch your breath, Mom," I said, collapsing to the side. "Your asshole's next."
"Oh my god," Mom painted. "Oh my fucking god, Timmy, you're an animal."
I laughed, breathless, and I reached over to take my mother's hand. We interlocked fingers, gripping each other tightly.
"I know, Mom," I said. "And tonight, you're locked in my cage."
Mom laughed. "There's my goofy son...."
I laughed, but I also got up and pushed Mom onto her stomach, then I lowered my tongue to the crack of her ass.
Timmy out.
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The Kink Continues

Anal with Mom
..., then I lowered my tongue to the crack of her ass.
The tip of my tongue connected with the top of my mother's crack. Her golden skin tasted of sweat and vanilla cream, the flavor primal enough to swell my cock further. My shaft strained, and my balls ached from coming twice so soon, but I was about to take my mother's ass--only death could stop me now.
My head faced Mom's tennis shoe-covered feet. I extended my tongue, flattening it against her crack and sweeping it down between her thick cheeks. She was firm, like Diana, but with softer meat, a yielding bubble butt meant for shaking, jiggling and hypnotizing men's eyes until they were stupid with lust--which I was.
The taste of pussy and cum ran through the valley of my mother's behind. I licked it up, breathing deep and inhaling the lusty fragrance radiating outward from between her cum-soaked thighs. Mom shivered as I approached her asshole, her body tensing. I placed my hands on her cheeks and filled my palms with her firm roundness, digging my fingers into her taut hams. I growled and pulled her cheeks apart, exposing her peachy-pink asshole to my eyes.
"Mmm," Mom moaned.
I only looked for a moment, memorizing her crinkled opening, then I pushed my tongue against her anus and flicked the tip around her tiny divot.
"Ohhhhh," Mom gasped, her voice quivering.
"A virgin ass, Mom?" I licked her butthole again. "Tell me?"
"Yuh-yes," Mom whispered. "Toys, vibrators, small things." Her voice rose as she spoke, her words shaky with barely-there tremors. "Never a cock--oh--or anything as big as yours. Fuck, Timmy!"
I had pressed my tongue against her sphincter, testing the rubbery flesh of her ass. Her pucker spasmed, trying to push me out of her backdoor as my saliva ran down my tongue, coating her rear entry. I spread my mother's cheeks wider. She opened her legs, her pussy lips glazed and shiny, glistening pink and spreading open as I pulled her twin hills to the sides.
"Fuck, Timmy," Mom moaned. "God damn, son, the things--you--do to your mother."
"And your daughter."
A smile curved my lips as Mom answered me with a hungry, yet disbelieving, groan, as if she wanted to hear what I had to say about Diana but didn't want to believe, yet it turned her on anyway.
I slid my right hand between Mom's legs, fluttering her pussy lips with my fingers before slipping the tips through her folds. Mom shivered as I splayed her pinkness open. I heard the ruffling of cloth as she bent her right knee, sliding it up the bed and opening her twat even more for me.
"That's it, Mom, let me have this pussy."
I pushed two fingers between her thighs, into her creaminess.
"Ooh," Mom moaned.
I pulled my fingers from her and moved over her body, tugging off her sweater dress by first sliding my hands beneath her body and cupping her tits. After some nipples play, I pulled the dress from her and tossed it to the side, then I straddled her lower back, still facing her feet as I rested my balls on her crack. I kept her right cheek spread open with my left hand and slowly finger-fucked the dewy softness between her legs with my right fingers. I gathered her juices with my digits, her asshole needed lube, and her thick, cum-honey was more than slippery enough to grease down her virgin pucker.
"Mom, I'm going to fuck your ass," I whispered, panting. "How did we get here, Mom?" I licked my lips. What would Diana say? "How does a mother decide she wants to fuck her son?"



"Jesus, Timmy," Mom gasped. "You make me feel so nasty."
I growled and shoved my fingers up my mother's snatch as I smacked her ass with my left hand. Mom yelped. Her ass cheeks jiggled in a wave of tight, round flesh. My cock grew, stretching forward, my meat warming as it filled with excitement. My knob slid against my mother's crack then rose, hardening into a thick pole over her hills--my spongy tip looked far too big for her little butthole.
"It's going to be a tight fit up your butt for my cock," I said.
Mom moaned.
"Do you think the other moms will let their sons fuck them up their sexy, MILF asses?"
Mom trembled.
"Were you hoping I'd be a virgin our first time?"
"I couldn't do this with you if Diana hadn't gotten your dick first," Mom whispered in a raspy rush of words.
I opened my mouth, dropping a wad of spit from my lips. My saliva landed in Mom's butt crack. I slid my fingers from her snatch, across her perineum, and through the bottom opening between her warm cheeks. Mom trembled. I spread her right cheek open and drew a circle around her asshole with my wet, middle finger.
"So fucking sexy," I whispered. "Why do you want to fuck me, Mom?"
"God, Timmy," Mom said, sighing, her voice straining, "do you really want to talk about this... now?"
I pushed my finger against her backdoor, testing the give of her puckered anus. "I want to hear you say something dirty to me." I rubbed the very center of her rosebud.
"Ooh," Mom moaned. "Because"--she made a clicking noise with her tongue--"because my son has the biggest dick on his wrestling team."
I groaned.
"Did you like that, baby?"
"Yes," I said, stressing the word into a hiss.
Between the pussy juice, cum, and spit, my finger slid slowly into Mom's ass. Her hot anal ring clung to me, collapsing inward against the pressure of my digit until her small hole sucked me right into her butt, where she was so fucking warm.
"Ungh," Mom grunted, low and loud... strained.
I let go of Mom's cheek and grabbed my cock with my left hand, stroking myself several times as I pushed my finger up my mother's ass. Mom groaned beneath me, her body wiggling as her asshole fought my naughty, butt-probing finger. I moved slowly through her butthole, her insides warm and soft, the heat within her sending an ache through my balls as my sack tightened with desire.
"Feel good, Mom?"
"Feels strange," Mom said. "But--mmm--good. A scary kind of pleasure."
I worked my finger up to the last knuckle, then swirled it around her insides. Mom moaned. I pulled out, pushed in, pulled out, then circled my fingertip around her anal ring, trying to loosen her up.
"Time for another finger," I whispered.
Mom let out a long, trembling breath. "Diana taught you--ooh--a lot."
I said nothing, thinking Diana's fingered my ass more than once. Instead, I answered my mother's words by probing her backdoor with my forefinger, pushing it alongside my middle finger, the tip fighting for room within the smoothness of my mother's rubbery opening. Mom groaned as I eased the tip into her butt by nudging her anal ring aside. Once in, I extended my finger, sliding it right up her asshole to the last knuckle.
"Oh, fuck!" Mom grunted.
I let go of my cock and slid my left hand under Mom's naked hips. She arched her butt off the bed as much as she could with me straddling her, but it was enough room for me to get my fingers onto her pussy, with my two biggest touching her clitoral hood and the meaty pearl swelling out from within it.
"Ooh, shit, baby," Mom moaned. "Fuck. Oh, fuck."
I wiggled my fingers against her clit. Mom bucked, and I rode her body like a cowboy taming a wild mare. I gently turned her love nub in circles, using slow strokes that matched the rhythm of my fingers sliding in and out of her ass. Soon, I sped up my fucking motions, working her clit and probing her ass in tandem, rubbing the sides of her anal cavity and anywhere else I could reach. Mom was nothing but soft, warm, and elastic beyond her butthole.
"Shit, baby, shit," Mom moaned. "Ooh, god, that's good--mmm, yeah--fuck!"
I worked her pussy pearl faster.
"Fuck, baby."
I finger-fucked her butt deeper.
"Jesus, fuck-fuck!" Mom whimpered. "Baby, oh, baby. Baby!"
I pushed my fingers into her ass as far as they'd go as swished her clit side to side, pressed down on it, then swished it again.
"Baby, oh, baby--god--you're making Mommy come."
I lost it. My fingers went wild, fucking my mother's butt on their own. Mom tensed and trembled, her muscles swelling beneath her skin, the smooth taper of her thighs highlighted by the strong lines running through her limbs. Her bubble butt shook. Her asshole clenched, pinching my fingers so fucking tight I was sure they were going to break.
"Oh, fuck!" Mom moaned, muffling her voice with a mouthful of the bedspread as she came.
I held my mother's mound in my hand, hugging her pussy tightly as I pistoned my fingers in and out of her fat ass, twisting them like a screw as I sodomized her backdoor through her orgasm. Mom's whimpers filled the room, and the release of her cum flooded my nostrils with a thick, musky scent that had my cock dripping with pre-cum.
"I need to fuck you," I growled.
Mom mumbled something to me, her gibberish words filled with pleasure. I pulled my fingers out of her ass and turned around, straddling the backs of her thighs with my cock resting within her butt crack. I pushed her cheeks together and hot-dogged her hills for a minute, just fucking my cock through her meaty hams while pulling my knob back a little further with each stroke until my tip touched the spokes of her rear fuckhole.
"Oh fuck," Mom gasped. Her hands clenched the bedspread, pulling the fabric upward.
"Pull your asshole open for me," I said, smacking her butt with my right hand. "Come on, Mom, give your son what he wants."
"You little shit," Mom said, her voice trembling.
She reached back with both hands and grabbed onto her cheeks. Her fingers slid into the crack of her, and she pulled herself open for me. I looked down the length of her crack, stopping my gaze at the pale, peach-pink hole I was about to fuck. I grabbed the neck of my shaft with my right hand, placed my left hand on her lower back, then pushed my glans against her slippery, little asshole.
"Umm, fuck," Mom grunted as my crown put pressure on the ring of her anus. "Oh, fuck, Timmy!"
"God, Mom," I moaned. "So fucking hot. So fucking tight."
An unreal constriction hugged my glans, sending tingles of pleasure throughout the rim of my helmet. Mom's backdoor squeezed me tight, compressing the head of my cock in a sparkling grip of pleasure that tensed my lower body.
"Oh, oh, oh--god!" Mom moaned, then yelped as my knob popped into her rear passage.
I held my breath, closed my eyes, and panted. Fuck. I was fucking my mother in the ass! My heart was ready to explode from my chest. How wrong was this? How fucking great was it? How naughty and nasty was this?
"Tell me to fuck you," I said through clenched teeth.
"Baby," Mom whimpered, "fuck your mother's butt."
I pushed in, my cock wet with spit and pussy juice from jerking off.
"Yeah, baby, yeah," Mom groaned. "Fuck Mommy's butt--oh--fuck it good, Timmy."
I was ready to blow a thick wad of cum up my mother's backside, but I bit the inside of my cheek and flexed my cock hard, which made Mom grunt loudly. I held my breath, my heart beating fast, and I slowly pushed the length of my shaft into my mother's hot bum. Slowly in, slowly out, using small movements that had my mother hissing and panting and gasping--the friction so tight, so good, so close to making me come hard.
With half of my cock buried up my mother's butt, I grabbed her wrists and pinned them against her lower back. Mom lifted her blonde head in surprise, and I pushed the rest of my cock into her without stopping. Her snugness crushed the sides of my shaft, swelling the meat that was already inside her to near bursting. As I moaned, looking down, I saw that my mother's butthole had stretched to an obscene size as it expanded around my pole. When my balls pressed against her pussy from behind, we both released a loud grunt, filling the room with our strained pleasure.
"God, Timmy," Mom groaned. "Your dick fills me up so much."
"Incest dick," I gasped.
"Yeah, your incest dick--oh--fills Mommy's butt to the brim."
"Mom," I gasped, "your ass is so fucking hot on the inside."
I lowered myself to my hands, pressing my chest to my mother's back, and I slowly humped my prick through her butthole. Mom's body rocked against the bed. Her moans spurred me on. My ass rose and fell, swimming my dick through Mom's anal ring. My muscles bulged, straining as Mom's asshole struggled to stay tight around my pole. I gasped and groaned, and I forced my hands between the bed and Mom's big tits, filling my palms with her soft breasts.
"Uh, Uh, Uh," Mom panted beneath me. Sweat beaded her body. Her voice strained. "Uh, uh, uh." It was the greatest sound in the world.
I don't know how long we fucked for, with me panting and Mom groaning and grunting beneath me, her breath thick and course, her moans throaty and wild. I eventually turned Mom onto her side and pushed her legs up the bed until she was lying in the fetal position on her side. I held onto her hip with my left hand while slipping my dick into her ass and ran my right fingers along the folds of her bulging pussy lips. Her honey flowed out of her, soaking my fingers, her thighs, and the bedsheets with her scent.
Would Diana get this wet from taking my cock up her teen ass?
The thought drove me forward. I turned Mom onto her back, lifting her legs into the air so that I didn't have to pull my dick out of her as I turned her over. I hooked my arms behind her knees and pushed her legs back, her feet sticking straight up, the laces of her tennis shoes rocking with each firm cock-stroke through her butthole.
I didn't want the night to end, but I didn't last nearly as long as I wanted to either. Mom reached between her legs and played with her pussy as she stuck her other hand's fingers into my mouth. I sucked them, fucking her faster and faster. Mom whimpered, giving me a how-dare-you-fuck-your-mother-like-this glare that made the tip of my dick tingle.
I came first, crying out and gasping as I hit something soft and stretching at the back of her anal chute. Cum shot through my cock, swelling it where it surged through my shaft, and I filled my mother's butt with a constant stream of jizz. I folded my mother in two and pressed my mouth to hers, my hips going into a frenzy as I dropped the last of my load up her ass. Just as I finished, Mom came, kissing me hard enough to bruise my lips as her asshole spasmed around my dick.
After a minute of breathing hard, I eased my mother's legs back down to the bed. Then, I collapsed atop her, using my elbows and knees to hold most of my weight, though I pressed my chest into her damp tits. Mom panted beneath me as my cock softened in her ass. When I pulled my prick out of her, my shaft stretched between us--her asshole not wanting to let me go.
"Holy fuck," I whispered. "Fuck, Mom, that was hot." I smiled. "I just fucked my mother, Mom."
"When you're ready to fuck me again, just wake me up," Mom whispered. "Now that we've gotten the fucking out of the way, you can practice making love to me."
I closed my eyes and took my mother's hand in mine. "I promise," I said. "I promise."
I rose from the bed and went to my mother's bathroom, where I turned the sink to hot and warmed a hand towel. I wiped my mother's body down. She lay there, exhausted, her nipples hard and her pussy wet. After taking care of Mom, I showered, turned off the lights, and got into bed with her. I woke late in the night, and my mother's warm body convinced me that another round of fucking was called for. I did as I had promised, slowly waking my mom with subtle foreplay that would have made Diana proud.
I made love to Mom in the dark, letting her touch me, kiss me, taste me, and use me. After I filled my mother's pussy with cum, we fell asleep in each other's arms. When I woke in the morning, I heard Diana and Abbey downstairs. I grabbed my clothes and ran to my room in the buff. Mom decided to stay home from work. It had been a long time since someone had fucked her silly, and she was too sore to leave her bed that day.
Downstairs, in the kitchen, Diana greeted me with a kiss, melting into me as if we had not seen each other for a week. Abbey didn't seem surprised by Diana's affection for me. (I was more anxious on the inside than I showed on the outside.) My little sister watched us with a tilted head and curious eyes--big, curious eyes--as if studying our motions and memorizing our movements.
Abbey's curiosity worried me. Triplet or not, she was still my little sister and even though she was only minutes younger than me, those five years without her made her seem much younger than me (in spirit).
On our way to school, Abbey sat in the backseat. As she exited the car, her eyes met mine with something I'd call understanding. though I had no idea what she understood. That look made me wonder--even more--about what my sisters had gotten up to during their night together.
It had been nothing good, I'm sure, but I was sure that it would come back to haunt me in some way. To make matters worse, Diana told me to mind my business when I asked her about it.
I guess it didn't matter. I'm going to find out eventually.
Timmy out.

* * * * *

Next time on the Anderson Family Journals: Abbey's Night Out.
If you've read this far, click a 5 star.
Thanks for reading.
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My Eighteenth Birthday

I'm going to get right into it because this is still blowing my mind. It was summertime, and I had just turned eighteen with one more year of high school to go. So, now I'm an adult. I can do everything an adult can do but drink, so I get most of the benefits, but I also get all the blame. There are some serious consequences to my actions I had never thought about before, not really, and to tell you readers the truth, I don't give a shit about the unfair consequences that could befall me now. A jury would understand, right? I would. But just because I don't care, it doesn't mean that my mother doesn't. My mother cares. She cares a whole motherfucking lot.
As I've said, I'm eighteen years old, and so is my girlfriend, older than me by a month. I've known her for my entire life. She's my neighbor. You see, we've been together for a long time. A long time and we've had opportunities to really be together, but we've held off, and why? Because we're good people who do what our parents say--and that's a problem--but we promised to take things slow, and so we did. And now, we're both eighteen, and guess what? We can do whatever we want now, or so we had hoped.
You see, no one had had a problem with my relationship with Jenna--I'm Mark, by the way--not my mother, not my father, not Mr. and Mrs. Mason, not anyone, until Mr. Mason walked in on me with a mouth full of his daughter's hairless pussy right after I turned eighteen. That was her first birthday present to me. Could you blame me... or her? Jenna was fucking hot, and I--we--were both in need of some loving. How could we not be?
We're both teens, and porn was everywhere. Sex sells, and teens are supposed to resist their urges while under the onslaught of 13 Reasons Why, Euphoria, and Taylor Swift writing songs about every guy she's taken between her legs (Does she still do that? I don't know.) Then there's Miley Cyrus being a whore (or she was a whore at one time), and Ariana Grande once talked about dick size and how being big was good, and then there's social media oozing sex all the fucking time. You can't watch a teen drama without someone getting fucked. If people were fucking at my age before the invention of TV, then why the fuck wouldn't modern teens want to blow a load or two as often as possible? Sex is everywhere, and we like it. Hell, at eighteen, we need it.
Where was I? Oh, yeah, Jenna was fucking hot. There's more to her than hotness, but she was fucking hot. She has long blonde hair, tan skin, an oval face, bright blue eyes, and perfect teeth. Her tits are over a handful in size, and her stomach drops straight down with an almost six-pack look that ends at the cut in her hips leading into the smooth skin of her mound and the bare lips below. She doesn't like hair. She doesn't want any. It gets in the way of her sexy bikinis and her even hotter panties. While her pussy is heaven, she has one hell of an ass. She has a soccer chick's round butt, firm thighs, and long legs. You can't beat that for sexiness.
Dad used to say, "She reminds me of your mother," before Jenna entered high school, and sports thickened her body.
Earlier today, we were on her sofa, and she was wearing a black shirt with white trim, and printed across the front was the word EASY. She was also wearing a pink schoolgirl skirt that was way too short for school, and if a girl was going to wear that, she had better expect to be flashing her panties to the world. Lucky for me, Jenna doesn't mind one bit. She was wearing the skirt for me. We were on her couch, and her panties were lying on her coffee table, and that's when the lock on the front door rattled.
We parted in a hurry and went back to watching TV as her dad walked into the house. He greeted us--I could tell he was still pissed at me for eating his daughter's pussy at midnight--then he went to the kitchen, and then he came back, and that's when he grew silent. It was kind of freaky. We both looked at him, and we both noticed that his eyes were staring at the ultra-small, transparent panties his daughter had been wearing. This was right after he had caught me going down on his daughter and had told us both to knock it off until the real adults could discuss their children's new superpowers--the powers to fuck, I guess.
So... ah shit.
"Jenna," he said in a calm voice that was more unsettling than if he had yelled. "Put your panties back on right now."
Jenna stood, grabbed them, and facing sideways to her father and me; she straightened her panties in her hands, then she lifted her right foot and put them through the strings of her leg hole, and then her left foot, and then she pulled them up her legs, fitting them into place. Her hips shuffled, and her skirt came up over her thighs, baring the sides of her hips to her father and me, along with a flash of her muff as her skirt flared when she adjusted the crotch against her softness.
Her dad left the room after that. I left the house shortly after, walking to my house next door. That night, my parents talked with Jenna's dad, and Jenna's dad told them that if this continues, he will end our relationship himself. He said the entire "I'm her father, she'll do as I say while she lives under my roof," spiel--what the fuck, right? Did he think his daughter didn't have an appetite for cock?
Fuck him.
Fuck him!
That's what Jenna and I said, but my parents agreed with his parents, especially my mother.
"Do you want to be like those teen parents on TV?" Mom asked. "They're the lucky ones. Do you know how many teen parents have to put their lives on hold because they got pregnant too early." She shook her head at me. "You know what? It stops now. Get through college, and then you have all the sex you want. If you don't stop your behavior with Jenna"--Mom lifted her right hand and spun her forefinger around--"is gone. You'll have to get a job. You'll have to pay your fair share. No more free rides. Do you understand me?"
Fuck my parents, too--not in a bad way--just their idea of going along with Mr. Mason.
So, Jenna and I decided that late on my eighteenth birthday, we were going to fuck just to fuck our parents over. In hindsight, it was stupid to think that way, but when you're young, you do stupid shit without thinking. Lucky for me, during the party, my mother had watched Jenna and me all night long.
We had the party at my house, nothing special, just a bunch of eighteen-year-olds running around in boardshorts and bikinis, grilling food, and drinking sugary liquids that we poured alcohol into on the sly. Mom watched us. First, from the outside, when the party had just started, then she went inside, and I could feel her green eyes on me from her upstairs bedroom. Jenna sat on my lap, and we kissed once, and Mom appeared outside less than a minute later to ask us if we needed anything.
We didn't.
Several of my friends had told me to tell my mother to put on her bikini and join us, which led to me throwing them in the pool against their will, but that's life for you when your mother was a MILF, and she was a MILF. When I was younger, before I became aware of my mother as a woman, I always used to tell her how beautiful she was, which she loved to hear. She thought it was cute, and I'd never fail to remind her how beautiful she was compared to everyone else. Then I discovered masturbation... and flirting with my mother, as my father called it--without telling me what flirting meant--came to an end.
My mother was tall and willowy, with smooth, light golden skin and long, layered, sun-blonde hair--flaxen hair descended from her Norwegian blood--that almost glints white in the sunlight. She has elegant features and high cheekbones, the kind that any fantasy fanboy may have imagined a regal elven queen to bear. She's slender and tight, with a flowing body unobstructed by the cut of leanness that some CrossFit moms have going for them. Her breasts were just over a handful, while her butt was small, widening sideways from her hips like a pear. Her cheeks were round and as golden as the rest of her skin thanks to the sunbathing she did in her whale-tale, micro G-strings that I'm sure I'm not supposed to know about, but I did.
I haven't seen her in them, but what kind of boy hasn't rummaged through his mother's panty drawer at least once in their lifetime? (A normal fucking boy, I'd guess.)
So, Mom left us once Jenna slid off my lap. The party continued until sundown when people started heading home. Jenna and I changed into shorts and shirts, then we watched a movie with my parents, cut some cake in a quiet ceremony around my dinner table with my loved ones, and then Jenna and I went up to my bedroom. Mom's eyes followed us, but mostly they followed me, and Dad called us over to tell the both of us what Jenna's father and my mother expected from us--A soldier-like dedication to their orders.
"You've waited eighteen years," Dad said, "so what're another four?" He lowered his voice to a whisper then. "Do well in college, and I bet you'll only have to wait two more years."
We nodded our heads, and we went to my room to say, "Fuck our parents," in the most physical way possible.
I should have known that my mother wasn't about to let that happen.
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Mom's Nose in My Business

As soon as my bedroom door closed, Jenna and I pressed our lips together as we tumbled toward my bed. Our mouths opened, our tongues came out, and I slid my slippery appendage into the warmth of Jenna's mouth. She uttered soft whimpers while our kisses melded together. I pushed her shirt above her tits and pulled her bra beneath them. My hands squeezed her breasts, maybe a bit hard, but she seemed to like it as she spread her legs for me on my bed, my cock pumping blood and plumping up to its full hardness just in time to spear the center groove between her legs. We dry humped each other, the cloth of my basketball shorts digging into the fuzziness of her cotton boy shorts and the softness beneath them.
"We have to be quiet," I whispered as Jenna panted and moaned with a desperate need for my touch.
"Turn your music on," she said.
"They'll know," I said. "It's too obvious."
I squeezed her tits against, then pinched her thick, peach-colored nipples between my thumbs and forefingers.
"Ooh," she gasped.
I lowered my head, taking the right nub into my mouth and licking all around her areola. Jenna spread her knees wide and humped her hips up at me, sliding her cotton-covered muff against the head of my prick.
I moaned around her tit.
She moaned, pushing my head against her breasts.
I ground my cock into her muff meat as hard as I could.
"Shit," Jenna whispered. "I'm so fucking wet for you, baby."
"Jenna--"
Knock, knock, knock, my door rattled, and then the doorknob turned, but not much because I had locked it. Then someone--Mom, I already knew--knocked harder on my door and turned my lock like a panicked woman running from a serial killer.
"Mark, open this door!" Mom shouted. "Now!"
"Are you fucking kidding me," I said, rolling off Jenna and sitting up. My cock sprung upward, turning my shorts into a big top circus tent.
"Mark!"
"Give me a second," I shouted back. "Fuck!"
"Mark!"
"I'll open it," Jenna said, pulling her bra up and her shirt down. "Here, baby, cover that dick."
She handed me a pillow that I placed over my lap, and for a moment, I thought there was a better way to hide my erection, but then I thought, Fuck it. Mom should know what she interrupted. Jenna skipped to the door as my mother banged on it again. She unlocked it, opened it, and Mom stormed in as if she could still catch us doing something illicit.
"What are you two doing?" Mom asked, swinging her gaze from me, to Jenna, back to me, and my lap. "Well?"
"I was just leaving," Jenna said, leaving my room and calling over her shoulder, "Call me later."
"Mark," Mom said, "we need to talk."
She shut the door, and I sighed as she came to sit next to me on the bed.
Great, just fucking great.
I was about to talk to my mother while sporting wood, and we both knew it.
How fucked up was that?
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Mom's Concern

The first thing I noticed was that my mother had not changed out of her clothes from earlier: a pair of jeans and a white shirt. It wasn't so late that she needed to change, but it was Saturday night, and she wasn't going anywhere.
"I came here to tell you to leave your door open, and this is what I find," Mom said, shaking her head at me.
I looked at her clothes and said, "You were coming up here no matter what. You could have told us to leave the door open on our way upstairs, but you wanted to catch us doing something."
"I did not." Mom looked at me, sitting on the bed with a pillow over my lap, and she frowned, then her eyes widened, and she looked away. Sighing, she walked to the bed and sat down near the end, facing forward and keeping her eyes off of me and my erection. "I came here hoping that you were doing as I had told you to do, but you weren't, were you?"
"I'm eighteen."
"And that's still too young for today's world. You don't even know if you'll be together forever."
"We're adults now," I said, narrowing my brows. I hated it when my mother said something that made sense. I thought I'd be with Jenna forever, but did I know that for sure?
"That doesn't matter." Mom took a deep breath. "You may not understand it now, but one in-the-moment mistake could cost you years of your life. You may have to put off college. You may decide not to return. A baby could change the entire trajectory of your life. You don't need to be sexual just because you've turned eighteen."
"We haven't had a chance to be sexual," I said.
"Sexual means everything up to and including sex," Mom said, turning a sideways glare on me. "Everything you do tempts you to do more, so that means no kissing, no touching, no looking at each other naked, and no sexy text messages."
I laughed.
"I mean it," Mom said. "I know how teenagers are with their phones."
"Jenna's dad isn't serious," I said. "She'd hate him for the rest of his life if he kept us apart. It's a dad thing. It'll pass." By now, my hard-on had softened some. I turned on the bed as my cock lay in a tube-like state over my sack. I slid the pillow off to the side and crossed my legs on the bed, the bulge in shorts no longer as obscene as it had been before Mom had knocked on my door. "Trust me."
"No." Mom turned to me. "You trust me. You don't want to be an eighteen-year-old dad."
That was true, but that wasn't going to happen. That only happened to irresponsible people, and Mr. Charles Mason--what an almost terrible name Jenna's dad had--was going to have to accept the fact his daughter was growing up, and she was eager to join the adult world.
"I'm eighteen years old," I said, and though I tried to mimic my father's stern tenor, my next words still trembled, and my heart still sped up as I added, "I have needs, Mom."
Mom laughed without humor.
"Can't you go back to holding hands?" Mom asked. She faced me, her regal features hanging low, the way a puppy might after its master had given it a stern yell. "Waiting another four years is not that long when compared to the rest of your life."
My mother was right, but fuck that, I had a cock to satisfy, and Jenna wanted sex as much as I did.
I shook my head.
"Can't you watch porn?" Mom asked.
I laughed a little and said, "No," while still chuckling.
"Can't you," Mom said, cringing, "just cheat on her?"
"What?"
"Just a little?" Mom pressed her lips together, her face trembling. "No one has to know. I'll help you find someone who Jenna will never meet. We'll find you an older woman who doesn't have to worry about pregnancy. I mean it, Mark: a mistake with Jenna could ruin your relationship, your friendship, and your lives."
"I'm not cheating on Jenna," I said, shaking my head. "How can you ask me that? That's a crazy idea. Plus, I love--"
"You don't even know what love is." Mom's eyes narrowed, and that sad kitty look took on a fearsome expression. "You're doing this out of spite. We told you no, so you're going to show us that you don't have to listen to us anymore, aren't you?"
"Mom--"
"No," Mom said. "I bet you would run off with the first woman who showed any interest in you."
"She'd have to be one beautiful woman," I said, laughing and trying to soften my words. Cheat on Jenna? Mom was crazy.
"How beautiful?" Mom leaned forward, looking me in the eye.
"She'd have to be," I said, leaning forward and trying to keep my laughter in check, "as beautiful as you."
Mom blinked.
I let my laughter escape my lips as I turned away from my mother's gaze.
"And since there is no woman as beautiful as you," I said, "I guess we're going to have to hope that Mr. Charles Mason--I'll call him Charles too now that I'm an adult--is bluffing about keeping us apart. He's going to ruin his relationship with Jenna if he does."
Mom stood, glaring at me, then she turned and headed for my door. I can't be sure, but I thought I heard her mumble, "As beautiful as me."
My mother wasn't stupid.
How many blonde, sun-lit women with an inner glow and the regal bearing of a Lord of the Rings elf queen were walking around in the world within reach of us--that would also fuck me on a whim and couldn't get pregnant?
None but her--and she could still get pregnant--not that I meant that she'd fuck me, that thought had never entered my mind. But there was no one as beautiful as my mother anyway, and so she was shit-out-of-luck when it came to convincing me to cheat on my girlfriend--or so I had thought at the time.
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The Tipping Point

Mom's words had reached me. I wasn't deaf or completely stupid. Later, while alone, in the middle of the night, when the world was pitch black, and the weight of the future loomed over everyone, the skin-shivering and bone-chilling fear of living life as an eighteen-year-old dad hollowed out my insides, making it difficult for me to fall asleep.
It had taken a while.
Most of that fear had bled out of me by the time I had awakened. Later, the sight of Jenna in the afternoon and the feel of her lips helped me find my courage, but I still sat Jenna down to talk to her about my mother's concerns.
"Fine, we'll take it slow," Jenna said between planting soft kisses on my lips, "but my pussy is getting fucked by you and that big dick of yours soon."
My cock jumped, and soon would have meant right then if my mother hadn't joined us in the living room. I didn't even know what we were watching. We had stopped in the middle of choosing something from a streaming site involving laser swords and half-naked alien women with tails on their heads when Mom had joined us. We chose a movie, and I'm sure both of us hoped that Mom would get up and go away.



She didn't.
The living room in my house has a simple setup. There are floor-to-ceiling windows on the wall in line with the front door, with two sets of motorized, retractable curtains. The curtains closer to the window were white and transparent, while the second set were thick, blackout curtains for when Dad fires up his flat-screen TVs--yes, that's plural. He thinks he lives in a sports bar. Facing the TVs are three white couches set in a horseshoe pattern with a glass coffee table and other living room stuff that most homes have. Jenna and I cuddled together on one of the side couches while Mom sat on the long couch directly facing the TV, meaning we couldn't really see her unless we looked behind and to the side of us.
We didn't look at her.
Instead, we watched the movie while Mom watched us. I don't know if Jenna could feel it, but I could feel Mom's green eyes cutting into me with the surgical precision of one of those laser swords on TV. (I know it's not called a laser sword. I don't care.) I cared about Mom's eyes, watching, and judging--perving on us like some almost forty-year-old nun eager to unsheathe her yardstick and slap the devil out of us. That thought conjured the image of an Italian nun--because all of the sexy nun pornos I've seen were Italian--bending Jenna over a table and spanking my girlfriend's butt until her cheeks turned red. That was a good thought. It was such a good thought that my cock sprung to life beneath my jeans, pushing into Jenna's ass. Jenna didn't hesitate to push back against my prick with my mother right there!
Did Mom think her eyes were going to keep us from having our fun? At some point, people who believe that other people were watching them eventually go nuts. So, what would happen to someone who knew that someone was watching them? I didn't know, but I did know that I wouldn't let Mom embarrass or intimidate me into a life of abstinence. If she was going to invite herself into my world with Jenna, then I was going to let her watch.
I had my arms around Jenna, but as these thoughts went through my head, and she pushed her butt against the growing concern in my pants, I raised my right hand--my top hand--and I placed it on my girlfriend's side and squeezed.
Jenna shifted, uttering a laugh that she had tried to contain, and my cock swelled to its full hardness. As I thought, Let Mom watch, my heart sped up, and a chill raced across my shoulders, riding my arms down to my wrists and leaving my insides buzzing with an energy that wanted to escape my body. I curled my fingertips over Jenna's side, caressing her, and without thinking, I pushed my cock into her butt while knowing that Mom was watching us.
Could Mom see my minuscule movements?
I pushed harder into Jenna, and she pushed harder against me. With Jenna cradled in my arms, I could see the profile of her face, and when I urged my prick into her ass, which was only covered by those cute cotton sweatpants that women like to wear, the corner of her lips pulled into a wide smile. I could see pink in her cheeks. As her smile widened, she pushed her butt harder against me, giving my member a soft grind, which sent an electric pulse through my pole from the tip of my dick down into my balls. I had to fight off a moan, but I tightened my ass cheeks and pushed my tented pants deeper into Jenna's crack, my skin warming and the pace of my heart's thumping increasing. What was Mom going to do about this?
"I'm cold," Jenna said, turning her head to look over her shoulder at me. "Can you get a blanket?"
"Yeah," I said.
On the living room's couches, a blanket lay draped over each of the backrests. I grabbed the one from our couch and slid it over our bodies. I thought I heard Mom make a noise, but Jenna's giggle as she wiggled her butt against the ache in my pants kept me from being sure.
Now what, Mom?
"Jenna," Mom said in a quiet tone that shot from her to us in a straight line. "It's time for you to go home."
Holy fuck, had I asked that question aloud?
Jenna looked at my mother.
I looked at my mother, but this wasn't my house. I could argue about some things, but I couldn't tell my mother what to do in her own home.
"Okay, Mrs. Hornsby." Jenna swung her left arm upward, pushing the blanket from her body and over mine, baring my front and the sideways pyramid my cock had turned my pants into. I covered myself as Jenna stood, turned, and bent at the waist as she pressed her lips to mine for a quick, barely-there kiss. "I'll see you later."
"Now," Mom snapped.
Jenna's eyes widened, and she straightened her back and ducked her head as she quick-stepped it through the living room and out of my mother's house.
"Mom," I said, sitting up. "What the hell?"
There was so much I could have said, but that's what came out of my mouth. Mom, what the hell?
"Mark--"
"It's going to happen," I said, my heart pumping hard as a white-hot fire raced through my veins, reddening my cheeks.
I stood, not caring that I still had a hard-on as the blanket fell away from me. Mom's eyes darted to my crotch, widening, then she looked back at me with a strange defiance in her eyes.
"We're going to have sex soon." I licked my lips. "There's nothing that you, Mr. Mason, or Dad can do about it. I mean it. And everyone is going to have to live with it."
I walked out of the living room as Mom called, "Mark! Mark, get back here! Mark!"
My expression went from stern to glaring as I jogged upstairs, increasing my speed to get away from Mom's voice. I slammed my door once I was in my room. After a minute, I rubbed my hands over my face, and through my hair, then I looked at my door and then the doorknob, tempted to go back downstairs. My mother hadn't deserved that. All that she was doing was caring about me. But I didn't go, not until later in the night after my father had come into my room to tell me to make nice with my mother because between Mom and me, there was no question as to whose side he was going to take.
As he left my room, he said, "Hey, I'm not going without sex, too, because of you."
I shook my head and laughed at the casualness of his voice. Taking a deep breath, I smiled and went downstairs to make nice with my mother.
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Tipping Point

I came downstairs to see Dad lying on the couch that made up the right side of the horseshoe while Mom sat on the back couch. Dad had a blanket pulled over his body, his head on a pillow, and his remote in his hands. It looked like they were binge-watching an original series, foreign but not dubbed. The show had subtitles.
I walked around the left side of the couch that made up the back of the horseshoe and sat down on the other side of my mother. Mom looked at me and smiled. I smiled back. Mom had changed into a pajama dress, which looked like an overgrown baby blue T-shirt with a cloud print. She sat staring at the TV and leaning against the couch's armrest. Her long legs were visible from the mid-thigh down thanks to the light from the TV, not that there was much light. Not that I was looking. Not really. I was looking at Mom so that I could mouth the words, I'm sorry, but my mother was my mother, and a person couldn't help but notice the smoothness of her swan-like limbs.
Since Mom wasn't turning her head toward me, I concentrated on the movie, turning in her direction every couple of minutes to see if I could get her attention. I couldn't. Which kind of sucked since I didn't want to sit through a subtitle-laden TV show just so I could make nice, but since those damn subtitles held her focus, I sat, and I sat, waiting and hoping that the episode would come to an end.
Coming downstairs to apologize for something was not new to me. I was still in my jeans and shirt, and in my pocket, I had slipped my phone. I reached down into it, pulling it out and lighting up the screen as I nestled into the corner of the couch across from Mom. I swiped and swiped, and Dad said, "That phone better be on mute," so I killed the volume as I looked up at him, but he wasn't looking back at me.
I looked at Mom, who was looking at me, and I mouthed the words, "I'm sorry." She smiled, but her eyes dropped to my phone, and her smile tightened.
I shrugged.
What had she expected?
Mom swung her gaze back to the TV, and I looked back at my phone. I texted Jenna, who returned my text, but we didn't have much of anything interesting to say. We fed each other live updates of our situations, and after sighing in silence, I decided to go back upstairs for some phone sex, and that's when I noticed something different about Mom.
Mom's left hand lay on her thigh, just beyond the hem of her sleeping dress. The hem no longer lay in the middle of her thigh. Her fingers, which were curling and uncurling in near slow motion, had pulled her dress up along her leg so that it now rested between the middle of her thigh and her hip. She kept scratching at her leg, and the hem continued to rise, but only on her left side, the side furthest from Dad. Not that he'd noticed, lying on the side couch as he was, on his back with his eyes glued to the subtitles flashing across the screen.
I looked at the profile of Mom's face, watching as she stared straight ahead, and then I looked down, where her fingers continued to pull the hem of her pajama dress upward. She slid her hand to the side of her thigh, her long fingers inching beneath the hem while her fingertips slid across her skin, and the TV's whitish-blue, sometimes silver-gray light, flashed over her body.
My cheeks flushed.
Mom took a deep breath, and my eyes moved upward, traveling up her body and taking in her flaxen hair, so golden and bright that even in the near darkness, it shined like a beacon of light. My eyes shifted across her body, making the short, sideways journey to her breasts, where they rose and fell with her deep breaths. I saw, for the first time, the way her sleep-dress molded to her form. My cheeks grew hotter, almost burning, and my heartbeat rose as goosebumps sprouted across the surface of my arms. Below my waist, things warmed, causing my cock to stretch and my scrotum to tighten in a pre-hardening ritual that I quickly recognized.
I was now looking at my mother's breasts and the way her cotton nightdress slid down the upper slopes of her tits and curved around, covering her nipples, which had grown stiff and hard sometime before I had laid my eyes on them. And they were stiff and hard, pointing outward like two solid eraser nubs that I couldn't remember sucking on as a newborn, but Mom had claimed that I had. What a weird thought. The dress continued downward, clinging to the round underside of her tits where they connected to her sternum and sides, the fabric shooting straight down her stomach and over her thighs.
Had Mom always worn pajamas that outlined her body as though drawn to her skin? I didn't know, but I couldn't believe that I wouldn't have noticed this kind of sleepwear in the past. Mom's head twitched. I lowered my eyes to my phone, though that guilty look that crossed my face whenever I felt bad punched me right in the nose. I knew it was there, that caught-in-the-headlights look that screamed, I'm GUILTY of something.
Fuck.
Mom made a noise that sounded like a sigh with a shiver running through it. After a second, I looked at my mother again. The skirt of her nightdress lay beneath her butt, leaving her dress draped across her thigh at an angle. Mom shifted, first her shoulders, and the motion swung into her ribs and sides, then her hips. As she scratched at her thigh, still moving the hem of her dress, Mom looked at Dad, who had his eyes fastened to the TV, and then she lifted her butt and made a quick scratch of her cheek that pulled her hem behind her small, round, and pear-shaped butt.
What the fuck was going on?
Mom's head twitched again while I was still thinking about my question. Mom saw me, and I saw her. My heart thumped hard against the underside of my chest, like a man bracing his weight against a door with one hand while delivering hammer blows against its face with the other. Mom smiled. It was a quick action before she looked back at the TV. My mouth went dry because when she had smiled, her eyes had flickered downward, and so had her chin, in such a way that she could only be saying, Have a look, without having to say it aloud.
I'm not stupid.
I'm not slow.
But was I imagining this?
Why would my mom do this?
How beautiful?
As beautiful as you.
That was a question she had asked, followed by the answer I had given. I stared at her naked thigh, with the hem of her dress pulled up to her waist as it curved in a sideways U around her butt. The silver-white light from the TV highlighted the side of her cheek, and my cock hardened so fast I released a groan from my lips.
Mom's lips kind of puckered, then parted, then closed. For a second, her profile had that caught-in-the-headlights look that I had worn minutes earlier, but then it was gone. I had to get out of there. I said nothing as I turned forward on the couch, then rose while tilting to my left and away from my mother and father, hiding my bulging jeans as I quickly walked out of the living room and into the connecting foyer and headed up the stairs.
"Goodnight," I called.
Dad mumbled something.
Mom said nothing.
Once in my room, my pants came off, but my boxer briefs stayed on. I had my phone in my hand, the lights were off, and I was sitting in my bed, texting Jenna and asking her to call me so I could hear her sexy voice.
Before she could text back or call, I didn't know what she was going to do, my door opened. I jumped, and I grabbed the pillow to my right and slammed it over my rock-hard cock, which made me grunt. Mom had stuck her head into my room, but she didn't bother turning on the light. I set my phone face down on the bed.
"Mark," Mom said, "I'm not mad about earlier."
"I know," I said.
"I want you to think about what could happen to you if you do anything with Jenna." Mom paused, and I heard her take a deep breath. "Try, for me, for one week, to abstain from becoming romantic with her. Just try for one week, and maybe some good karma will come your way."
"Good karma?" I asked, unable to keep the laughter from my question.
"Yes," Mom whispered. "Maybe you won't be fooling around with Jenna, but there has to be something in this house that can keep you distracted until you understand the responsibility that comes with having sex."
A buzzing lightness rushed through my body, and I licked my lips, thankful for the darkness.
"Okay?" Mom asked.
I had to take a deep breath before saying, "Okay, Mom," but I couldn't hide the tremor in my voice.
"Goodnight," Mom said. "Love you."
"I love you too," I said as she closed the door.
I looked at my phone, and it only took me a second to decide that phone sex and face time didn't fall under the category of romance.
Less than five minutes later, one of the strongest orgasms of my life tore through my body, leaving me feeling weightless and boneless, my muscles made of jelly. I slept well that night.
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It wasn't My Imagination

I awoke the next morning earlier than I usually did that summer. I had worked my ass off during my first three years of high school, and I was going to coast through my senior year, which meant that this would be my first summer off in a long time. Thoughts of returning to my slumber came to me, but in the end, I rolled out of bed, put on my basketball shorts and a T-shirt, and headed to my hallway bathroom to finish waking up before I headed downstairs.
The downstairs has a wraparound floor plan, with the living room to the left, followed by the dining room, then the kitchen, then a hallway that leads to a laundry room, the garage, a great room, and then back to the foyer, staircase, and front door. The great room has a piano, a pool table, a bar, but I don't spend much time in there....
I entered the kitchen at seven in the morning, with the sunlight shining onto the breakfast table through the white curtains hanging over the bay windows. Dad was still home. He wouldn't be leaving until about eight in the morning. Mom worked from home, using her advanced degrees in education to create specialized curriculums for private schools while also selling lesson plans that covered kindergarten through high school graduation to teachers over the internet. She did well enough that Dad often joked about retiring early, by about twenty years.
In the kitchen, I found Dad sitting at the table, reading his newspaper with his back to the window and the sunlight shining onto his paper. Mom was wearing a lavender robe made of silk with the belt looped once, and the two halves met at the center of her body. I noticed it dropped down to the middle of her thighs--something I wouldn't have noticed before last night. I would have seen it, but I wouldn't have noticed it.
"Good morning," Mom said, giving me a smile and even without makeup on her cheeks, and lipstick on her... lips... she still looked beautiful.
Dad's paper fluttered with that crunchy, flappy sound as he snapped it low enough to look at me. "You're up early."
"Good morning." I shrugged and looked about the kitchen and breakfast nook as Dad lifted his paper. "I'm just up."
"Sit," Mom said. "I'll make you breakfast."
"Cereal is fine," I said, taking a seat.
"I said I'll make you breakfast," Mom said.
I sat at the end of the table, to Dad's left. To the left of me was the kitchen island and Mom, who was cooking what smelled like French toast with her back to me and her lower body hidden by the kitchen island.
I looked away from her, thinking, Last night was weird.
When Mom turned around from the stove, she set my plate on the kitchen island and picked up the maple syrup. I looked at her, but she looked at Dad, and as she did, she seemed to become lost in thought. Her eyes never drifted in my direction. She held the syrup in her right hand while her left arm came up, and her fingers slid between her robe's lapels. Rubbing motions followed, almost caresses, and as she pulled her fingers out of her robe, she caught her lapel, pulling her robe open to the left. I had to work saliva back into my mouth as the golden-hued upper swell of my mother's left breast came into view.
Holy shit.
Mom still hadn't looked at me. She stared at Dad's paper, and then she looked down long enough to pour the syrup onto my breakfast before raising her head and looking at Dad once more. She set the syrup down, then reached up with her right hand and slid her fingers beneath her left lapel and rubbed the top of her left breast, with her palm on the outer edge.
Holy shit again.
I watched in silence as her breast moved, not a lot, not even a jiggle, just back and forth with the motions of her fingers. Her hand came away, and her fingers curled around her right lapel, and she pulled that side open, creating a narrow V down the center of her cleavage. Mom shook her head as if ridding herself of whatever thoughts had been running through her mind, then she picked up my plate, walked around the far end of the island and toward me with a new gap in her robe that I had to struggle not to stare at--but wasn't staring the point?
This wasn't my imagination.
Mom was showing herself off to me.
Holy, motherfucking-shit.
Dad read his paper, and I ate, glancing at Mom as much as I could without turning my head to stare at her. Maybe I was supposed to look, but she was still my mother, and I still had a girlfriend. Despite the warmth flowing through my heart and into my skin, turning it red due to my mother's good intentions, a little corner of my mind wanted to curl into a ball and close its eyes. I could hear it chanting, This is weird. This is wrong. This is weird. This is wrong. Lucky for me, the chanting's volume faded with time, as though someone was lowering the volume of a stereo with the unnaturally slow but continuous rotation of its dial.



Mom spent some time preparing her breakfast at the kitchen island, cutting various fruits as her robe opened a little more, baring more of her breasts, but never as much as I hoped or feared. My heartbeat sped up with every flutter of her clothing, its thin silk sliding over her body, clinging here, gripping there, and rolling like waves with dips and rises as she continued with her task.
She never looked at me, only at Dad, and the one time his paper crinkled as he lowered it, Mom reached up with her left hand and pinched her robe shut. Dad didn't look at her, he was sipping his coffee and had happened to tilt his paper forward, but when it had come down, Mom had covered up. It was at this time my cock, already warm and relaxed, decided to have its first stretch of the morning.
As Dad's paper rose, Mom's robe came open. She finished cutting her fruit for her breakfast and came to the table, sitting across from Dad with an assortment of bite-sized bananas, berries, citruses to nibble on with a side of yogurt for dipping.
She ate. Dad ate. I ate, only I had a view of the inside of Mom's left breast, almost to her nipple. The soft swell of her chest mound made my mouth water for more than her French toast.
As I watched my mother, my cock tingled, and the head swelled, pushing the fabric of my boxer briefs and basketball shorts outward and upward. After teasing me, how did my mother think that I wasn't going to run off to the one girl who had already guaranteed me some pussy? How could Mom hope to keep me at home when what I really wanted was--
The shock of an electric spark zapping my brain put a stop to my thoughts, and when they came back, a new question had entered my mind. How far was my mother willing to go to keep me from being sexual with Jenna for the next four years?
Did I want to know?
My mind stuttered, like an old film reel that had lost its tracking, and everything blurred. I didn't know if I wanted to know, but my dick, the nasty mother fucker, who wanted to spread open the little lips between my girlfriend's thighs, had no problem growing thick and hard and hell-bent on finding out.
I needed to get out of the kitchen, but I had a hard-on, so I sat there, eating with a slow, deliberate gait as I willed my fucking chubby friend down to half-mast. It wasn't easy since I was sneaking glances at my mother's tit while wishing her robe would move a hair more to the left. I wanted to see the shade of her areola and maybe the size of her nub.
The size of her nub--her fucking nipple!
I had been aware of her nipple--nipples--since the start of this, but it was her flesh that had stolen the attention of my eyes and other, darker thoughts had also kept my mind occupied, but I had been aware of my mother's nipples. What had started as smooth silk against the jutting swell of her breasts had developed small rises in their surface--rises that had pushed the fabric outward in a pair of points. Growing and growing, they thickened and hardened, my imagination witnessing the tight swirling and contracting of her flesh, seeming to swell while stretching outward as the little cracks in her nipple flesh constricted.
Shit--my balls hurt.
As soon as the last bite of French toast entered my mouth, I pushed my chair back and turned in my father's direction. He still had his newspaper raised. Who the fuck reads an entire newspaper? I'm glad he did because the left side of the paper kept his eyes away from my tented shorts. I should have slid from my chair in a half-crouch and slunk away with my back turned to my mother before standing, but I didn't do that. I don't know why, but instead, I pushed my chair back, and as I turned to my right, I stood, leaving no doubt about the effect my mother had on me. Even if she were looking forward, her peripherals wouldn't have failed to notice the hard-on that she had raised.
I should have rushed upstairs to jerk off, but instead, I jumped onto the couch facing the TV, grabbed the remote, and looked for something to watch. I flipped through the channels, not paying attention, as I looked at the clock and waited for my father to leave the house. By the time he had left, my hard-on had gone down, but my leg had started to fidget.
Dad left just before eight in the morning, and I waited in the living room, unaware of what I expected or what Mom had planned. Jenna was always available after her half-day summer classes, and a little bit of teasing wasn't going to keep me away from her. But would a whole lot keep me away from her? No. Mom's teasing wouldn't keep me away from Jenna, that's for damn sure, so the question came to me again: How far was my mother willing to go to keep me away from Jenna for the next four years?
Get your shit together, I thought. Did Mom really want to do this? Had I driven her insane? No way, she was a rational woman--educated, composed, experienced, and.... Mom walked into the living, just beyond my couch, stopping in front of me, but off to the side.
"Hey," I said, staring at her back and butt--mostly her butt--which her robe rested upon, with the cloth covering her center groove and dipping between her cheeks.
"Hey," Mom said, not turning around. "I'm going to work for a little bit, but then I'm coming downstairs to do some housework."
"Okay," I said.
"It's going to be hot today." A tremor underscored Mom's voice. "Don't go anywhere."
"Jenna doesn't get out of school until noon," I said. "And her dad insists on picking her up now instead of me."
"Good," Mom said. "I'll be back in a couple of hours to clean, okay."
"Okay."
Mom turned, and when she did, her robe lay open from her neck to below her breasts, her inside swells and cleavage visible. Her perky handfuls left some open space between her breasts that made my mouth water and tongue dance. Mom paused for a moment, standing still long enough not to make things obvious before she left the living room, leaving me alone with my thoughts.
Fuck me, but this was unexpected and strange, and yet it filled me with a kind of nervous yet excited energy that I needed to release. I waited until I was sure that Mom was in her room before I raced upstairs to my room to relieve myself of this adrenaline-like burden with hard pumps of my cock.
Porno, stories, camgirls--I didn't spend money on them--and other kinds of options presented themselves to me. I was ready to take them, but instead, I found myself searching Reddit for real-life stories about moms coming onto their sons, or vice versa. I was sure that every one of them was bullshit, but even if just one were true, then maybe I'd have an idea of how to handle this new side of Mom.
I mostly skimmed links to sex stories (many by Mr. Here/MrHereWriting) and actual website entries. Each one that captured my attention said the same thing: Be assertive. Don't let your golden opportunity go to waste. If your mother was coming onto you, then go after her. Don't let your mother run away from you, and don't let the guilt that was bound to set in once she offered herself to you take hold of her soul. Take hold of her soul! That was a bit dramatic--a little over the top--but it also made sense.
Yet, why would I want to test this out?
My cock knew why, but what did a dickhead know?
My fingers danced on my keyboard, not clicking any of the keys, just dancing over them with enough pressure to make the plastic caps rattle and shake. I should have got busy jerking off, but that's when I heard a knock on my bedroom door.
"Yeah," I called out as I minimized my porn windows, and my heart jumped to a jogging pace.
"I'm going to go downstairs to clean now," Mom said, speaking through my door. "Just to let you know."
"Okay."
How often had I watched my mother clean? How often did she? Up until today, I had never noticed when Mom cleaned the house. I spent most of my time in my room, sleeping until eleven in the morning because this was my summer to relax.
I looked at my clock.
It was ten in the morning.
Holy shit, I had spent about two hours reading incest threads involving moms showing themselves off to their sons. Much of it sounded like bullshit, and I had decided that all of it was bullshit, but still, some of it had sounded like it could be true.
Be assertive.
Maybe I didn't know how far I was willing to push this, let alone Mom, but a soft voice in my head sang to me with words spun from honey and silk, crooning, Just have one more look at your mother. Why not? She's a head-turner.
"Why not," I said to my empty room, and I stood from my desk, having to place my palms on the arms of my chair to push myself up. My body weighed a ton, but up it went, and on legs heavier than I could remember them weighing, I walked downstairs as the tempo of my heart shifted into a higher gear, and then another.
Mom was in the living room, wearing an outfit that I'd never seen her in. Her clothes looked new, and they could have been. She could have bought them yesterday. It's not like we spent twenty-four hours a day together. She had gathered her long, flaxen hair into a bun, one of those where the hair swirls about itself with neither a beginning nor an ending. She had donned a gray cotton house shirt that hugged her body and molded to her breasts, emphasizing their softness and shape while detailing her small waist and long, graceful arms. While the shirt had caught my attention, it was her shorts that had made my heart shift into a higher gear yet again.
These were dance shorts, and I knew my mother had danced once upon a time, mainly from grade school through college, and then just for fun. They were black and small and high-tied along her sides so that they angled downward from her hips to her crotch and her ass. They had loose leg holes, and because of their smallness, I could see the hint of my mother's ass cheeks, their very bottoms. Just a line of them, but that was enough to get my pecker going.
Wow.
From that line, her long legs, with a hint of muscle curving her thighs and hamstrings, descended into her calves and down into her tennis shoes, where I could see the white rims of her ankle socks. Her legs looked longer than normal--and they were already long--but that was because her shorts rode upward toward her hips. Fuck me, but my mother's swan-like body looked yummy.
How far was I willing to push this?
I took a deep breath and said, "Hey," before I left the stairway and walked into the living room.
"Hey," Mom said, smiling at me from where she stood by the living room windows, opening up the heavier curtains, but leaving the transparent curtains closed. "I'm going to clean now, but you can just relax and watch TV. I won't bother you."
"Sure," I said, my cheeks reddening the moment I saw a light shade of pink blossom across my mother's face. It was like watching the sunrise, and I had to control the sound of my next breath as I filled my lungs with air. "I'll just sit."
"Okay," Mom said and turned away from me to run one of those handheld, static dusters over the shelf on the left side of the TV.
I crawled over the back of the couch, grabbed the remote that lay on the center cushion, and turned the TV on, flipping through channels right away. Mom kept her back to me. I took in the smoothness of her legs and the cusps of her cheek bottoms, where they joined the backs of her thighs. Could I see her cheeks, or was I just imagining it? When Mom pushed herself up to her toes, her shorts lifted just enough to give me that small glimpse of ass flesh my cock was tingling to see.
I say my cock because my cock stiffened when I was positive that Mom was giving me glimpses of her cheeks. I moved on the couch, pushing myself into the corner between the armrest and the backrest, lifting my feet onto the cushions, and pulling my knees up to hide my bulging shorts.
Let her see.
I shook my head, and yet I had let her see me in the kitchen, but I had done that without much thought. Still, that let her see whisper gave me goosebumps, and Reddit had said to be aggressive.
Stop your fucking thinking, I thought.
Mom dusted the top shelves next to the TV and then the middle, then she backed up and started dusting the shelves and picture frames that were level with her thighs. She was dusting, but not really. Her arm moved, and so did her wrist and the duster, but the fibrous, Q-tip-like end only glided over the picture frames and various pieces of art that Mom had collected during her lifetime.
My heart sped up as she started to bend over--at the waist. Her legs stayed straight and parted, forming a triangle between her thighs that pointed straight to her muff. Mom had backed away from the shelves so far that she could now get her head below her waist while keeping her legs straight. What balance! Mom did enjoy her yoga. Her legs tightened, their firmness creating barely-there curves, but what made my heart speed up the most was action at the apex of Mom's thighs.
Her small, black cotton shorts had pulled tight between her inner thighs, forming a thick but thin thong while the back leg holes had ridden upward, baring about a quarter of her firm butt. I could see this new arrangement of her shorts, but she had to have felt it, and even though I knew what she was doing, chills of adrenaline rolled through my shoulders and down my arms. I shivered, feeling the light prickling of excitement bouncing across my skin like water sizzling over a hot surface.
What was Mom thinking?
Was this turning her on too, or was this something that she was only doing out of necessity? How the fuck could a mother desire her son, no matter what the scumbags on Reddit claimed? (Was I one of those scumbags now?) Did she have any idea what her desperate attempt to keep me out of Jenna's pussy was doing to my mind? My thoughts? My desires? My cock?
Fucking hell, but there was no way my mother had thought this through.
No fucking way.
Be aggressive.
The patch of cloth between her legs pulled inward as she widened her stance, baring her inner thighs to her outer labia and whatever kind of panties she was wearing beneath her shorts. A thong? She had to have been wearing a thong. I couldn't see her labia, but my sight caught the edges of her tender, outer folds.
Just the fucking edges!
Just give me half an inch more, I begged her shorts, but then she straightened her back, stepped to the side, and dusted around the TV. I found solace in her small butt, which wasn't flat, and not too round. Mom had a good butt. A wholesome butt that made my ball sack tingle. A mom's butt that made my knob throb--a throb from a mom who could surprise a son and his friends with her sexiness.
How long before Jenna returned home from school?
Too long.
I went back to watching Mom while doing my best to shut down my mind.
Mom finished with the TV, turning sideways to me as she walked to the next set of shelves, and my vision zoomed in on her breasts as they pushed against her gray cotton shirt. The under swells had a softness to them, while the upper portions sloped like a ski jump, ending with her thick nipples that had hardened to points half an inch long.
Jesus, they're just cutting right through her shirt, I thought.
My balls pulsed and through my cock shot a bead of precum that widened my shaft. My hips rolled on their own and out spat my wad of cream, wetting my boxer briefs enough that I could feel the wet stickiness against my crown.
Mom's head twitched as though she wanted to turn to look at me, but she never turned her head that far. Instead, she passed the TV and went to work on the shelves, standing straight and bending over, squatting, and pushing her butt outward. Sometimes she stood with her legs closed, and sometimes she opened them. She stretched upward, baring the bottom curves of her butt, and once she reached back with her left hand to scratch the top of her hamstring. Her elegant fingers pulled her shorts upward, exposing a solid quarter of her cheek, tanned to match the rest of her body, without a divot or blemish marring her smooth, angelic skin.
Another wad of cum left my balls, and I closed my thighs, pressing my knees together as a rolling cloud of sensitivity bundled itself around my knobs and tickled the tip of my cock. Fuck me, but I was going to come hard after this.
After dusting, Mom grabbed the vacuum and gave the carpet in the living room a good twice over, maybe thrice, as she ran the machine over the same spot in back-and-forth motions that made her little-ish titties bounce. She didn't look at me as she cleaned, even as she faced me most of the time. I watched, never once looking at the TV as her beaded nipples drew my gaze with the strength of a tractor beam.
Eventually, Mom's cleaning had to come to an end, and when it did, she looked up at me, smiling, then said, "One room a day. I hope I wasn't in your way."
I shook my head, and my mother never dropped her eyes below my face. Not that I was flaunting my hard-on, but with my knees up and a pillow now in my lap, she had to have known what was going on below my waist.
"Well, I need to get back to work," Mom said. "But, I'll see you here later, okay?"
I nodded my head, but I was already thinking of Jenna's juicy pussy in my hands. Mom went upstairs, and I went to my room, noticing the time. I had about an hour before Jenna would be home, so I spent the next forty-five minutes punishing my cock for its dirty thoughts about my mother. Twice I nutted, and twice it was to the kind of porn that I had never watched before. I had watched my share of daddy-daughter scenes and brother-sister scenes, but I was neither a father nor a brother, so the ickiness of those scenes had never entered my mind during those episodes of sensual fulfillment.
As noon approached, I jumped in the shower, cleaned the sweat from my body, freshened up, and as I exited the bathroom, my eyes widened at the sight of my mother in the hallway. I couldn't tell if she had been waiting for me or if she had been on the way to my room, but there she was, paused in mid-step. And there I was, with a towel around my waist with the rest of my upper body bare: shoulders, chest, arms, and abs. Mom's eyes looked down, then sprung back up to meet mine. The green in her irises had an inner glow that I had never noticed before.
"I'm going to go get some sun," Mom said. "Would you like to join me?"
She smiled.
Yes.
But what I said was, "I'm going to go see Jenna."
Mom's smile straightened, and she gave me one of those looks before she said, "I bought a new bikini that I could use an opinion on." She smiled again. "Give me ten minutes of your time."
A whisper of breath left my lungs, whistling through my lips as a bead of water dripped from a hair hanging over my forehead and fell downward through my vision. I could almost hear that tear-shaped bead of H2O burst apart as it landed on the carpet below me.
"Okay," I said.
Mom's smile widened, and she hopped forward so fast that I couldn't react before she pushed up to her tiptoes and pecked me on my cheek.
"Thanks," Mom said. "I'll see you down there soon. Wear your suit."
She had bought a new bikini as though she hadn't owned bikinis that were small enough as it was. Fuck me, but I decided that Jenna could wait a few minutes, but only a few.
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Pushing it Poolside

We had a big backyard, square, with landscaping and plenty of green, some trees, and a pool house next to a Roman-shaped pool and an elevated spa off to the side. White tile surrounded the pool, the edges, and the granite rock forced a backdrop around half of the pool with an outcropping of rocks where a decorative waterfall added a final touch of paradise.



I stepped through the dining room's swinging glass doors and into the sun, the rays of light warming my skin on contact. No shirt covered my upper body, but a white towel hung over my left shoulder, and a pair of colorful boardshorts circled my waist. I had chosen the shorts that Jenna had bought me. They hung low enough on my hips that if I hadn't trimmed my pubic hairs, more than a few curls would have poked out over the waistband. Mom didn't like them--not when Jenna was around, and Jenna's fingers had a tendency to glide across my skin, but maybe that would change now that we were alone. If Mom could show off, then why couldn't I? (It had taken some effort to pull those shorts from their drawer and slide them up my legs.)
Next to the pool, opposite the granite wall, there was a row of white-cushioned lounge chairs and small glass tables. That's where I found Mom. She lay on her back, with a white tennis visor on her head and sunglasses over her eyes. Her skin didn't shine with lotion, and my heartbeat did a double-thump as soon as I saw that. She wore a small, red bikini top over her breasts, the kind made of strings that wrapped around her back and hooked over her shoulders, around her neck. The cups were half-moons that cut an angle across her breasts, covering her nipples but leaving the inner swells and the sides of her tits exposed.
I wanted to whistle. I had never seen my mother wear a top that exposed so much of her tit-flesh, and yet, I had to hide a sigh. I don't know why I had thought that Mom would have worn less, but I had hoped. Did she think a bikini would keep me from running off to Jenna after her teasing today? And as if she wanted me to run off to Jenna, around her waist, she was wearing a mid-thigh length, white, semi-transparent wraparound skirt. A skirt? Damn it!
"It took you long enough to get down here," Mom said. "I was about to go inside after you."
"Ah, well," I said and shrugged. "I was just picking out my suit."
"I see," Mom said. Behind her glasses, I couldn't tell where her eyes had fallen on my body.
I walked over to her and dropped my towel on the chair next to hers. I was about to sit down when she said, "How about a quick dip?"
"Sure," I said as the hairs on my body reached skyward.
Mom removed her visor and stood, her butt toward me, and through the transparent mesh of her skirt, I caught glimpses of her cheeks and thighs. Before I could decipher whether she was wearing a G-string or a thong, she unwrapped her skirt, revealing a thick red thong running through the crack of her small, golden, and pear-shaped ass.
God damn it, but my father was a lucky man.
"No tan lines," I whispered aloud as though my mother wasn't four feet from me.
"No," Mom laughed. "No tan lines." She turned around. "So, do you like my new bikini?"
Oh, dear lord, yes--yes, I did.
The thong riding my mother's crack swept outward at her lower back, just above her cheeks, leaving them bare. The strings were maybe a quarter-inch thick, biting into her skin a tad, giving her slenderness a faint bulge above and below her waistline. In front, they swept down the cut of her hips to the V of her crotch, where they connected to a red, triangular patch of cloth that didn't quite cover my mother's vanilla pie. A quarter-inch of labia lay exposed to the elements. I could see the impressions of what had to be a fluffy landing strip pushing against the front of her nylon panties--panties that rode so low on her mound that I could see several wispy, flaxen hairs poking above the nylon.
My cock thickened, the head expanding at a slow rate--slow enough that the stretching of my glans exploded through my nerve endings.
"Mark?" Mom asked.
I raised my eyes, devouring her long body and her apple-sized breasts, whose just-over-a-handful size looked smaller than they were due to her height. Her nipples stood out straight and hard, stretching the nylon fibers forward and sideways, threatening to rip the threads apart. When I reached my mother's face, I saw swirls of pink in her cheeks, but her sunglasses hid her eyes. An almost-smile ghosted the corners of her full lips.
"My bikini?" Mom asked.
"It's breathtaking," I whispered.
"Thanks." Mom's smile widened. "I'm glad you like it. I've bought more, too, for the rest of the summer." She breathed in, shivering, and then out, the sound trembling in the air. "And if things go well, maybe you can help me pick out more?"
I nodded my head.
Mom lifted her left hand to her glasses, took the temple piece between her thumb and forefinger, and slid them from her face. There was a smile in her green eyes and something else that I could only call a victory. She tossed her glasses on her lounge chair and turned away, walking toward the pool with her butt cheeks rolling and her long legs slipping one in front of the other with each step. As I drooled over her ass, my eyes caught the heart-shaped gap at the top of her thighs and the tender bulge of her soft pussy meat as it created a hanging crescent in the gusset of her panties.
Oh my god! My cock sprang up so fast, and my balls tightened so hard that I had to clench my teeth to bite back my groan. Mom reached the edge of the pool and dove forward, as graceful as the swan she was. As her steepled hands parted the water, I raced forward and dove in as well. The water coating my body was a crystalline blanket of freshness. I made sure to rise above the water at a depth that kept my waistline and erection hidden beneath the swaying water's surface.
Let Mom see, my cock yelled at me. Let her fucking see what she does to us!
Maybe later, I mumbled to my perked-up soldier.
Mom came out of the water after I did, having swum to the opposite edge of the pool. Her head erupted through the water's surface, her hair whipping up and back and flinging globs of liquid through the air. She turned around, running her hand over her face as the water painted her nylon bra to her tits and more ran down her stomach and hips and back into the pool.
"That feels good," Mom said. "Race you to the end!"
Mom dove to her left, elongating her body as she started a sidestroke. I watched her for a moment, my eyes freezing to the gap between her thighs and the tight roll of nylon hammocking her muff. She had so much pussy meat for such a slender woman--so it looked in the water. My cock jerked, the head trying to rip through my shorts, creating a jolt of pleasure that ran along my shaft. Moaning, I followed my mother's body through the pool, wishing that I had worn a pair of goggles so that I could better appreciate the light glinting off my mother's body through the thickness of the oscillating water.
She touched the back wall and broke through the surface. I followed. She shook her head, made a wuh sound, and swam away from me. Once again, I watched her slip through the water, my eyes finding her thong as it cupped her crack, and then her gusset as it cradled her wet pussy. Jesus Christ, but Mom had to know that I wasn't going to just beat off after this when I had Jenna offering her juicy clam to me.
I followed Mom back to the shallow end of the pool, my dick swinging in my shorts. Every kick of my feet and twist of my body sent a buzz through my cock. My dick wanted pussy. My mind wanted pussy. Fuck, my soul wanted pussy, and it wanted it right then.
"I think it's time for some sun," Mom said, standing in the shallow end with the water lapping around her thighs. I didn't hide my gaze this time, looking down her dripping wet body and focusing on the triangle of cloth that left the softness of her outer labia uncovered. "Don't you?"
"In a second," I said, hidden up to my waist beneath the water's surface. "I just"--my heart thumped, creating a hollow boom within my chest that I was aware of but too excited to feel--"want to watch you get out of the pool."
Mom's eyes widened, and she seemed a little taken aback, but then she smiled with a kind of gotcha quality to her lips. She turned around and walked toward the steps, her ass and thigh gap holding my cock's attention. I just wanted to be between her thighs.
Eighteen-year-olds weren't meant to be virgins, not when women--adult, fucking women--who shined like my mother were teasing them.
Mom walked around the front of the pool, her body dripping and her hair plastered to her body, its light, bright color at odds with her golden skin. I loved it. The sides of her almost-little tits jiggled, bouncing just enough to make my blood pump. Her body was the picture of classically toned slenderness not influenced by today's Instagram-fit girls or the pre-woke, skinny-girl chic, runway models, and it made every nerve ending through my flesh buzz with adrenaline.
Mom grabbed her towel, drying herself off with long sweeps of the terry cloth. She dried her arms and legs with pushing motions, turning her body so that whatever side she was drying was turned away from me, giving my eyes the freedom to roam over her skin without shame. Mom finished, put on her sunglasses and visor, threading her hair through its headband, and she sat down on her lounge chair. She lay down as the sun beat down on her. She lay with her legs slightly spread and her bikini panties cupping the tender folds between her legs. I could see the faintest impression of them, and I oh-so-badly wanted to touch them.
I walked to the edge of the pool--staring. After a minute of this, when Mom spread her legs further apart, I pressed my cock against the side of the pool, nearly coming. I wasn't about to hump the wall, but I wanted to. Instead, I bent my knees and dropped beneath the water, placing my hands on the lege and pushing myself underwater. I held my breath until a fire burned within my lungs and my throat convulsed--my heart speeding up for another reason. I did this until my erection softened enough not to hurt when I walked, and then I sprang out of the pool, no longer thinking about what I was doing as I walked to my lounge chair.
My towel found its way into my hands, and I dried myself off, taking my time as I stared down at my mother. Was she looking up at me through her sunglasses? She had the hint of a smile on her lips, and her breathing was far from mellow. Her slim stomach rolled downward and up, her breasts rising and falling with them, her nipples reaching heavenward with unashamed stiffness. Could she feel my eyes on her--even if she wasn't looking at me?
"Pass me my tanning oil," Mom whispered. "I think I could use just a bit more color, don't you?"
"Sure," I said, bending over and picking up the bottle of oil.
Mom didn't need more color. She had perfect skin, from its flawless complexion to the sun-cooked gold of her tan, but who was I to argue?
"Mom," I said, my voice shaking, "I can put it on for you."
Mom's smile straightened, and I saw her swallow as time slowed. The movement of her throat seemed exaggerated, and it cascaded down her breast, her stomach lowering and rising as well.
"That's okay," Mom said. "I can do it. Why don't you sit down and enjoy yourself."
I licked my lips and said, "I think I'm going to go see Jenna," in a quiet, almost guilty tone.
Time stopped.
I heard the wind and the static-like rustle of leaves blowing in the breeze. The sun moved, its rays growing hotter as it curved through the air, and then a chill hit me, and I shivered despite the heat.
"Okay," Mom whispered.
Okay, what?
"Okay, what?" I asked in a whisper of breath.
"Okay, you can put the oil on me," Mom said in a tone that matched mine. "My back first."
My shorts moved outward as my cock grew, and Mom's chin tilted down, her eyes staring a straight line toward my growing bulge. She froze for a moment, her breathing heavy, and then she rolled to her right, away from my cock, and turned onto her stomach. She turned her head away from me, crossing her arms beneath her cheek, and she laid her head across her small forearms.
I swallowed as my heart punched the underside of my chest hard enough to make my throat hurt. The world brightened, and I sat on the edge of Mom's chair as my vision swooned, moving left-to-right and left again, like a pendulum. I shivered again, and then I took a deep breath that sounded extra loud to my ears. I released it, then took another, and released that in a tunnel of wind through my lips.
"Are you okay?" Mom asked.
"Yeah," I said as my prick hardened fully. "I'm fine."
"Okay," Mom whispered.
The cap to the oil was one of those push-down on one side and spring-up on the other kind, and I depressed it with my thumb and then held the bottle over my mother's back. My eyes stared at the strings of her bikini bra, and I asked, "No tan lines, right Mom?" in a faraway voice.
Mom took a deep breath.
"Mom," I said with enough urgency in my voice to make my suggestion sound like a demand.
"Untie my bra for me," Mom said, "and drop the strings to the sides." The sides, where I could already see the bottom flesh of her breasts, bulging outward as her upper body pushed their roundness into her cushioned chair.
I reached down with my hand, fingers extended, the tips trembling, and I plucked one of the strings of her bra's bow on the first try. I pulled, watching as the string slid through the knot, and the bow shrank and shrank, snapping free and leaving a simple crossover knot. Pulling the string to the side and giving it a shake to loosen it from its partner, I tossed it to the side, and then I grabbed the other string, dropping it to Mom's left side, undressing her back. As the strings landed on the cushions, the cups of Mom's bra fell away, baring the side of her tits to my eyes. My cock jumped, and I pulled my hips back, trying to find room within my shorts for my aching erection.
There was no room.
Tilting the bottle of oil, I let a stream of the thick liquid spill from the cap's nozzle. The sunlight caught its burnished gold color, making it sparkle--reminding me of that album cover in my grandmother's collection where honey drops from the comb. The end bulb struck the center of Mom's back. Her spine moved as she reacted to the oil's touch, and I watched as a pool formed over her skin, then slipped to the side in thin rivulets of liquid sex.
Sex.
I placed the bottle to the side, freeing my hands, and extended my fingers, bringing the tips down to my mother's back. They shook until they touched her skin and moved upward, my digits spreading as far apart as they could as I stroked my mother's skin. My adrenaline spiked, starting in my heart and radiating outward, finding the pathways through my shoulders and arms and down into my hands, where the energy passed through me and into my mother.
"Mm," Mom moaned, but it sounded like a low, muffled groan that she had tried to hold back. Her mouth never opened, and the sound was low and faint, but it was there. My heart raced, and I pushed harder into her skin, trying to get her to moan again. She didn't, but her lips twitched as I increased the pressure across her smooth skin.
I reached Mom's neck, pushing my fingers into the slope running down to her shoulders. My mother had a firm body, but not too firm, her muscles lying beneath a single layer of feminine softness, giving her body all the hints of having curves while still appearing thin. She had a showgirl's body, a runner's body, a dancer's--the kind of body that deserved admiration, coupled with a beauty that could turn a strong man weak or a hard man soft.
All this from just touching her, I thought.
I had never touched my mother before. Not like this. A hug, a kiss on the cheek, a tug on her arm or hand, but I had never stroked her in such a familiar way. There was no other way to rub oil on a person, whether they were a friend, a girlfriend, your mother, or a client at a spa. This was as intimate as two people could physically become, outside of sex.
Sex.
I ran my hands down my mother's shoulders and over her arms, straightening each of her arms one at a time and having to tug the first one loose before she gave it up. I ran my hand down her arm, over her small bicep and forearm, my long fingers circling her limb completely. I reached her fingers, and I covered them with oil as well, taking time to stroke each one of her digits before making my way back to her shoulders, where I rowed my thumbs over her skin, warmed by the sun--and, I hoped, by me.
The more I touched my mother, the harder she breathed and the calmer I grew. I stayed hard, and my excitement rushed through me, pushing through my veins in thick pulses of light, but I remained calm.
What was my mother feeling?
I lowered my hands down her back with my thumbs meeting along her spine. Her skin moved before my fingertips as I fanned them outward, turning them sideways so that they faced my mother's ribs and the sides of her breasts. Oil glistened in the light, and the velvet texture of her flesh sent ripples of desire through my arms. My cock swelled, and out poured a hefty glob of precum that would have given me a thick droplet of dewy goo to add to the oil covering her back.
If only I could rub my precum on her....
If only I could.
What a terrible, horrible, and thrilling thought. And like that, I had begun to free myself of every reservation that I had concerning how far I was willing to push my mother in her game of tease with me.
Freeing myself--that final moment that pushed me across the line that Mom had drawn--didn't mean that I was without fear or anxiety. It took an effort to push my hands outward, the tips pointing left and right, and then curling over Mom's slick back toward the outer bulges of her breasts. Mom tensed as my fingers slid down her ribs, straight down toward the cushion, not backward toward her hips. Straight down, to her titties, almost reaching them, almost there, almost touching their softness until--
"Mark," Mom said in a whispered rush, "your hands are slipping in the oil."
They aren't slipping, Mom.
I swallowed to regain my composure. My cock ached and twitched, and after a pause, I moved my hands down her ribs to her sides. Touching her like this made her seem small. Her great Motherhood shrunken down to a normal woman, a sexy woman, who was letting me touch her in ways that she never had before. My cock jerked again, spitting up more precum, and I released a shaky breath as I moved my hands over her sides to the small of her back.
My thumbs pressed into my mother's spin, then rowed up and around, and I opened and closed my fingertips. This was no casual massage that I was giving my mother. I caressed her, opening my fingers wide and gliding my palms over her skin, watching as her flesh moved before my fingertips in a wave of visual stimulation.
What was my mother feeling?
Her breathing had deepened. She lay still, mostly, with her lips tight and her eyes unreadable behind her sunglasses. I moved my hands lower, then higher, then lower, nearing the quarter-inch-thick waistband of her thong bikini. Closer and closer and closer....
"Mark," Mom snapped when my oil-slick hands moved over her thong's waistband and right on her ass.
"I have to get all of you," I said, my voice heavy and low, the sound of my breathing exciting me in its perversion.
Did it excite my mother?
Her breathing had deepened.
"Jenna," I said as I pressed my palms into my mother's small, soft ass. Soft on the outside, firm on the inside, yet not as firm as a teenager's ass. That contrast between young tightness and mature firmness sent a sensual heat through my body that made the world spin. "Jenna lets me do this whenever I want."
Mom hissed.
I curled my fingers down her butt, then opened them, my thumbs riding the edges of her shallow crack and grazing the line of the thong running between her cheeks. I didn't try to go under her thong, but I wanted to. Fuck, I wanted to, and my cock, dripping precum, was more than enough proof of my desire for my mother.



"Hurry up," Mom whispered, her voice catching as I pressed the tips of my thumbs against the bottom of her ass cheeks. I followed the line of her hamstrings from the outside in, all the way to the inward curve down into the softness of her maternal muff. "Do my legs. Now."
I stopped with my thumbs outside of her pussy. They were so damn near the nylon of her panties that my fingers trembled from the heat between her legs. As I pulled them away, I pressed my thumbs harder into her tender flesh and pulled outward, spreading her open between her legs like the velvet curtains of a Broadway stage. Mom's pussy pulled outward, her outer lips slipping past the protection of her thong's covering and giving me a glimpse of her softer, fuller crescents.
"Mm," Mom moaned, the sound strained as she bit back the quiet, almost nonexistent sound.
I stopped my thumbs' movement, holding my mother's pussy open from the outside pressure on her inner thighs. Staring at the center of her cunny beneath her panties, I watched as her crimson nylon stuck to her lips, outlining the long slit beneath their fabric. I saw her folds, outer and inner, and the opening between them, where the red of her panties had darkened, growing wetter and--
Holy fuck, my mother was wet with pussy juice.
"I need to go back to work," Mom said, her words coming in a rush that was almost a pant. She pulled away from me, holding her right hand over her breasts as she stood, facing away from me. "I expect you to stay at home while I work."
Her voice had trembled as she spoke, though it carried it a hard edge, the edge that I was used to hearing whenever I managed to get myself into trouble.
"Okay," I said.
Mom walked away, leaving me with my hard-on, and when I was sure she was in her office--with windows that faced the backyard--I took out my cock and jerked off hard and fast in full view of her windows. I sprayed my cum onto my stomach before wiping it off with my towel. Satisfied, I jumped back into the pool to cool down.
Had Mom watched me?
I hoped so.
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An Agreement

I didn't see my mother again until after Dad had arrived home. She had changed from her bikini into a pleated white tennis skirt that barely reached the middle of her thighs. A tight, dark blue polo shirt with white trim and short-short sleeves covered her upper body. We didn't talk, and Mom made dinner, and we ate, her tits pushing against her top like two perky orbs outlined by the faintest impressions of a bra. It must have been a thin bra, maybe lace or something transparent, I didn't know, but my mind spent most of its time thinking about what kind of bra she could be wearing.
Jenna had some transparent bras that she liked to wear for me.
Dad said nothing about Mom's outfit. He was too busy mumbling, "My sleepless nights are getting worse. Can you believe that? They just won't go away anymore."
My dad, as far as I knew, had bouts of acute insomnia, typically lasting for several weeks, then they'd dissipate for several weeks, then they'd come back in an endless cycle of hell for him. When he mentioned this, I saw my mother's face tighten, but my heartbeat sped up. Had the same thoughts gone through our heads at the same time? I didn't know, but I'd like to think that they did. Despite her reaction, I was eager for my father to start taking his pills again.
Even though Mom was wearing a short tennis skirt that showed off her slender legs down to her little, bare feet with their perfect toes and elegant arches, it wasn't like this morning and afternoon. Dad was here, so when Mom noticed me looking for a little too long or a little too hard, she narrowed her eyes at me and sent a firm headshake--with only the slightest hints of movement--my way.
Not long after dinner, I went upstairs, saying, "I need to give Jenna a call before she thinks I'm ignoring her."
Mom, who had been reading a book on the couch while Dad watched TV, looked up at me as I headed upstairs and called out, "Remember our deal."
Our unspoken deal, I thought just as my father said, "Yeah, remember it. I don't want to have to explain to my mother why her grandson had to drop out of high school to take care of his bastard."
"Jesus, Dad," I said as my dad laughed, and I continued upstairs.
I talked to Jenna, but I was distracted. She could tell. I knew that she could, but I couldn't tell her why. My thoughts kept drifting back to my mother and the promise I had made her. Did I really make her a promise? Do unspoken promises count? I didn't think--so my cock said to me--but Jenna would be there for me in a week, while Mom might end her desperation tactic if she thought I wasn't keeping my word.
"Come on," Jenna was saying, "tell me how hard your cock is for me."
"I can't," I said, licking my lips and continuing the lie I had told her at the start of our conversation. "Mom keeps walking into my room."
"Fuck it," Jenna growled, "let her hear how hard I make your cock. I'll let my dad hear if you let your mom hear." She made a tongue-clicking sound. "Every time that my dad thinks that I'm being naughty with you, he gives me this look, and I just want to say, 'Mark makes my pussy wet, Daddy, deal with it."
"Daddy," I said, laughing.
"Well, Dad's my father," Jenna said, "but you're my Daddy."
"Oh," I moan-groaned. "That's so fucking hot."
"I know, right?" Jenna giggled. "The dirtier this gets, the jucier my pussy gets for your big, adult dick. Maybe my dad's just jealous of you getting my ass instead of...."
I groaned again as she trailed off, her voice slick, sly, and dangerously suggestive. My cock grew and grew. Maybe it was for the best if I put an end to Mom's teasing and went straight to Jenna. Why should we torture ourselves by waiting? We could fuck, tell her dad, and call his bluff. It had to be a bluff. Jenna's mom loved me!
"I've got to go, you nasty girl," I whispered. "I can hear my mom outside of my door. I think she's pacing. I'll send you a picture later, okay?"
"Okay," Jenna sighed. "Our parents suck."
"Yes, they do," I whispered, hoping it was true in my mother's case.
"Love you," Jenna said, "and don't forget that dick pick you owe me. I want to see cum and lots of it."
"I promise," I whispered as her bratty voice sent a tingle through my glans. "Love you too."
Would she be mad when I didn't send her a picture?
Probably, but I'd think of something.
I left my phone on my bed as I headed downstairs. I had talked to Jenna for an hour; what would Mom make of that? Was she antsy? Was she pissed? Should I pretend that something happened, even when it hadn't? There was danger in that; wasn't there, but how much?
Fuck, there were too many variables to digest, so I tried to slow down my thoughts as I descended from the top of the stairs into the TV-lit foyer and living room. Mom, sitting on the back couch with her back against the armrest, turned her head to the left and gave me a long look. I smiled, and she watched me as I walked around the couch and sat opposite her. She had her knees up and together, along with her calves and feet, creating a wall that hid her panties from my eyes.
I leaned back against the couch's arm, bringing my feet onto the couch. Mom looked at me, watching as the soft light flashed across my body. Dad yawned.
"Did you already take your pill?" I asked my dad.
"Yeah," he yawned again. "I haven't had a good sleep in days."
I hadn't noticed--what an asshole I was.
"Gonna go upstairs?" I asked.
"You want the TV?"
"No." I shook my head, though he was lying on his back with his head on a pillow, staring at the TV. "Just making conversation."
"Make it when the show's over," he said. "If I last that long."
I nodded and turned back to Mom. She was still looking at me, and even though the living was dark, and I wouldn't have been able to see much had she spread her legs for me, I nodded at her knees anyway. Mom tilted her head, and I lifted my hands, placed my palms together, then spread my fingers open by tilting them away from each other. Mom widened her eyes, and then she looked toward the TV. I sighed without making a sound, extending my right foot and nudging her left toes. Mom brought her feet back, and when they ran out of the room, she turned on her cushion and lowered her feet to the floor.
Damn it!
Was it because of Dad?
It had to be.
Or maybe she needed reassurance that I hadn't done anything with Jenna--over the phone. How was I going to do that? Fuck it, I was going to press my luck, and I could assure Mom later that her son had followed her rules, mostly. Was talking dirty to my willing eighteen-year-old girlfriend going to get her pregnant? No!
I sighed again, a little louder this time. Mom didn't look at me, and neither did Dad. I lowered my back down the armrest to my shoulders, and I stretched out my legs, pulling short of touching Mom with my feet. Her skirt lay a tiny bit above the middle of her lap, both atop and along the sides, while the back lay bunched against the back of the couch. The pleats were perfect and rectangular, layered, her long legs illuminated by the bluish-silver of the TV light.
Like moonlight.
When was Mom going to pull her skirt up? She wasn't sitting on it, so it wasn't like her movement would disturb Dad. Not that he'd notice by the way he was lying.
Time ticked by, the show went on, and Dad yawned.
Any day now, I thought, throwing my silent words at my mother.
Was she mad at me for touching her today? I had pushed it. Or, if not mad, was she having second thoughts? This game had barely started, so there was only one way to find out. I extended my right foot, the one closest to the back of the couch, with a slower-than-normal motion, making sure that my mother would notice me coming from the corner of her eyes. She did. Her lips twitched, but was she attempting to hide a smile, or had they tightened? She didn't look at me, so I continued forward.
My big toe touched the hem of her skirt along the side of her thigh. Mom took a deep breath, her apple-sized breasts moving up and down, the tightness of her shirt accentuating the buoyant under-curve of her breasts. I imagined how they'd give under my fingers caresses, and my cock sprung forward as if trying to have a better look as my mother's goods.
I moved my foot toward the back of the couch, pulling Mom's skirt with me, baring her skin. Mom's head tilted to the left, her eyes down for a moment before looking forward again. I kept moving her skirt, back and back, back as far as the curve of her ass and exposing the naked side of her left cheek. She must have been wearing a thong or nothing. The thought made my balls warm as my thoughts went back to my mother's perfect cheek. When I ran my toe across my mother's skin, she brought her left hand down and pushed my foot away, but she didn't move her skirt back into place.
Good.
My cock had stretched out during this time, filling with wall-throbbing strength and turning my skin slinky into a hungry flesh pipe. Oh, man, but I wasn't going to last a week away from Jenna at this rate. No fucking way.
I extended my foot again, touching my Mom's thigh by her knee. She looked down as I slid my toe along her leg, her lips parting as she let out a long breath. Her head turned a little when I reached her butt cheek, and I saw her throat move in a swallowing motion when I brushed her flesh to the far curve of her ass. Her hand moved, but not before I traced the line of her soft backside upward.
"Does anyone want a drink?" Mom said, a touch out of breath and standing quickly. Her skirt fell back into place. "Rich? Mark?
"No, thanks," Dad mumbled.
"I'm okay," I said, studying my mother's profile and the hardened protrusion of her left nipple.
Mom walked to the right, her back to me as she left the living room and entered the dining room, then turned to the right, out of sight beyond the narrower entryway before heading into the kitchen.
I waited a minute before I said, "I think I could use a drink."
Dad mumbled something as I rose and turned to my left, hiding my semi-inflated sausage from his eyes in case he turned his head to watch me walk across the couch. Instead, I walked behind my couch, alongside the foyer, and down the narrow hallway along the stairs that cut across the living and dining rooms straight into the kitchen. I found Mom standing against the inside of the kitchen island, sipping on wine. I noticed that I could hear the faint sounds of the TV from where we stood.
"What are you doing?" Mom asked, her voice stern, and her eyes narrowed in a glare that I could only call petulant.
"What am I doing?" I asked, keeping my voice low though I probably didn't have to. "What are you doing?"
"Mark--"
"I know what you're doing. You're--"
"Don't say it--don't say it--don't say it," Mom said like a jackrabbit thumbing its food and shaking her head as her glare deepened.
I kept my mouth shut. We stared at each other. Mom's expression softened as I did my best to remain neutral. I didn't want to blow this.
She sipped her wine.
I watched, then I asked, "Can I have a sip?"
Mom, who had never allowed me a drink before, handed me her half-full glass. I took a long drink, not enjoying the spicy flavor, but I drank it anyway, then handed the nearly empty glass back to her. She refilled it, and we stood there, staring at each other in silence.
"Mom," I finally said, "You can't keep doing this to me."
Mom flinched.
"I know you think it's for the best, but look at me." I looked at my semi-hard cock that was already coming back to life as my mother dropped her gaze downward. "Is this what you wanted? To give me a--"
"Don't say it," Mom said, her eyes lingering before returning to my face. "Don't say anything. Just"--she licked her lips, her face tight, almost frowning--"just accept it."
"I can't just accept it," I said, frowning. "It's driving me crazy. I need to see Jenna more than ever now because of you."
"Mark," Mom said, letting my name hang in the air.
"Look what you do to me!" It was a harsh whisper that I gave her--an accusation. "Look."
Mom looked down again to where my cock had hardened fully. Her eyes widened a bit, and her cheeks reddened. She moved her head backward. When her eyes returned to my face, I said, "I know you mean well, but this isn't enough. I'm seeing Jenna tomorrow." I shrugged, knowing that a helpless, I'm sorry, expression shimmered across my face. "I have to."
I turned to leave.
"Mark," Mom said, her voice sharp. "Wait."
I turned around, facing her again, and watched as she finished her refill of wine. She set her glass on the island's marble top, and then she lowered her hands to her skirt. My heart stuttered, then jumped into a sprint. She grabbed the hem of her tennis skirt and inched it upward, taking her time, the tops of her thighs brightened by the light.
My vision narrowed, focusing on my mother below her waist.
She stopped just below the bottom of her muff, only for a second before continuing upward and showing me a pair of small, white panties. They were nothing more than a tiny triangle covering her inner lips and mound, leaving so much of her tender labia exposed that I sighed aloud. Her sun blonde pubic hairs reached above the low-slung waistband and sprouted from beneath the sides of her small strip of panties. I didn't fail to notice the darker shade of dampness below the outline of her clit.
"I have more," Mom whispered. "Lots more. Panties that your father has never seen me wear. I can wear them for you, and only for you, if you don't fool around with Jenna."
"Mom," I whispered, my insides deflating as I stared at her muff.
"I mean it." Mom swallowed, her voice trembling and her tits rising and falling as though she were sprinting. "I can wear them and a shirt for you every day while your father is out of the house."
"Mom--"
"You can take pictures and videos, for when you're alone," Mom said, panting. "Just don't fool around with Jenna. Please!"
Jesus, I thought she was about to cry.
"Whenever Dad is out of the house?" I asked, my throat tight. "You promise?"
"Yes," Mom whispered.
It took forever before my lips moved, but I managed to croak out the word, "Okay," before Mom could say anything else to convince me to agree to her demands.
"Okay," Mom said, her voice trembling.
"Mom," I said, "I don't know how long I can hold out. I mean"--I swallowed, and my voice started to tremble--"you're not a normal-looking woman. You're"--I shook my head--"perfect."
Mom lowered her skirt.
We stood in silence, and I realized that she wasn't going to speak. I nodded before leaving, and I went up to my room, where I took my dick out and came, then came again, then came one more time before going to bed without sending Jenna a picture of my cock. I had honestly forgotten to send her one.
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Panties and a Shirt

I woke early the next morning, but I stayed in my room, watching the clock on my phone strike eight, then a minute after, then another, until five minutes had passed, then another five and then another five. During that time, the mechanical growl of the garage opening told me my father was leaving for work, but still, my mother was going to be in her panties and a shirt for me--all day long. I couldn't wait, yet my nerves hit me, and they hit me hard.
The beating of my heart went from calm, unfelt throbs to a rapid, skipping pace, like a cymbal's rounded edge vibrating after receiving the battering of a drumstick. Goosebumps sprouted across my forearms while my small hairs stood on end, bringing with them a chill that caused my shoulders to dance. Little pinpoints of fuzzy lightness danced over my skin, making my palms and the soles of my feet sweat. Disgusting. My breathing rose, every inhale whistling through my nostrils and thickening in my ears, forming a gelatinous cushion between my eardrums and the outside world.
Holy shit.
I needed to get in the moment.
The first thing I did was leave my room, speed-walk to the restroom, and turn on the cold water to full blast. Breathing hard and anticipating the chill, I jump in, the water hitting the outermost edges of my body before the rest of me followed, stepping under its jetting streams and tightening up as the freezing liquid constricted my nerve endings.
Holy shit!
That was dumb, but it did the trick.
By the time I had dried off and dressed in a T-shirt and basketball shorts--basketball shorts minus my boxer briefs, and that had been a tremor inducing decision with my mind screaming, Choose something! as I stood there as still as an asshole during a snowstorm. Eventually, I settled down enough to walk downstairs without suffering a panic attack. I was going to enjoy my mother today, no matter what.
Every step out of my room was another step up a mountain, and the tingling had returned to my palms, along with the sweat--palms only. Jesus, but my mother had a strange effect on me. I didn't see her at the top of the stairs, so I hurried down at a jog, my feet rumbling down the steps. I turned right and walked straight through the hallway, cutting into the kitchen, and that's where I found my mother, dressed for me exactly as she had promised to dress for me.
God damn, but I was one lucky son of a bitch.
Mom had chosen a simple combination of clothes, but my cock still rose at the sight of her. She sat at the breakfast nook with her profile to me. A white T-shirt made of thin cotton clung to her body, molding to her breasts, their sides and undersides, and her already rock-hard nipples. The shirt pushed right up to where the underside of her breasts met her chest and then slid straight down, stopping above her belly button and leaving her slim stomach bare, her little belly bottom shallow and kissable to my mind's eye. A white, lacy, elastic band circled her waist, about a quarter-inch thick, and that was all that I could see from her profile, meaning the rest of her panties lay snuggled between her ass cheeks in some kind of thong or G-string. I hoped she was wearing a G-string.



I had stopped as soon as I had entered the kitchen, and my eyes slid from Mom to the table, where her striped pajama pants lay neatly folded atop her pajama shirt, along with a white, half-cup bra made of transparent threads. My cock thickened. The swelling was so tangible that I felt every blood vessel in my shaft expand until my thickness throbbed from root to tip.
"Morning," Mom said, not looking up from her coffee and paper.
"Morning," I said, my voice breaking like a kid's going through puberty.
Mom laughed, almost spilling her coffee, but she still didn't look at me. This was supposed to be business as usual, and I understood that, so I told myself.
While I did understand our arrangement, that didn't mean I was only going to take my glances as they came. I made myself some cereal and stood on the inside half of the island, leaning against the marble top with my vision in line with Mom's profile. I stared at her naked thigh, her hip, the outer half of her ass cheek, and her bare midriff. It was too bad she had her chair pulled in close to the table; otherwise, I'd at least get to see her back and her cheeks down to the chair's seat, but she'd have to stand soon enough.
Mom read her paper, and she let me watch as she sipped her coffee, taking her time and pretending as if I wasn't there, perving on her in ways a good son never would. I spent time admiring her breasts. Her shirt was so thin and tight that I could see how her nipples created a darker shade of color against the fabric. Her areoles looked small and beaded with goosebumps, but it was her nipples that stole the show.
They had been hard when I had entered the kitchen, but I swear I watched them thicken further, becoming larger at their peak while tightening near their base. God, if only I could talk my mother into walking around in her bra and panties, or better still, nothing at all. Shoveling a mouthful of cornflakes into my mouth to hide a moan, I pressed my cock against the island and enjoyed the pressure running through my shaft.
Mom placed her paper down and pushed her coffee aside. She lifted her arms above her head, her long fingers interlaced, and she arched her back as she stretched upward. Her little titties reached upward, the morning light from the patio creating a halo of sunshine around her body, and then she exhaled and pushed her chair away from the table.
"I need to get to work," Mom said, turning to look at me for the first time that morning. "You'll be around when I take my first break?"
I nodded my head. Fuck, I should have gone downstairs sooner. Now I had nothing but my memory to preserve this moment. You can take pictures and videos for when you're alone. Fuck me, but Mom had spoken those words last night. Why'd I leave my phone in my room?
Mom stood, pausing as she faced forward, her head tilting to the left as if she were deciding what side of her body to reveal to me first. Was she? Maybe, I don't know, but I was eager to see both sides of her, front and back, at the same time. We needed a mirror for her to face. After another second, Mom turned away, giving me a shot of her perfect, pear-shaped backside.
It's one thing to describe what a floss-like band of nylon running through your mother's crack looks like, and it's another to see it live and in person when she wants you to see it. It's like she's naked, but not. The string lying between her cheeks hid the most vulnerable spots on her body, like her butthole, yet it presented my vision with the illusions of her crinkly spokes, and that's what I saw: The illusion of her nakedness.
Mom continued her turn, walking around her chair and facing me. My eyes dropped to the front of her panties, where lacy flowers covered the transparent patch of cloth and formed a triangle over her mound. It was a small triangle, like last night, about an inch of her sunny-hued landing strip visible above the waistline, as the rest of her mound, hips, and thighs lay smooth and exposed to my eyes. The triangle narrowed, almost forming a point as it cupped the tender bulge of her pussy, hiding only her clit and inner lips but leaving the curved swell of her outer labia uncovered.
"Close your mouth, Mark," Mom whispered. "It's not polite to chew with your mouth full."
I shut my mouth, my teeth clicking together hard.
Mom laughed and walked out of the kitchen. It took me a moment to calm myself, but then I chased her down the hallway, watching as her ass rolled with her strides, her butt cheeks sliding against the G-string running through her crack. When she turned at the foyer and walked up the stairs, I followed, but I also waited for my mother to get five steps above me before I chased her up the stairs.
I waited for a reason: Her pussy. I loved the way her small panties cradled the softness of her lips. It was like a hammock trying to contain too much weight. The way her pussy meat bulged and rolled, trapped in that tiny strip of cloth, had taken hold of my gaze and wouldn't let go. It had turned me into my mother's obedient boy until she reached the upstairs landing, turned, and hid her pussy from my eyes.
Snapping out of my trance, I made a quick turn at the top of the stairs and darted to my room. I grabbed my phone and ran back to Mom--ran, not speed-walked, but ran--catching her office door a moment before it clicked shut.
Mom turned around, puckered her lips, but then she said, "I need to work." She looked at me, first into my eyes, and then she glanced down at the hard-on poking against my pants. For a moment, her eyes widened, but then she saw my phone.
"I'll be downstairs in a couple of hours," sounding relieved.
I nodded my head.
She looked relieved.
What had she thought I had come here to do?
"I know," I said, doing my best not to think as I spoke, "but I remembered what you said last night, about the pictures I could take, and I thought, 'I don't have enough pictures of you,' at the moment." I shrugged. "Can a son have too many pictures of his mother?"
Mom's face remained calm, so I couldn't tell if she regretted her words from last night, but finally, she said, "Snap away, but be quick about it."
I held my camera up, my eyes shifting from my mother to my screen to my mother, and then I said, "Can you pose a little?"
"Pose?"
I nodded.
"How?" Mom asked, her eyes again flicking toward my hard-on.
I had my eyes on my screen, but I saw the downward angle of her gaze.
"Smile," I said, adding, "or stare, but how about crossing your arms under your"--I swallowed to keep myself from saying tits--"across the front of your stomach? And spread your legs a little."
Pink swirls of color backlit Mom's cheeks.
"Step your feet apart, I mean," I said in a rush of words as tiny beads of sweat pushed through my pores, causing a strained warmth to flow down my forehead and into my cheeks. "Do whatever you want, but try not to be stiff about it." I stretched my neck to the right. "Why is it so hot in your office?"
Mom tried to hold in a laugh as her eyes darted down to my stiffness again. Fuck it. Let her see. I wanted her to see, and before her eyes could move away from my cock, I flexed my shaft, pulling it inward at the base and tightening the underside of my pole, forcing the head to pop upward.
Mom turned her head to the side, then, after a deep breath, she crossed her arms beneath her breasts and stepped her right foot sideways, spreading her legs. The point of her pussy stood out with her legs separated and her cunny lips spreading, finding room to breathe and looking much fuller than they had downstairs. I snapped a picture, and I lowered the phone, finding an angle that gave me the best shot of the inside swells of Mom's ass that I could see when looking between her thighs.
"Enough?" Mom asked, her voice tight.
"Could you turn around," I said, making my question a statement. "And grab onto something." I licked my lips. "Lean forward, I mean."
Mom's jaw tightened, and the muscles in her neck rippled. She turned around, giving my eyes the freedom to roam over her ass. The closest thing for her to grab onto her was her chair. With her legs against the seat's edge, she leaned forward, her arms coming up and her hands resting on the headrest, the stance pushing her butt toward the camera.
"Spread your legs a little," I said, breathing hard.
I felt like a pervert for making my mother do this, yet, I also felt a thrill lighten my body, making my shoulders dance and my breath shudder. How could something so wrong make my dick so hard?
I loved it.
I hated it.
I didn't want it to end.
"Perfect," I whispered. "Mom, that's the perfect pose."
Mom's legs had tightened, the curve of her hamstrings created a sensual rise and fall that partitioned her cheeks from her legs, giving the hint of athleticism to her otherwise slender body. The bottom of her cheeks had spread, creating the illusion of a curtained window focusing on the tight band of white cloth pressing into her slit, forming a from-behind cameltoe that made my mouth water. I saw dampness there, between her legs, spreading outward. Above, where her gusset narrowed into her G-string at her perineum, I saw the rounded edges of her asshole, leading downward into a hole covered by a thin string of nylon.
"Take the pictures," Mom said, her voice tight and her breathing measured.
I snapped two pictures. I took the first one with a wide lens, keeping my mother's entire body in the frame, along with her chair and the window at the side of her desk. The next one, I zoomed in on the precious piece of meat between her legs, making sure to capture the dampness of her panties and the impression of her clit. After the second picture, Mom stood, turned around, and sat in her chair, crossing her right leg over her left.
"Run along now," she whispered as though I were a kid again. "I have to work."
I noticed fresh sparkles of sweat along her brow before I said, "I'll see you soon." I left her room, my cock swinging as I turned my body around. I hoped her eyes flickered down to my crotch one more time. She had to know her teasing wasn't going to be enough to satisfy me. She had to know, and so the question was: How was I going to tell her that I needed more from her?
I went back to my room to think about that, coming up with a scenario where I walked into her office with a speech in mind, to allowing her to catch me masturbating face to face, to--to weird, surreal fantasies that bordered on science fiction. In the end, I jerked off to Mom's pictures--making it last as long as I could--fisting several wads of cum into a towel, and then I went downstairs to wait for my mother's first break of the day.
It took forever, despite having edged myself for an hour to her photos. I filled the second hour with pacing, foot-tapping, regular jerks of my cock, and releasing the anxious waves of energy coursing through my body with push-ups, pull-ups, squats, and lunges. That last hour convinced me of one thing: I was going to put my mother's determination to keep me from the sex offender's list to the test as soon as I saw her again. I wasn't fucking around anymore. I needed pussy, and the pussy that I wanted answered to the title of Mom.
It was nearing noon when my mother came downstairs. She had changed from her T-Shirt into a small but loose, cropped, white tank top made of cotton. Her nipples were thick buds against the fabric. The hem of her shirt hung off her little breasts, baring her stomach from her sternum down and back to those tiny panties again. The whiteness of her outfit made her golden skin and hair shine, along with that small tuft of hair poking out above her G-string.
I lay on the couch opposite the TV, on its left side, the side that allowed me to look up the stairs as my mother walked downward. She saw me watching her, but I'm positive what she saw was me waiting for her in that way I used to wait for my parents when I knew that they were taking me somewhere fun, with fast rides and cotton candy and every treat that a growing boy wanted to get his hands on. Now, though, the treat I wanted was my mother, and her cheeks reddened as my eyes locked onto the pouty pussy between her thighs. (Would teasing me always embarrass her?) The thought made my knob swell.
"Hey," I said, "good to see you."
Mom rolled her eyes as she said, "It's good to see you too."
I looked down at my shorts and the growing tent, but I don't think that's what Mom meant. Hopefully, she looked as well because I gave her at least ten seconds to follow my eyes as my erection sprouted to its full hardness in front of her.
"Talk to me," Mom said when she reached the bottom of the stairs. "Follow me around while I do things."
"Yeah," I said, standing and my cock bobbing as I walked around the couch and stopped in front of her. I topped her by a head while being twice as broad as her, and her smallness sent a tingle through my cock.
It was a strange thing to notice; our size difference, but while my mother was still Superwoman to me, she was also a woman. A very sexy and desirable woman, who now may have been attainable for me. The knowledge took away some of the fear I had for my mother's authority. When she was teasing me, she wasn't Superwoman; she was... pussy.
I shivered.
"Walk with me," Mom said, walking toward the kitchen.
I followed her to the kitchen island, talking to her as she made herself a snack of fruits cut down to bite-sized portions. Every slice of her knife made her titties shake. Mom knew I was looking at them because sometimes she'd say, "Don't stand with your head hunched; it's bad for your posture." Then she'd go back to cutting with a smile on her face. When she had finished cutting her fruits, she pushed her plate to the right so that it lay between us, but I wasn't in the mood to snack on an array of neatly assorted fruits.
I pulled out my camera, snapping more pictures of her, her cheeks filling with pink with every click of the button. She continued eating even as the digital shutter snapped away. We talked about my senior year of high school, about college, about the possibility of me getting a job to keep me busy.
I laughed when she said that, but then I said, "I think a job would be good for me, but I'm not going to let it ruin my social life." I smiled at her. "I have commitments."
Mom's lips tightened, but then she put her hands together and stretched them over her head, inverting her palms and arching her back. Her breasts pushed toward me, her nipples hard and thick as they attempted to cut through her shirt. She stretched so high that she rose onto her tiptoes, and maybe she meant to, or maybe she didn't, but the barest hint of the bottom of her breasts came into view. I snapped a quick picture, and Mom relaxed and went back to eating.
Meanwhile, I stared at her picture, my cock throbbing as I admired the bottom roundness of her tits. As Mom talked about something, college, I think, and that perhaps it would be best if I went to school somewhere out of the state so that I could get a taste of the real world on my own.
"Yeah, that's the reason I should go to school out of state," I said.
Mom continued talking, and I moved from where I was, walking around her. Mom's eyes followed me, and then she turned her head over her right shoulder as far as she could as I stopped several feet behind her and then backed up several feet more.
"Well...." Mom said, still trying to look at me.
"Can you spread your legs a little," I said, making my question a statement the way I had upstairs in her office.
Mom continued standing straight up and down. She lowered her right hand to the fruits, plucking a strawberry from the plate. Her hand went up, and the strawberry disappeared as Mom brought it to her mouth. I pictured her full lips opening and the deep red of the strawberry touching the bed of her tongue, her fingers clutching the stem and holding the strawberry lightly as her teeth closed, slicing the fruit in half. Juices exploded in my mind's eye, and Mom's cheeks rippled, and her tongue bobbed as she chewed on her delicate, mid-morning treat.
"Your legs, Mom," I said as I stared down at her ass and the white string riding her crack. "Spread them."
Mom chewed, creating a wet sound, and then she sighed as she stepped her feet apart, first the left and then the right, widening her stance. Her outer labia pulled to the sides, so smooth and tender, giving my camera the perfect view of that crescent cunny bulge between her legs.
"Lean forward," I whispered as I knelt. "And stick your butt out." I didn't sound like myself in my own ears.
"Mark," Mom snapped. "Don't talk to me like that. I'm still your mother."
"Stick it out, please." A pulse shot through my cock, dropping a thick load of sticky precum into my shorts. "It's a great view, Mom. I don't think Jenna could look this good from here, but I'm willing to find out."
Mom released a long breath that sounded like exasperation. It was a sound I knew well. When I was younger, and Mom would take me to the park, she always made that sound about an hour after I had first begged her for just one more push on the swing, or one more slip down the slide or one more anything, and Mom would give--my mother really would do anything for me.
My cock throbbed again.
Mom bent forward, still holding her strawberry, and placed her elbows on the island's marble top. Her lower back arched, her spine barely visible, the little bumps pushing against her sensual skin, and her legs straightened, making her muscles go taut and adding a sexy firmness to the swan-like grace of her limbs.
"Yeah," I whispered, my voice not as shaky as it had been. "Perfect."
I needed to find out how far Mom was willing to go, and I needed to find out soon.
I snapped a picture. Then I snapped another. Mom tried to stand, but I said, "Not yet," in a low growl, and she made a wet, clicking noise with her tongue, but she leaned back onto her elbows. "I need to video this."
"Mark," Mom said, almost pouting.
"You said I could video you."
Mom did pout this time, and more precum left my balls, making my sack tingle as my cock convulsed. She stood still, though, and even leaned farther forward, stretching her upper body along the counter. I heard the plate of fruit slide across the marble island as I hit my phone's video record button.
I captured Mom's body, panning the camera down one leg, then up, then down the other, then up again. I moved the camera to the side and recorded my mother's small feet before bringing the camera back to that special bit of love between her thighs. I zoomed in on her pussy, first on the outer edges, moving the camera in so close that I could see the smoothness of her skin. The twin bulges of her labia made my balls ache, and they seemed to open and spread for me the longer I focused my camera on them--natural-born stars. The fabric of her panties pushed inward against her slit, turning a darker shade of white as her wetness dripped from her.
"Almost done?" Mom asked, her voice breathy and shaky.
"Almost," I said and moved closer to her.
"Mark," Mom whispered.
"Almost."
I stopped with the camera about six inches from her cunny. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my heartbeat, and that's when an intoxicating fragrance caressed my nostrils, inside and out, making them flare as threads of pink mists curled about them. Mom's pussy. Mom's pussy perfume. She smelled like flowers and sweetness, and her fragrance clung to the hollow of my nostrils, thickening and blooming with the promise of sex and the keen notes of her desire. Holy shit, this was that intoxicating scent that came from nowhere but instantly made a person think of fucking and nothing else.



Fuck me, but Mom was horny. She wasn't just wet. She wanted to fuck!
"Mom," I said, still kneeling, "can you turn around for me?"
Mom pushed herself to a standing position and turned around. She looked down at me, but I didn't look up at her. I had my phone focused on the triangle of her labia, recording the blonde hairs sticking above her waistline and panning the camera over the exposed sides of her mound. I panned lower, loving how the outer edges of her lips lay outside of the triangle of her little panties.
I stood, keeping the camera on my mother's body, recording her stomach and belly button and her breasts. I captured each one, zooming in on her nipples, and then I moved up to her face, where she was nibbling on the last of her strawberry, and a little bit of juice escaped her lips as she bit into it.
My cock hurt so fucking much because of this... this... this craziness.
"Mom," I said, "I can't do this anymore."
"Mark," Mom said, dropping her hand from her mouth, the strawberry's top slipping from her fingers and crashing to the wooden floor below.
"I need to see Jenna." I lowered my camera. "This is too much. I mean, look!" I tilted my phone's viewer at my cock. "Your teasing--"
"Don't say that," Mom said. "You can't see Jenna. You can't. You have to do something else. You have to find a way to stay away from her. You have to--"
"Can I touch you?" I asked, my question slicing through her words and leaving her wide-eyed. "I'm not leaving Jenna for another woman. I'm not. But if you're going to insist on this, whatever this is, I need to touch you."
"Mark," Mom said, sighing.
"I need to." I licked my lips. "And not like when I put the oil on you. I need to touch you." I shut my eyes, my face clenching. I wasn't acting. "Jenna won't tease me like you do. She wants to give me the real thing. I need more from you, Mom."
I opened my eyes, but I didn't look at my mother. I stared down and to the left, the expression on my face a tangible mixture of shame, frustration, desire, and other emotions that left me feeling like a swelling ball of rage that would continue to grow until it burst.
Mom stared at me in silence.
A minute slipped into the past.
I almost looked up at her.
Another minute disappeared from my life.
"I'm going to Jenna," I said, turning around and walking toward the hallway cutting straight to the foyer. "This isn't working. Not the way you wanted it to work. I'm sorry."
"Mark," Mom said, her voice firm but not cold. There was a kind of resignation in her tone that warmed my blood. "Wait for me in the living room. Wait for me, no matter how long I take."
Not turning around, I nodded, and I walked to the living room and sat on the couch facing the TV, placing my phone on the armrest. Time went by, one minute, then two--my dick still hard. By the third minute, I had started tapping my right foot, my balls now aching. By the fourth minute, my left foot had joined my right, my knees rising and falling in unison. I breathed in deeply, taking in as much air as possible to calm myself, but it wasn't working. I looked toward the kitchen often for the next several minutes, and by the eighth minute, I stood and almost walked back to the kitchen, but Mom had said to wait, no matter how long she took.
Fuck.
God had not given horny eighteen-year-olds the patience to wait for sex. It was no wonder that so many of us got into trouble. I was ready to stand up again by the time half an hour had passed, but then I heard the soft tap of Mom's feet on the hallway's wooden floor.
I turned to the right, looking at my mother, who was coming out of the kitchen with a full glass of wine. I guessed it was not her first since I had left the kitchen, and maybe not her second. There was a soft glaze filming her eyes.
Mom stepped from the wooden foyer and down into the carpeted living room, walking around the far end of the couch. She sipped her wine and then walked forward, stopping in front of me. There was plenty of room between the couch and the coffee table--Mom didn't believe in clutter--and she stared down at me with an unreadable expression on her face.
"Mom?" I asked.
Mom licked her lips before saying, "If I let you touch my legs, you will not see Jenna."
"For today," I said. "I won't see Jenna for today."
Mom narrowed her brows.
"I promise." I tilted my head to the left and then rolled it to the right before straightening it. "Tomorrow too."
Mom inhaled deeply, then exhaled with a heavy sound. Was she trying to guilt me into changing my mind? It wasn't going to work. My mom--any mom--standing in front of their son while wearing a pair of tiny panties and a cropped tank top that hugged her tits like a second skin was not about to convince their sex-starved child that touching her wasn't in his best interest.
"Okay," Mom said. "Get off the couch."
I stood, looming over my mother. She brought her wine up to her lips and drank. Her green eyes found mine, and they didn't break contact. The stem of the wine glass tilted upward, the round base pointing at me as the wine disappeared into my mother's mouth. Every last drop of the wine ran down her throat before she turned to her left and moved away from me. Mom walked one step and then glided into the couch with a cat-like crawl, her right knee going up first, then her right hand. She braced herself as she set her wine glass down, the stretch of her arm and spine lifting her ass into the air. With her legs parted, that fabric capturing her pussy folds seemed to stretch, and she then brought her left hand and leg onto the couch and lay down on her stomach with her legs closed.
"Go ahead," Mom said. "Touch me."
"Anywhere," I said.
"No," Mom snapped. "Not anywhere."
"I mean anywhere that you aren't wearing clothes."
"My legs," Mom said. "My back and my sides. That's where you can touch me." Mom made a clicking sound with her tongue. "I'm still your mother." She gathered her hair and pulled it over her left shoulder. "Remember that."
"I know," I said. "No other woman could convince me not to see Jenna."
Mom's head turned as if she were about to look over her shoulder at me, but then she faced forward. She grabbed a couch pillow and rested her cheek on its softness. Her eyes faced the backrest, and then they closed. I took that as a sign to get in my feels.
There was no lotion this time, only skin-to-skin contact. I dropped to my knees, my hard-on hovering above the cushions and pointing at Mom's hip. I placed my left hand on the small of her back, the warmth of her skin flowing into my hand, and I felt the rise of goosebumps across her flesh. I placed my right hand on her left leg, the outside leg, above her ankle, and I stroked upward toward the back of my mother's knee.
Mom stiffened, and she drew in a deep breath, releasing it with a tremor. I spread my fingers along her calf, touching as much of her as possible, with my thumb pointed upward along her leg. At her knee, I rubbed her skin in a small circle, then I moved back down and then back up, pulling her leg toward the edge of the couch cushions. Mom resisted at first, but I increased my pressure, and slowly, I managed to get her to spread her legs for me. A narrow V opened up, pointing straight to the white cloth cupping her cunny meat. My eyes focused between her legs, and my cock throbbed, begging me to stick it right there as if I had a say in the matter.
In due time, I told my prick.
I rubbed my mother's lower back as I moved my hand to her other calf. My fingers tips pressed into her, and I slid my hand up to the hem of her crop top and around to her far side, giving her slender body a squeeze. Mom's breathing deepened, but she didn't tell me to stop touching her above her waist. I could tell that she was trying to control the volume of her breathing.
I moved my right hand back to her left calf and moved upward, stopping at her knee, moving down, then pushing back to her knee and moving above it. Mom tensed at the first touch of my fingertips along her inner thigh, my long digits curving inward toward the softer part of her leg.
She felt smooth and soft, but the deeper I pressed into her skin, the firmer her muscles grew. I moved my fingers to her right thigh, brushing her flesh with the backs of my fingers and then moving back to her left thigh, feathering her skin with my fingertips, almost tickling her, and doing my best to send pleasure through her body. A man was touching her between her legs. It had to feel good, right?
My eyes moved to the cloth that was cupping my mother's pussy, and I smiled when I saw the damp line outlining the length of her maternal slit. God, my father was lucky to have been inside her small hole. My cock pulsed. I bit back a moan as I took my hand from my mother's back and angled my body toward her head, making it easier for me to place my hands on the back of her thighs, just above her knees.
Licking my lips as my mother shivered, I pulled my hands upward, adding pressure to my fingertips. My digits were on the top of Mom's thighs, but my thumbs were on the insides, where Mom had to be the most sensitive. Before my fingertips could reach the bottoms of Mom's butt cheeks, I stopped my hands, but I rowed my thumbs along her inner thigh, massaging her and then caressing her far beyond the measure of a normal mother/son relationship.
God, my dick hurt. If only I could take it out.
I moved my hands higher.
"Mark," Mom said, her voice rushed. "My legs only."
"I know," I said as I slid my hands inward, down to her inner thighs, my fingertip about a quarter inch away from the start of her inner lips. I curled my fingers over my mother's flesh, pulling her skin hard enough to stretch the exposed layers of her outer folds further away from the cover of her panties.
"Mark," Mom gasped as her cunny lips slipped away from each other.
I stretched my fingers outward, getting closer to the heat radiating from between her thighs. I curled them again, watching as her pussy pulsed with my movements. Her lower lips puckered as I pushed inward, and they opened as I curled my fingers away from her center groove. I placed more pressure on my mother's thighs, forcing her right leg against the back of the couch and her left leg closer to the edge. The left side of her cunny showed more skin than her right side.
I curled my fingers again.
A soft moan escaped my mother's lips.
Sighing, I swept my hands up the backs of her thighs, and as my heart beat faster, I pushed upward, inching my fingers onto her bare butt cheeks and then over them. Mom whimpered. As I did this, I humped my hips forward, rubbing the underside of my cock against the couch. Pleasure shot through me. I humped the couch faster, pushing precum from my cock and pressing my fingers harder into my mother's ass--really making her feel my touch. Mom reached back with her hands, placing her fingers over mine, but I pushed upward anyway, not stopping until I held both of her firm hams in my palms with my thumbs resting along her crack.
A strange, helpless whine left my mother's lips.
"Mom," I said, talking without thinking, "can I jerk off on you?"
My heart stopped. Why had I asked her that question? What happened to taking my time? What happened to moving slowly? What happened to not shoving my head up my ass? I squeezed my Mom's butt hard, not knowing what to do, but I had to do something.
Mom pushed herself up into the Upward Dog yoga pose. Without saying a word, she slid her left leg from the couch and then her right, facing away from me, and she walked around the couch and up onto the foyer, and then up the stairs, her pear-shaped as swaying as she left me alone.
Fuck me!
I had fucked up.

10


The Game Changer

Can I jerk off on you?
That was such a stupid thing to ask my mother.
I sat on the couch, my mind empty and my cock raging hard, but I didn't bother touching it. I wanted to grab ahold of that big fucker. God damn it, I wanted to. A good jerk was something I could use right now. Why did we ever start this? Why did I let it get this far? Jenna's dad wasn't going to do anything to me. This was a big waste of time, and even worse--much worse--this had made things strange around my mother. What the fuck had she been thinking?
So much for pushing her, you pussy, my cock said to me, the accusation in his voice throwing shame at me from all directions. You fucking Momma's boy!
My phone buzzed with an incoming text. I grabbed it--it was from my mother--and it read, Bring me a glass of wine.
My heart sped up, and a hollow boom echoed within my chest. I tingled all over. What did this mean? Was Mom going to end it? Or was Mom going to--
Get the wine, my cock shouted at me, and that's what I did, striding to the kitchen with long steps as my cock bobbed up and down and side-to-side. I grabbed her glass, made sure it was full, and jogged upstairs, aware of how hard and stiff my cock felt. How long it felt. How thick it felt. I was proud of my size, but at that moment, I didn't have a cock between my legs; I had a redwood that I was about to turn into a battering ram.
No. I slowed down as I reached Mom's bedroom door. Not a battering ram. What an asshole I could be--driving my mother to her room. I didn't know what was going to happen in my parents' bedroom, but I had pushed my mother as far as I was willing to, no matter what. (So I had thought at the time.) What had I been thinking? She was my mother.
My knuckles rapped against the door, the touch was soft, and the disruption of noise was barely noticeable. It didn't come open. Mom had shut it all the way, and when I tried the knob, I found it locked. I knocked again, harder than before, but not too hard--hard enough to make the door rattle a little. I wanted to knock harder, but my balled fingers hovered in front of the door, unable to move forward.
I was about to knock again when the door opened. First a crack, and then enough to reveal my mother in all her tank top and small panty-wearing glory. My cock, still hard, suffered an involuntary jerk that drew Mom's glassy eyes. I had the wine in my right hand, a chardonnay from an open bottle in the fridge. Mom raised her eyes, extended one swan-like arm, and plucked the glass from my hand, our fingers touching against the stem.
"All right," she said. "But, you can't go to Jenna after this." She paused. "For a week."
"All right, what?" I asked, my mouth going dry. The question was an honest one. All right, what? She couldn't be saying what I thought she was saying, not after walking away from me. All right, what? I only wanted to know.
"All right," Mom said, her eyes tightening, but her voice came out meek and resigned. "You can jerk off on me." Mom's eyes glanced downward again. "On my butt, over my panties."
Oh, those fucking words.
My cock jerked again, and this time the spasm registered on my face. Mom looked at me one more time--her little boy--and what I saw in her eyes told me that she didn't see her little boy anymore. I don't know what she saw, but it wasn't the child she had raised.
She turned around and walked deeper into the room. I watched her taut, pear-shaped ass roll with her strides. When she reached the bed, her right knee slid onto the mattress, parting her cheeks, followed by her left knee and her left right hand. Mom crawled across her bed, prowling, her knees sliding forward, and her white-clad pussy bulge rolling between her thighs. She held her wine held in her left hand, placing the glass on the nightstand next to her white bed, then she lay down and pulled her hair over her right shoulder and waited, on the bed, with her legs slightly parted and the line of her panties creating a beacon of brightness between her thighs.
Holy fuck.
I swallowed my gathering saliva as I walked across the threshold to my parents' bedroom. A tingle ran through my skin. This was my mother's room. My father's room. This is where my father slid his cock into my mother on a nightly basis. He'd go into her mouth or between her fingers, or up into the little hole between her legs and maybe the smaller one between her buns--no, my mother had to be an anal virgin. I was sure of it in the same way that a kid is sure that his mother is as pure as the Holy Spirit and always would be.
Until she lets her son jerk off on her butt.
I walked to her bed, my cock bobbing as it pushed against my shorts, creating a strain in the tip that ran down my shaft into its base. My prick had never been this hard before. I stopped at the edge of Mom's bed, breathing hard as my heartbeat rose and my skin tingled. There was a choice to be made here, and I made it, first pushing my basketball shorts down my legs and over my feet, and then, after a quick pause as my hairs stood on end, I pushed my boxer briefs down my thighs.
Oh, god, that felt good.
The heat of my cock met the coolness of my mother's sunlit room, soothing the numbing ache that had swollen my meat to monstrous proportions. I knew that I was big, but right now, I looked downright dangerous with this dick jutting out from below my waist and... my shirt. My shirt. I was standing only in my shirt, like some rapey-perv who was afraid to get naked. I pulled my shirt off and tossed it to the floor as a shiver ran through me. I looked back down at my cock, and then at my mother, where she had buried her face in a white, satin-covered pillow.
Look at me, I thought, but Mom didn't move.
I climbed onto the bed, the mattress sinking beneath my weight and stalling my movements. After a quick pause to see what my mother would do--I don't know why I paused to see what she would do--I shuffled forward on my knees. When I reached her feet, I had a choice to make: Should I straddle my mother's thighs, or should I crawl between her legs? I thought for a second before I pushed my knees between her feet, forcing her to spread her legs open.
Mom's skin burned to the touch. My sack tightened with an airy lightness, though my balls felt the ache. I shuffled forward, keeping my knees pressed to my mother's skin, and she spread her legs wider and wider as I moved forward. As she opened her legs, her thighs parted, and that little hammock of white cupping the smooth tenderness of her cunny narrowed, allowing the swells of her outer lips to bulge outward. I needed to lick her. My eyes focused on the hollow dip that separated her inner thighs from her outer labia, and a sigh left my throat, which turned into a low moan when I saw the line of dampness darkening my mother's narrow slit.
The dampness was darker than before.
Holy shit.
I continued upward. My knees brushed Mom's knees, and then her thighs. She had to bend her left knee, pulling it up the bed, which tilted her hips upward and to the right, along with her upper body. Her head turned to the left, but she pulled the pillow with her, keeping the side of her face buried in it. I couldn't spread my mother's legs much more than they were, unless....
I nudged my mother's right thigh with my knee. She tried to move it to the side. I lowered my right hand, fingers pointing down, and I cupped her thigh near her pussy, giving it a push. Mom inhaled a shaky breath as the heat between her legs washed over my hand. I applied pressure to her leg, then squeezed her hot flesh, saying, "Come on, Mom, up you go."
Mom bent her right knee as her breathing grew harsher. She brought her leg up, which forced her ass up, and evened out her hips. She faced forward, pulling the pillow with her as she knelt in front of me in a low, frog-like squat that parted her ass cheeks and opened her muff to my eyes.



I uttered a sound somewhere between a moan and a groan.
Mom whimpered at my hungry sound.
What thoughts were running through her head? What did she think I was going to do to her?
My prick pointed straight ahead as I shuffled forward and pressed my knees beneath the small gap of space under my mother's thighs. I lowered my ass to my heels as Mom settled the weight of her thighs against mine. My cock, as hard as a steel pipe, hovered above her ass so close that the warmth of her body dampened my incest-craving dipstick.
Jesus fucking Christ.
I stared at the panty string running through my mother's crack, and in her low-frog-squat, I could see the golden spokes of her asshole in ultra-high definition. How small did her butthole have to be to remain hidden by that string? That string widened at her perineum, thicker nylon bracketing silk, but the damp flesh to the right and left of its center still lay exposed--so fucking sexy. Mom's pussy, with her legs spread and her body stretched forward as it was, pressed hard against her transparent panties, the lacy flower pattern covering and hiding the wet gap between her inner lips.
My cock swelled, or seemed to, rising upward and filling with a thickness that made me afraid for my knob. Was it about to burst? I stretched my left arm forward and took my mother by her hip. She shuddered as I squeezed her flesh hard, laying claim to what should have been my father's property. I lifted my right hand to my mouth, the palm facing upward, and I spit into my palm. Half a second later, I had my slippery fingers around my shaft, and a half-second after that, I was pumping my dick flesh hard enough to make my balls swing back and forth.
I squeezed my cock harder, fucking my fist while jerking my hand up and down my shaft. My balls slapped against my thighs; the lewdness of the smacking sounds sent tingles through the tip of my dick. I gripped my mother's hip harder, pressing my fingers into her, and as I rocked my body forward, fucking my fist, my thighs rocked into her thighs, which pushed her body forward. I had to pull her back against me, creating a pseudo fucking that soon had her panting.
"Huh-huh-huh," Mom uttered as her body moved back and forth.
"Fuck," I gasped and paused my stroking. I looked down, opened my mouth, and dropped some more spit onto my cock. Some caromed off my shaft and landed on my mother's ass. Moaning, I resumed jerking my dick above my mother's butt.
The line of her thong gleamed beneath my cock. If only I could take my knob and slide it through her crack. If only I could spank her small ass. If only I could.... I slid my hand from her hip around her thigh and onto her ass, palming the tender meat of her backside with my fingers pointing down. Mom, still taking the slapping of my thighs into hers, pushed back against me whenever I humped her little body forward. She was working hard to keep her head from hitting the headboard. My cock hand blurred, my fingers concentrating on my knob as pleasure shot through my shaft and buzzed around my balls.
"Oh, fuck, Mom," I moaned. "I'm close, Mom. I'm so fucking close."
Mom kept her face buried in her pillow, the slapping of our thighs growing in tempo and pitch. I squeezed her ass once more before I started sliding my fingers downward. Mom shook her head. Did she know what I had planned? Precum shot from my cock, landing on her right cheek, and I angled my hand down between her legs, cupping the crux of her left thigh--that hollow dip right next to her outer labia, my pinky edging her soft meat.
Mom moaned into her pillow, her butt shooting forward. I stood on my knees, still stroking, still holding her between her legs, refusing to let go, but I was still off to the side of her pussy. I wanted to touch that tender piece of pie between her legs. I wanted to hold her cunny in my palm and slide my fingers through her pudding-soft folds, spreading her lips open and touching the stickiness dripping out of her. But I couldn't do that. I could touch her where I was, outside of her panties, where her damp skin filled my hand, and my pinky lay against the tenderness of her labia, the heat between her legs sending electric pulses through my body.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I panted, my orgasm closing in as the tip of my glans tingled with bliss. "I'm gonna come, Mom. Fuck, I'm gonna come on your ass, Mom." I stroked my shaft harder. "Gonna come on my mother's ass!" I tightened my grip around my pole while spreading my fingers and gripping my mother's thigh hard. My pinky swept outward, over her outer labia, brushing the nylon border of her panties. "Oh, fuck, Mom, I'm gonna come."
Tremors of pleasure shook my thighs, buzzing my groin and weakening my legs. My balls tightened and swelled. My shaft expanded, and a lightning rod of ecstasy electrified my glans, ringing my corona and traveling down my shaft into my sack. "I'm coming, Mom. I'm coming on you!"
My balls erupted, spewing a thick river of jizzy goo that swelled my urethra before shooting out of my cock and landing on my mother's buns. I looked down, aiming my cockhead between her cheeks and dumping load after load of hot, sticky cream into her crack. My cum splashed against her asshole, blending with her G-string, and I lowered my knob, spurting cum onto her perineum and flinging the last rope of jizz onto the cotton covering the softness of her pussy, never slowing my cock stroking.
"Mom, Mom, Mom," I whispered, my voice shaking as much as my body.
Aftershocks of pleasure rolled through my balls and slithered out of my piss slit, causing me to tremble. I squeezed Mom between her legs again, brushing the edge of her panties again and then again, the tip of my pinky pushing her skin inward as I tried to get under her nylon leg band. Her hand appeared between her legs from below, and she pushed my hand away with a frantic slap, then she cupped her cunny and protected it from me with a tight squeeze of her fingers. She trembled. I didn't fight her. Instead, I circled the base of my cock, pushing outward, and forcing the last of my cum onto the backs of her fingers.
Mom lowered her legs, and I shuffled backward off her bed. She turned her head to the left, breathing hard and keeping her eyes closed. The hand with my cum on it remained between her legs, her pussy resting on her wrist.
"Get out," Mom panted.
"Okay."
I turned to leave, and she said in a tired voice, "One week, Mark. You have to stay away from Jenna for one week."
"Jenna is willing to do this for me every day," I said. There were no limits now. "Every day, Mom."
"Get out!"
"I'll see you tonight."
I gathered my clothes and went to my room. Jenna would be expecting my call once she got out of school, and we had things to discuss. I wasn't about to break up with my girlfriend or stop seeing her, but dropping my load on my mother's ass had given me an idea. If a mother could convince her son to stay away from his girlfriend, what could a daughter do to convince her father to let her see her boyfriend?
Maybe I could have my mother and Jenna too.
Maybe.

Chapter 11


A Plan for Jenna

"How come you aren't coming over?" Jenna asked.
I had my earbuds plugged into my phone while I spoke as softly as possible into the speaker. I had shut and locked my bedroom door before the start of the conversation, checking my hallway and making sure that my mother was still in her room, which she must have been since I hadn't seen her downstairs or in the backyard. Even so, I had turned my computer on, clicked on my music, and set the volume to low.
"I'm easing my mother's worry," I said, smiling into my phone's camera. "We'll be together soon, I promise."
"Let me see it," Jenna whispered.
Sighing--on the inside--I swung my phone away from my face and toward my cock, where my dick stood big, hard, and swollen with the memory of my mother's body running through its head. On her side of the phone, Jenna sat naked, with her phone on a stand and her hairless-from-the-eyebrows-down body on full display for my hungry gaze. Jenna always gave me a hard-on, but this particular hard-on was still the result of coming on my mother's ass, which had given me an idea.
Would Jenna buy into it?
Hopefully.
"Mmm," Jenna moaned for me. "That looks so yummy. I want to lick it."
I groaned and said, "Soon, baby, I promise."
"Now," she pouted.
"Soon."
"No, now," Jenna pouted again, her voice taking on a little girl's whine. "I'll call you Daddy."
"That's hot," I said. Had Mom ever called Dad, Daddy? "Speaking of Daddies...."
Jenna rolled her eyes. She lay on her left side, with her legs extended and her left hand propping her head up. Her tits, in all their teenage perkiness, stayed tight to her chest, though the side of her left breast pressed into her mattress' comforter. Unlike Mom, Jenna had no hair between her thighs, and only the smooth triangle of her mound was visible as her thighs lay one atop the other.
"My dad still says, 'You're too young for sex.'" Jenna groaned and turned onto her back, her tits shaking and settling on her chest, their bases spreading out. "If I'm too young for sex, then how come that's all my pussy can think about? I'm eighteen!"
I groaned again and said, "I have an idea. It's kinky, but it may help take our relationship to the next level."
"Yeah?" Jenna turned back onto her side. "Does it involve me spreading my pussy for you?" She smiled, first big and playful, but then her lips spread outward, turning sly. Her eyes drew my eyes' focus, and she licked her lips for the camera. "Does it, Daddy?"
"It does now." I shook my head. "Well, maybe later, but my idea focuses on convincing your dad to let you give up the pussy."
Jenna laughed, looking down between her legs. "The pussy, huh? Do you think he'll say, 'Hey, Jenna, I think it's about time for you to give up the pussy'?"
I waited for her laughter to end before I said, "Not in those words. Are you going to listen to me or laugh at me?"
"Both?" Jenna laughed. "Can I play with myself while you talk about my dad?"
Her words poured out of her mouth with a thick, honey-like sweetness that fed naughty thoughts through my ears--a merry-go-round of Jenna's tits, her round ass, her pink pussy, and her white-toothed smile enticed me to slip into her body. Ah, fuck, but I had no willpower.
"Yes," I said. "You can play with yourself."
"You jerk off too."
I nodded, thinking, Don't be angry with me, Mom. I'm just jerking off.
Jenna turned on her bed, her feet facing her camera and her head disappearing as she lay back on her mattress. She dug her heels into her comforter, pulling her body closer to the camera with her knees open and her thighs pointing the way to her pink-slitted clam. When she got as close to the camera as she could, she grabbed a pillow and placed it under her head, and then another, propping herself up enough to view her phone's screen and me within it.
I could see her pussy, her inner thighs, her spreading butt cheeks, and the bottom of her crack as it disappeared against her comforter. Her stomach led the way to the bottoms of her tits, capped by thick, juicy-pink nipples and then her blonde, Barbie doll face. Looking into her blue eyes, I thought, I hope my plan works.
"Let me see that big cock," Jenna purred. "I miss playing with it."
I moaned, keeping my voice as low as possible. I held my phone in my left hand, as far below my cock as I could reach so Jenna could look at my cock while I admired her snatch. The position was going to be awkward, so I grabbed a book from my nightstand, and after a minute, I managed to prop my phone up between my legs in a position similar to Jenna's.
"Do you miss the taste of my pussy?" Jenna asked as she used her index fingers to pull her little lips apart, forming a pair of dewy butterfly wings split by the line of her slit and capped by her clit's swollen jewel.
"Yes," I whispered as a line of white cream formed between the meeting place of Jenna's pink pussy walls.
Jenna collected the cream with her right middle finger and brought it to her lips. Her tongue flicked out, the point pushing against her cunny honey and brushing upward, gathering the juices and pulling them into her mouth.
"Fuck," I hissed, grabbing my cock and stroking it from its balls to its tip.
"What's your plan?" Jenna asked. Her fingers had moved to her breasts, wetting her nipples and twisting the thick nubs between her thumbs and forefingers. "What's your plan for my daddy?
"I'll tell you after we come," I said, stroking my cock harder as precum lathered my mushroom cap in a clear, slippery liquid.
"No," Jenna pouted. "Tell me now."
"Okay," I said, still stroking my prick. "Your dad thinks--mmm--that he can keep you from fucking me, but--oh, yeah, show me that pink, baby--does he think it's going to keep you from--oh, fuck, you're wet--from getting horny?"
Jenna shook her head, then asked, "What do you mean?"
"I mean," I said, breathing hard as my forearm started to burn, "what if he saw how sexual you became when he keeps you away from me?"
"How about with you?" Jenna moaned, sliding two small fingers into the slippery hole between her legs. "That would be hot if he caught us again."
"No, not with me, but that would be hot." I took a deep breath. "I meant, in general. What if he saw how horny you got when you're not having any kind of sex?"
"Keep talking," Jenna panted.
"What if you teased him?" I couldn't tell her that my mother was teasing me, could I? No, I couldn't--
"Oh, you nasty pervert," Jenna whimpered. "You sick fuck. I love it."
"You need to dress as sexy as possible around your house."
Jenna's moans grew louder as her fingers worked her clit hard and pussyhole deep, making wet, sloshy sounds that tightened my balls.
"Short shorts and tank tops," I said. "Tight shirts without a bra. Make sure your nipples are hard." I moaned, stroking my dick faster. "Leave your shower robe open around the house."
Jenna moaned, nearly sobbing as she finger-fucked her pussy with growing speed.
"Wear loose shorts without panties." Would she? "And let him see up the leg holes."
"Oh, yeah," Jenna moaned. "I could sit on his lap, too."
I moaned.
"I could make him think that I'm going crazy without your cock in me." Jenna's pussy glistened with her juices. "And I am, baby. I need your big fucking dick in my pussy so bad!"
She did, I could see that, as much as I needed her pussy--as much as we needed to be together. After we had come, Jenna needed to come again. This time she turned around, getting on her knees and showing off her slit from behind. We talked about her father and how nasty it would be for her to tease him with her precious teen body. By the time she had come, her pussy was a dripping mess of sticky honey and yummy creamy.
"I'm going to do it," Jenna said afterward. "I'm gonna tease the fuck out my father, and he's gonna let me have your dick. It's showtime, baby."
I laughed, thinking, God damn it, Mom, what have you started?
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Downstairs with Mom

I left my room about an hour after talking to Jenna with an idea of what I would do when I saw Mom again--inspired by Jenna creaming to the notion of teasing her father. I stepped lightly and quickly, with my tablet in my right hand, as I headed downstairs. I had dressed in a pair of loose, black basketball shorts and a body-fitting workout shirt of matching color. The downstairs was as dark as I had hoped, with the light coming from the television in blinking spurts of white, gray, and darker, mood-setting atmospherics. Dad lay on the couch to the right of Mom, swallowed by its size with his head on a pillow, and Mom sat on the back couch, her flaxen hair shining, despite the darkness.
My footfalls barely registered to my ears, but there was no way they'd reach Mom or Dad over the explosions and shell bursts of the war movie they were watching. When I rounded my side of the back couch, Mom turned her head, the surprise on her face making me smile as much as her outfit did. Had she expected me sooner or not at all? It didn't matter, because now I was there.
Mom had dressed as though she had expected me. She wore a tight, gray tank top, low cut with three pink buttons in the center of her chest. If she undid those buttons, the halves would spread under the pressure of trying to contain her breasts and reveal her twin mounds almost to her nipples. Her shirt had a pink, lacy trim, as did her gray boy shorts. They were small shorts, the kind that a teenage girl might wear despite being too small for her body. The smallest portion of Mom's butt would hang out if she stood, showing off that smile at the bottom of her cheeks--the crease that formed where her hamstring met the meat of her ass. The shorts were small but not tight, and the leg holes didn't lay flush against her thighs. At the right angle, they'd hide nothing from my prying eyes.
As dirty thoughts passed through my head, my cock thickened, begging me to take a look between my mother's legs as quickly as possible.
"Did you take a pill tonight, Dad?" I asked, sitting down on the cushion next to Mom.
"Why, are you afraid I'm going to sleep down here, and you won't get the TV?" Dad asked, then yawned. "Yeah, I took a pill."
"Just asking," I said. "You won't mind if I talk to Mom while you watch your movie? We were talking about colleges today, and I've been looking at some and--"
"Whisper," Dad said. "Whisper, and let me fall asleep."
"You got it," I said.
"Colleges?" Mom asked, looking at me as the TV's light danced over her face, striking like lightning as the scenes changed. Her tone may as well have said, Is that best you could come up with: Colleges?
I shrugged, and Mom looked back at the TV. I hit my tablet's touchscreen and opened a text file. I thought for a moment before I typed, Are you upset about this afternoon?
After studying the words for another minute, I slid my tablet over to Mom and said, "Have a look at this one."
Mom turned her head toward the tablet. She puckered her lips, then took it from my hands and read what I had written. She took her time, and I slid closer to her, my shoulder and thigh almost touching her.
I watched as Mom raised her right hand and brushed her fingertips across the tablet's border. She took even breaths, then her fingers typed, punching the keys with quick strikes, hitting backspace, then moving more slowly. I didn't read her words so much as I watched her graceful fingers poke at the keyboard.
She handed the tablet back to me, and it read, I don't know.
Oh, man, how was I supposed to work with that? I typed back, You didn't say no, and I handed Mom the tablet.
I know, Mom typed and handed it back to me.
I moved closer to Mom, placing the tablet between us, resting it on our thighs, my right, her left. I typed, I had fun. I paused, my fingers hovering over the soft keyboard. I would have been with Jenna today if you hadn't let me do that. I took my fingers away, placing them below the tablet on the side of my upper thigh. The backs of my knuckles were close to Mom's skin beneath her shorts--so close I could feel the warmth of her body.
Mom typed, and I read, That doesn't make it right.
But it makes me safe, doesn't it?
Before Mom could answer me, I opened another window, clicked on a picture folder, and brought up a picture of Jenna in a tiny, emerald bikini that lay plastered on her skin like a hentai drawing. The upper and lower swells of her breasts were on display while her nipples poked against the green nylon of her bikini bra as if green were her nipple's natural color. She was on her knees, sitting back on her heels with her thighs spread. The V of her legs narrowed toward her teenage cunny, where the thickness of her meaty, outer labia bulged outward from her panty's triangular covering. And beneath the green fabric, every fold of my girlfriend's pussy pressed against her panties, projecting her labia with three-dimensional craftsmanship.



See, I wrote after switching back to the text file. How do you expect me to stay away from her?
There are WOMEN your age.
But I love Jenna, I typed, my skin tingling and my cheeks warming. The only other woman I love is you.
I moved my fingers away from the tablet, placing them on the outside of my right thigh; only this time, I brushed my knuckles against Mom's skin. My eyes moved from the tablet to her profile, stopping to admire the soft slope of her rising and falling breasts and the hard nipples poking through their cotton, under-lit by the tablet's white glow. Upward, my gaze continued to her Viking-like features, taking in her lean jaw and full lips, her prominent cheeks, and the fay-like quality of her composition.
Mom stared down at the tablet, her lips slightly parted, and the urge to move forward and plant a kiss on them radiated through me with the strength of a gunshot. I looked away from Mom, over to Dad, and then back at the screen--my cock had thickened in that time, forcing a soft mmm reaction in my throat and a slight clenching of my eyes.
Mom hadn't answered. I looked at her again. Her head turned, angling to the left, her eyes latching onto my crotch and the growing tent in my lap. Mom's gaze sent a tingle through my cock, the head perking up as my shaft surged forward, pushing my knob against my shorts in a spear-like thrust. This time I groaned aloud.
Mom slapped my thigh.
I brushed my fingers against her bare leg before I typed, See what your plan is doing to me? I tapped the screen as if thinking, which I was, but I was only thinking about how long to wait before I started typing again. I have porn to jerk off to, but I don't want to come alone. You're not helping me unless you have a way to take care of me.
There was a moment of hesitation, and then Mom typed, Why isn't looking at me enough for you? Her eyes moved to my cock again. I swear I saw a tremor run through her as she took her next breath. I'm your mother.
I didn't hesitate. My fingers flashed across the tablet, typing, And that's why you're the only woman I can cheat on Jenna with.
Mom's eyes widened, then narrowed. Her next exhale took a long time to billow downward from her nostrils. The sound from the TV grew softer, taking on a distant vibration while my senses concentrated on my mother. Cheat. I had typed cheat. Mom's following inhale echoed in my ears as though it were one of my own breaths. She turned her head, looking at Dad, and my eyes followed her gaze. He lay deep within the couch, on his back, his head resting on a pillow pushed against the base of the armrest. He had the couch's blanket over his body, covering him from the chest down, and his hands rested on his stomach, over the blanket. Fuck, I wish the man would snore.
I looked back at Mom.
Frozen. She's frozen. I took a deep breath. My fingers curled and uncurled, inching toward the tablet's soft keyboard. This is her game. It stops when she says no... and means it. A chill ran through me. What had I meant by 'and means it'?
I pressed the back of my hand against my mother's thigh until I met resistance, then I slid it upward, turning my pinky to the right along my mother's skin. A shiver ran through Mom as I placed my hand on her thigh below her short-shorts. I squeezed her leg while reaching for the tablet's keyboard with my left hand.
Do you know what I love most about watching you?
My chest turned thick as I waited for Mom to reach for the keyboard. When she did, her fingers moved by the millimeter, their forward momentum almost nonexistent, but when their tips contacted the keypad, she typed in a rush, What?
I moved much quicker than my mother. Your pubic hair. I love the way your blonde curls stick up over the waistband of the little panties you wore for me today. I heard Mom's quick inhale. I didn't even know that Moms were allowed to own panties that small. I glanced at her, using only my eyes. I swear I saw her smile, so I swept my thumb across her thigh, opening and closing it as I typed. Jenna doesn't have pubic hair. She's smooth between her legs. Mom breathed in sharply again. I get extra hard whenever I see your thick, blonde hairs.
Mom said nothing.
Do you dress like that for Dad?
Mom typed, You shouldn't talk like that to me, taking her time and hitting backspace more than once.
Why not? I opened all of my fingers across her thigh. Jenna lets me talk to her that way. She likes it. I slid my hand across her thigh, following the inward curve and getting my middle, ring, and pink fingers between her legs before she closed them tight, trapping my three digits between her warm limbs. I can show you the videos.
Mom looked at me, then typed, You have videos?
Not new ones. I squeezed her thigh again. Not since you started this.
Her fingers moved like a whirlwind over the screen. You have to delete them. She looked at me again. And so does she.
Why?
Don't be stupid.
As slowly as I could, as my heartbeat rose and my cock pulsed with the idea of what I was about to tell my mother, I typed, I'll get rid of them if you let me touch you. I tapped the screen several times before I continued. Right now.
Mom stared at the screen. I stared at her. My heart swelled until my chest could no longer contain its size. Beneath my shorts, my balls tightened, and my cock tried to harden further, intent on stiffening until it snapped in two. As I was getting ready to type again, Mom answered me.
Your father is right next to us.
I breathed a sigh of relief so loud that Mom turned her head toward me. I stayed focused on the screen as I wrote, He's either asleep or too sleepy to notice.
No.
You let me do more this afternoon.
I squeezed my mother's thigh and forced my forefinger between her legs, joining my other fingers and getting a better grip on her limb.
Can you wait until tomorrow? Mom typed.
I swept my thumb across the top of my mother's thigh as I applied pressure to her legs, seeking deeper access to her body. Mom didn't budge. She squeezed her thighs together harder, and the heat from between them warmed my hand.
Stop, Mom typed.
If I do, can we go to my room?
No.
Fine, I typed. But this is what I have waiting for me next door.
I moved my fingers across my screen, clicking buttons and swiping folders until I pulled up a picture of Jenna, and she hadn't dressed as an innocent eighteen-year-old girl would have. In the picture, she was wearing her friend's black lingerie: stockings, garters, see-through panties, and an open-bust shelf bra. Her black, satin-gloved hands with white lace at the cuffs covered her nipples but left a good amount of her skin bare.
If not you, then Jenna, I wrote, my breathing deepening.
Mom stared at the picture. She stared and stared, then she closed the window and shook her head. I stood, slipping my hand from her between her legs. Dampness coated my skin, more so on the side that had been deepest between my mother's legs. My cock stood straight out from my shorts. I looked to Dad, and from my higher angle, I could see that he had his eyelids closed. Opportunity missed. Before I could step away, Mom tugged on the leg of my shorts. She tugged hard, and after a second tug, I sat down next to her. Mom sighed, and she spread her legs open... for me.
As I sat, Mom turned my tablet back on. This time she wrote, Do not masturbate in front of me.
Under my shorts? I asked.
Mom tilted her head to the right, her eyes rolling in the same direction. I palmed my knob with my left hand, pushing down on my head. A buzzing, pleasure-filled cloud swirled around my glans before shooting straight down my shaft, forcing my ass to tighten and my hips to rise. Mom turned the tablet off and placed it on the end table next to her. She faced forward, her eyes on the TV, then looking at Dad, who seemed to be sleeping, and then back at the TV, waiting for me to do to her whatever I dared to do to her.
We didn't set any other boundaries, I thought. What was Mom going to do if I went too far? Yell for Dad? Run upstairs, where we could be alone? Holy shit, my thoughts were getting dark.
The moment was mine, and yet, my hand moved slowly toward her thigh. I had freedom now, and I moved with a slow, persistent pressure as if giving my mother a chance to back out. Or maybe I wanted to savor this. Maybe I was savoring this and giving my mother a chance to back out. I didn't know, but now that Mom had called my bluff, an entirely new expectation had fallen upon me. I had to perform. I had only ever touched Jenna. There had been plenty of finger-banging and pussy-eating between us, but what did my inexperience really know about Jenna's body or how to please a woman?
A real woman.
My mom?
My heartbeat thickened in my chest. Dampness chilled my palm as my pulse beat against the center of my hand. I had to perform. I had to. Performing was the only way that I was going to make my mother want my touch, instead of having to endure my touch.
I pressed my palm against my mother's thigh. Her skin seared me. My fingers pointed inward, wrapping around her limb to caress the inner meat between her legs. She had parted her thighs, and I had a narrowing V-shaped window running toward the beautiful, sun-kissed cunny that marked the prettiest portion of a woman's body.
I squeezed her thigh. Mom said nothing. I squeezed her thigh again, pulsing my digits against her limb, my rhythm slow and tender. My left palm rolled over my knob, my hips humping upward as pleasure shot through me. Would Mom touch me if I asked?
Don't push it, I thought. We've rushed this enough. Tonight is about showing her what we can do.
I slid my hand toward my mother's knee. She looked at Dad as I caressed her smooth skin. I stroked my cock faster through my shorts, keeping my fingers around the neck of my shaft and rowing my thumb over the head. Several trembling breaths left my lungs, and Mom angled her head in my direction enough that she had to be able to see me stroking my stiffy.
This was madness.
I slid my hand down her thigh, pushing inward so that my fingertips brushed the cushion between her legs, my palm resting against her skin. Down I went. Mom shivered once I passed the middle of her thigh. A warm cloud of mist seemed to greet the side of my hand closest to her muff, dampening my flesh and urging my little finger to stretch outward as far as possible, stopping less than an inch from her satin-covered crotch.
A blurred, wobbling lightness hammered the inside of my skull. I moved back up Mom's thighs, and she breathed easier. I moved back down, and her next inhale turned heavy. I glanced at the front of her shirt, where her rock-hard nipples poked at the fabric, threatening to rip through the threads. They stuck outward, thick and hard, like Jennifer Anniston's nipples on nearly every episode of Friends.
I moved lower than before, forcing Mom to spread her legs further apart as my knuckles grazed the inner meat of her right thigh. She wiggled her butt, but she had nowhere to run. My pinky extended again, riding her damp flesh and teasing the leghole of her boyshorts. Her left hand twitched, so I pulled my hand up her leg and caressed the middle of her thigh, squeezing and feeling the smooth firmness of my mother's skin.
I continued stroking my cock and working the precum from my balls. Each spurt of crystal-clear jizz reminded my cock that there was soft treasure between my mother's thighs. I had come from those folds, saying hello to the world by spreading her open, and now I wanted to go back and spread her open again, but instead of emptying her pink channel of life, I wanted to fill it with my own once more.
My balls shivered, and I almost came to my sick, perverse, and cock-hardening desires. I was going to have my mother one day; before the end of this, and maybe, one day, Jenna and her both.
At the same time, my cock said as a jolt of pleasure pushed a moan from my lips.
"Shhhhh," Mom hissed, moving her right arm from the armrest and slapping my hand between her legs.
Something about that movement reminded me of the girls in porn, spanking their hairless beavers before their costars punched their cocks into their pussies. I had to bite back another moan, but as I did, I opened my little finger as far as I could and entered the leghole of Mom's shorts, touching the crease where her outer pussy lip met the inside of her thigh.
Mom answered my touch with a sharp inhale of breath. She looked down. The hand that had slapped mine now rested on my forearm. She tried to push me back up her thigh, but I held firm, staring down between her legs and shaking my head.
Mom pushed again on my arm.
I shook my head harder.
Mom's thighs started to close. I didn't mind, she'd only trap me between them, but as her legs clamped down on my hand, I brushed my little finger against the side of my mother's warm pussy bulge. A silk-like mesh greeted my digit, but my fingertip caught the leg band of her panties and pushed under the nylon, touching skin so hot that I was surprised my finger didn't melt.
She's so fucking wet, I thought as my little finger pushed the moisture covering her mound across her skin, following the edge of her panty line.
Mom pushed harder on my wrist. I turned my head toward Dad with a sharp twist of my chin. Mom's hand froze as she looked at Dad. I pushed hard between her thighs, my ring finger colliding with the pillow-like softness at the center of her muff and my little finger slipping into the crux of her thigh.
Dad didn't move, continuing to breathe with the mellow tempo of a man who was sound asleep. I stroked my cock harder. Could I get away with this while he was awake? He couldn't see us from where he was. My heartbeat hammered against the inside my chest, and my feet tingled as I thought of my father watching TV while I felt up his wife on the couch behind him.
Mom pushed on my wrist again. I held myself firm, fighting her resistance and sinking the side of my ring finger into her pussy's tender folds. Mom arched her back, pushing her titties and thick nipples outward, and I wiggled my little finger, slipping two knuckles beneath her panties. She uttered a soft whimper as my digit slid against her mound. Her pubic hairs feathered my skin, the strands softer and fuller than the finest threads of silk.
"Mark," Mom whispered.
I didn't answer her. Instead, I sawed my hand through my mom's thighs, up and down, doing my best to get my finger sandwiched between her folds while hoping that I'd rub her clit with my motions. It's not like I hadn't touched a pussy before. I had Jenna, and we had practiced often, and as Mom continued the pressure against my wrist with her hand, she added a new pressure, on purpose or by accident, I didn't know, but I felt the thrust of her hips against me as if trying to dislodge my fingers.
"Stop," Mom whispered.
"No," I whispered back, my voice lower and more forceful than hers.
"Please?"
I pushed harder against her pussy as I ran my little finger across her damp pubic hairs.
"I could always go to Jenna," I said.
Mom made a frustrated sound. "Your father could wake up."
"He's not going to." Mom hadn't sounded like she believed that either. "He took his pill."
Mom pushed harder against the side of my hand. She dug her heels into the base of the couch and pushed her hips hard against me. I was on an upward slide, and as our movements collided, Mom released a ragged breath that sounded like a muted whimper. I pushed down with unstoppable determination, trying to use the same path as before, and Mom's next breath trembled. I did it again, and Mom closed her eyes and turned her face sharply to the right, her nostrils flaring, their sound reaching my ears.
Again I pushed my hand through her thighs, rubbing her pussy hard. I swore I felt the dampness of her muff soaking her satin boyshorts. My pinky finger, still against her mound, was as slippery as my fingers got whenever I dipped them into Jenna's pink well, but not as sticky--yet.
"Hurry up and come," Mom mumbled through her clenched teeth, her voice breaking. "Finish this."
I squeezed my knob. I wanted to come--god, how I wanted to come--but how much better would the next time be if I made my mother come with me? I wanted--no--I needed her teasing to be something she wanted to do, not something she felt that she had to do.
Uttering a moan, I pulled my hand from between Mom's leg, and for the briefest of moments, I had to pull against her resistance as she pressed her pussy against my hand one more time. Mom let go of me, her fingers springing open and her legs spreading wide as if electrified. Her eyes opened as she turned her head toward me. I slid away from her a little, just a little, not much, and I bent forward, sliding my right arm under her knees, lifting, and swinging her legs toward me. Mom spun on her butt as I brought her knees up and sat her feet next to me on the couch. Her toes touched my thigh as she leaned against the couch's armrest. I pulled my arm from beneath her knees and pushed my hands between her shins, forcing her left leg against the back of the couch and her right toward the cushion's edge.
"What are you doing?" Mom hissed at me as the light bathed her in shades of silver and blue.
"Touching you," I whispered, looking into her eyes as I placed my palm on the inner meat of her right leg.
Mom swallowed as I pushed my hand down her thigh. The loose leghole of her shorts lay in a wave, the peak giving my fingers access into her shorts. I pushed inside. Mom inhaled deeply as my fingers made contact with the crux of her thigh and swept inward, following the slope of her skin until I had fully cupped the wet heat between her legs. Mom's breath caught, and she turned her wide eyes to the right, staring at the TV as her next breath trembled and a tremor ran through her body.
I held my mother's creamy, hot pussy in my palm for several moments. The warmth between her legs sent squiggly rays of pleasure through my arm. My knob swelled, and a soft buzzing massaged my balls, forcing my sack to constrict and my asshole to clench.
"Mark," Mom said in a low, shaky voice.
I squeezed her pussy, holding her wetness in the palm of my hand.
Mom sighed, pinching her eyes shut as a frustrated, puppy-like whine left her lungs.
My father lay still--still sleeping, still dreaming--unaware of what I was doing to my mother or the new, floral pussy scent that pollinated the room.
I released my mother's snatch. Her breasts rose and fell in rapid motions, and when I squeezed her pussy meat again, they swelled upward as she sucked in her breath. Her silky panties lay matted to my palm, soaked through and sticky to the touch. The triangle protecting her pussy folds was thin and narrow, allowing my fingers to press against the exposed flesh of her outer lips. My middle finger was long enough to rest against her slit and then some, the tip settling against the dental floss covering her asshole. Mom jumped when I touched her back there, and she jumped again, pushing her pussy against my hand when I applied the slightest bit of pressure against the oven-hot crinkle of her rosebud.
"You," Mom said, pausing as I squeezed her pussy again, "have to stop."
"I can't," I said, speaking as low as she had. "I need this. I'm eighteen. I'm horny, and you've made my dick so fucking hard."



"Then hurry up and come."
I wanted to do so much more to her, but the crown of my cock was a knot of tingling nerve-endings whose need for release had spilled into my thighs. I felt as though I were floating, carried on a prickling cloud that had hollowed out my insides with soul-shaking adrenaline.
"I'll come later," I whispered, almost panting, my words hurting my throat. "But you're gonna come now."
Mom opened her mouth to speak, but before she could utter a word, I pushed aside the gusset of her panties, and the tips of my middle and forefinger found her clit on the first try. Her mouth opened, but no sound left her lips. Her face tightened, tensing into a moment of pleasure with her eyes narrowing and her lips puckering. The muscles in her neck went taut. My fingers slid through the dewy crease of her pussy, pushing against the pink flesh behind her lips and above her hole, and then my fingers sank into her muffin as they followed that line downward.
"Uh," Mom moaned from the back of her throat, surprise and shock painted on her face.
My digits followed the curving of her inner channel. I didn't go deep. Instead, I hooked my fingers through her wetness, pressing the tips against the underside of her mound as my thumb continued forward and wiggled between the thickness of her upper cunny lips. I knew I was beneath my mother's clit, and I pushed my thumb higher in a hurry. I didn't stop until my mother's body jumped as if electrified, and she uttered another moan through her trembling lips.
"That's it, Mom," I whispered in a rush. "Just let me touch you, and I'll stay away from Jenna."
Mom didn't move. Had Jenna's name caused her to freeze in place? Or was it because I had two fingers inside of her pussy, my thumb on her clit, and my ring finger pressing into the crack of her ass while my pink finger rested along the bottom of her right cheek? I didn't know, but I wasn't about to ask.
Please, God, help me make my mother come, I prayed, and then I started moving my fingers between the squishiness of her pink, maternal walls.
"Uh-oh," Mom whisper-moaned, her face struggling with defiance.
I had my palm upward with my fingers adapting to the curve of her inner channel; the wet and rubbery pinkness of her hidden flesh was soft to the touch. Soft and tight, squeezing me with ridged muscles and a deeper strength I hadn't anticipated. Jenna's pussy had never done that, but the word control floated through my mind. Mom was a woman who knew how to use her pussy to her advantage.
I stared at her face as I curled and uncurled my fingers across the underside of my mother's mound. Her G-spot, so the pornstars said. So the internet said. So Jenna said while whimpering and holding back tears while I stroked her cunny to orgasm.
I didn't move my fingers fast or slow. I caressed my mother's insides with methodical pressure and used the same rhythm to thumb my mother's clit. Her squishy pearl rolled smoothly between the upper portions of her outer lips, where the pussy meat was thick and tender and perfect for squeezing around my mother's clitoral hood. I bit back a moan. I couldn't strip my mother naked right now and squeeze her pussy lips together, hugging her clit with her clam's outer shell no matter how much I wanted to. Next time, I told myself, next time. I had so many plans for my mother's body that it was almost impossible to think straight.
As I soaked my fingers between Mom's lips, her face betrayed the pleasure coursing through her maternal core. She had bitten her lower lip, and with each turn of her clit and massage of her insides, her chin twitched to the left or right, her eyes narrowing and her brows spasming. From her pussy came a messy amount of honey-thick nectar, staining my hand and her shorts, ruining her panties, and wetting her ass crack and butthole.
I moaned.
"Shh," Mom hissed, turning her head over her right shoulder as far as she could. Her eyes opened, and she shivered as I pressed down on her love button. Her hips shot upward, and her thighs opened and closed, squeezing my hand, then releasing it, then squeezing it. The scent of her sweet musk filled my nostrils and probably the whole damn living room. I breathed it in deeply as my left hand pushed its way under my shorts without permission and grabbed hold of the stiffest cock I had ever had in my life.
Holy shit, but I needed to get this big son-of-a-bitch into my mother--but not tonight. I wanted to cry as that thought hit me, but I wanted to come even more, so I started stroking my member faster while working my mother's juicy muff harder and rubbing her clitty at a quicker pace.
The faster I rubbed my precum-slick prick, the harder I worked my mother's pussy, matching the rhythms of my hands together. As I synchronized their movements, Mom's and my pleasure seemed to intertwine. Every time I suppressed a moan, my mother did the same. She looked at me with a kind of helplessness that made my balls beg for mercy.
Within minutes of touching myself, her jaw trembled, and her head started to nod as if urging me onward. She puckered her lips, her face tightening as my cock swelled in anticipation of my orgasm. As my pleasure swirled along my glans' corona, Mom's pussy channel constricted, and she raised her left palm to her mouth. A look of shame, and surprise, filled her eyes as her pussy turned into a creamy mess across my fingers.
She's gonna come. She's gonna come. She's gonna--
Mom shook her head, at herself or me, I don't know, but she twisted the hand covering her mouth and bit the crescent line of flesh running from her thumb to her forefinger. Her pussy clamped down on my fingers, and Mom closed her knees and feet, trapping my hand between her sweaty thighs, keeping my fingers lodged inside of her as her ass lifted from the couch, bucking her pussy at my probing digits and pearl-polishing thumb. Cum drenched my fingers. Thick and hot, it poured from her, wetting everything it touched and branding the fabric of her panties, shorts, and the couch, with her strawberry fragrance. When her whimpers escaped her fingers, and she brought her right hand up to help cover her mouth, and I lost control.
My cock stiffened along its underside, bending upward and back as my thighs tensed and my ass cheeks clenched. The pressure in my balls released, shooting up and around and then through my cock, filling my shaft with cum before it exploded into my shorts.
"Mom, Mom, Mom," I whisper-moaned, trembling and pushing my hips forward as thick blasts of jizzed ruined my jockeys and wet my fingers. My moans continued, riding the wispy strands of my breath, impossible for anyone but my mother or myself to hear. I pushed my fingers hard into my mother's cunny, straightening them and mashing my knuckles against her pussyhole, my thumb sliding up her clitoral hood and over her pubic hairs, my fingers clamping onto her pubic bone as though I owned her. I fought for depth inside of her channel, and when a low moan escaped my mother's lungs, the sound was sexy enough to force one last aftershock of cum to shake my system, emptying my balls of every ounce of jizz they held.
"Thank you," I panted after a minute of silence, "for letting me touch you, Mom."
"Take your fingers out of me," Mom said, her voice stern. "And go to your room."
I didn't argue. I didn't speak. I nodded my head, slid my fingers from my mother, and hurried upstairs, not even sparing Mom another look. I left my tablet behind, but I didn't care at the moment. I went upstairs to my room, where I licked my mother's sweetness off my fingers. My saliva glands erupted, my tongue tingled. I had never tasted anything so smooth and creamy before. I had to get my mouth between her legs next time.
Would there even be a next time?
Fuck, yes, there would be.
An hour later, I went downstairs to get my tablet. I walked through the dark hallway, reached the top of the stair, and witnessed the silvery-blue light from the TV as it tried to break the foyer's curtain of darkness. At the top of the stairs, I heard the sounds of low, heavy panting, and the faint plop, plop, plop, of flesh smacking flesh. Crouching and taking my time, I slid-walked down the stairs far enough to see into the living, and what I saw hardened my cock quicker than my hand ever could.
Silvery-blue light washed over my mother, who was facing away from me. My father still looked asleep, but how he remained asleep, even with his pills, was beyond anything the medical world could have explained to me. Mom sat astride him, her boyshorts missing from her body, though I couldn't make out any details since the light only hit her from the front.
She was a black specter, a shadow, a nymph made of nighttime sin, and everything tantalizing about the forbidden. Her ass moved up and down as she rode my father reverse cowgirl style, pumping her pussy on the length of his cock. His breath left his lungs in rough pulses, but he was far from awake. Unable to help myself, I pulled my cock out and jerked off for the next ten minutes, watching the shadow of my mother ride my father and wishing I could join them.
After I came, I watched my mother use my father's cock until she threw back her head and moaned, filling the downstairs with the sounds of her orgasm. Dad woke up then. He said something, but it was low and muffled; sleepy, but I recognized his mumbling, and then Mom laughed and said, "If you can stay awake...."
I smiled as I went back to my room, thinking that in a perfect world, my father would be willing to share my mother with me. Who knew if he ever would, but I needed my sleep. Tomorrow was a new day, and I had plans for my mother.
Nasty--naughty--plans.
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Gradual Acceptance

I woke at seven in the morning to the sound of Jenna's ringtone playing to the side of me--Shake It Off, by Taylor Swift. Jenna had programmed it for me, and it always made me laugh. It made my friends laugh, too, the fuckers.
"Good morning," I said after grabbing my phone and swiping the call button.
"Morning, baby," Jenna said. "Did I wake you? It sounds like I woke you."
"You did, but I wanted to get up early."
"Then, you're welcome." She laughed a sneaky sound. "You got that morning wood for me?"
"Always," I said, stretching different parts of my body and twisting my hips from side to side.
"I remember the first time I felt your morning wood," Jenna whispered. "Sleeping at Alice's, after her party, with your dick pressing into my ass." She made a hungry sound. "That was the first time I ever felt a hard cock against me. I felt it all night long while we slept."
"Keep talking," I whispered.
Jenna laughed. "I would, but I have to go to school soon. Summer school should be from nine to one."
"Should be."
"Guess what I did last night?"
"I thought that you were in a hurry?" I asked, laughing.
"Shut up," Jenna said. "I did what you suggested." Before I could say anything, she added, "I teased my dad!"
"Holy shit." I thought that she'd do it, but not so damn soon. "Tell me about it."
"Holy shit is right," Jenna said. "After we had finished talking last night, I changed into one of my cropped, pink, cotton tank camisoles--"
"What?"
"God, Mark," Jenna said. "You're eighteen." She laughed. "It's an undershirt held up by straps and made of cotton, nylon, or satin that women wear to sleep. Look it up."
I laughed.
"I changed into a tight-fitting top with little shoulder straps, but it was so tight on me that it could have been a bandeau." I didn't even ask what that was. "I was super nipply. My girls were sticking up large and hard. You know how thick and tight they can get."
"Mmm, I do," I sighed. "I miss them."
"Whose fault is that?"
"My mom's," I said.
"Shut up," Jenna said, laughing. "So, I changed into one of those without a bra and some matching pink boyshorts. I rolled the waistline down so I could show off the cut of my hips because I know you love that."
I pictured Jenna's hard stomach and long muscles covered by a single layer of feminine softness. My cock twitched, but I didn't touch it. Not this morning. Not before I saw my mother.
"My shorts were loose, I couldn't show off my C-toe, but I'm saving that precious gem for another day." Jenna then said something to someone else, the sound of her voice faint through the speaker, as though she had pulled the phone away from her lips. "I got to go. It's probably for the best because I'm getting so fucking wet thinking about last night, and I don't want to sit in class with sloppy panties."
"Bring another pair to school," I said.
"I only bring an extra pair when we're together."
"Sexy," I said. "Oh, wait! What happened with your dad?"
"Really quick," Jenna said. "I think I made my dad uncomfortable, but I felt his eyes on me before he left the living room to go upstairs. Dad never goes to bed earlier, but he did last night. I have to go. See you today?"
"Yeah," I said. "I'll see you sometime in the evening after I reassure my mom that nothing will happen between us."
"Yeah, right," Jenna whispered, giggling. "Nothing but some coming. Bye. Love you."
"Love you, too," I said, then added, "Oh, wait!"
"What, baby?" Jenna pouted. "I've got to go."
"If my mom brings up our naughty pictures, you have to tell her that you deleted them."
Jenna made an annoyed, clicking sound, but she said, "Fine, but I don't like lying to your mother. She's going to be my mother-in-law one day."
Yikes.
"Thanks, baby," I said. "Love you again. Bye."
I disconnected the call, thinking about my words for the next half hour. Love you. If I loved her, then why was I willing to fool around with my mother?
But Mom's the first woman you loved.
Was that my mind, heart, or cock whispering those words of wisdom to me? Logic versus feelings versus horniness--along with a little bit of truth from each of them. Jenna had been my neighbor for my entire life. Our parents had babysat us, and Jenna had been just a little brat until the day she wasn't. Until the I noticed her tits. (That's a good reason to fall in love.) But, I did love Jenna, yet I had never dated anyone else, either.
I picked up my phone and spoke to the voice command, asking, "Mr. Internet: Is it okay for a man to justify cheating on the woman he loves?"
The clock on my phone said it was ten minutes until eight, so I killed the search before it had a chance to answer me, and I left my room for a shower. I didn't need a shitty AI telling me that I was a terrible person. I finished showering after eight and dressed in a pair of basketball shorts with my boxer briefs beneath and a tight shirt. I had my phone in my left hand, ready to take some pictures and videos of my mother before I attempted to do a whole lot more.
I half-trotted downstairs, my muscles were loose, and my steps were light. I didn't see Mom in the living room, though the dark curtains were open, while the transparent curtains remained shut. I peeked into the seldom-used great room, and it was empty as well, so I spun on my heels and walked down the hallway that led straight into the kitchen. Halfway there, I heard the faint sounds of French music, the kind that deserved playtime on an old phonograph. I didn't know French, but my mother did, and I knew she listened to those songs whenever she needed some relaxation in her life. Was that a good sign or a bad sign?
When I exited the shortcut hallway and stepped into the kitchen, I saw Mom in the same position as I had seen her yesterday morning. She sat at the breakfast table with the light streaming into the house through the breakfast area's swinging glass doors. Mom had the morning paper in her left hand, which tilted her body away from me, but not much.
She didn't look at me, and her right arm lay curled around her waist. She wore an off-the-shoulder, rib-knit, long-sleeved T-shirt that was violet in color and seemed to make her flaxen hair brighter. Her elf-queen profile looked sharp this morning, and she was wearing makeup that highlighted the regalness of her features. She sat with her legs crossed, her right over her left, the hem of her shirt barely covering the tops of her thighs while revealing the entire side of her leg and the cheek of her ass to me. Whatever she thought about last night, it hadn't stopped her from wearing a G-string this morning.
That had to be a good sign.
It had to be.
"Good morning," I said as I entered the kitchen and walked behind the kitchen island, ignoring the fridge and leaning against the island's marble top.
"Good morning," Mom said, not looking up at me.
"Did you sleep well?"
"Yes."
"I had a good time last night." I placed my phone in front of me, sliding my right forefinger across the screen and selecting the camera icon. "A real good time."
"I'm sure you did," Mom said, her voice sounding measured and controlled, her breathing deepening as she spoke.
"You didn't?" I asked as a tingling sensation rode the length of my shaft.
"I'm keeping you out of trouble," Mom said. "How I feel about last night doesn't matter."
"I liked it, just saying," I said, matching my tone to my mother's, then uttering a sigh that made my mother roll her eyes. I smiled. "You didn't like it just a little bit?"
Mom tightened her lips and tilted her head further to the left. Was she smiling? Could I guilt her into a smile, the way I had when I was younger? She must have liked it, or else she'd be wearing pants today.
"You know," I said, elongating those two words, "if we could keep last night going, I think--I'm not promising anything--but I think I could stay away from Jenna--sexually--until we were sure we were responsible enough to handle sex."
"You think you could?" Mom asked. It sounded like a question, despite her flat delivery. She uncrossed her legs, and her thighs rubbed together in the smallest of movements possible. "I think I deserve the promise of a stress-free month for what I was willing to do for you last night."
My cock swelled with my mother's words. The head thickened faster than the body as the corner of her mouth pulled into a smile. "I thought staying away from Jenna last night was what I was doing for you," I said as my member filled up my shorts.
"Promise me a stress-free month," Mom said.
"I'll promise you a stress-free month," I said, "as long as you keep my mind off Jenna."
Mom waited and waited with the newspaper held in front of her. Was she thinking? Was she reading? Was she toying with me? Teasing me? My skin tingled as I waited for her answer.
"Did you want to take some pictures of me?" Mom asked. "Before I go upstairs to work?"
"Yeah," I said, licking my lips. "I do. Something like... last night?"
"Come on," Mom said. "Let's go to the living room and remember that I'm still your mother."
I nodded my head as my mother stood. Her rib-knit shirt barely covered the bottom cleft of her pussy, which left a whole lot of leg exposed to my eyes. As she passed me, I turned my body along the path of my gaze. Mom didn't look in my direction, so she didn't see my erection tenting my shorts, nor did she see my cock jerk when I saw that her shirt didn't quite cover the bottom of her ass cheeks. As Mom left the kitchen, I followed her to the living room, where she walked to our couch and sat down in the exact spot she had sat last night.
"How would you like me to pose?" Mom asked, adjusting the hem of her shirt, though sitting as she was, it could barely cover her lap, and again, it left her left leg bare to the upward curve of her butt.
I sat down on the opposite end of the couch. How did I want her to pose? With her legs spread and her panties stretched between her knees while she reached down and spread her pink petals wide enough for me to see the inside of her motherly channel. (Lately... I may have been watching too much porn with a little too much blonde pussy gaping.) I wanted to get down to business, but instead....



"Just like that for the first couple of pictures," I said.
Mom sat still, facing forward with her hands in her lap. I snapped a picture, making sure to capture all of her. I couldn't see her nipples through the thickness of her shirt, but I imagined them to be puckered tightly and as hard as diamonds. I took another picture, zooming in on the exposed side of her ass, cropping her upper body out of the picture. I could show my friends that picture one day, and they'd never know....
The thought of bragging about my mother to my friends without them knowing who I was talking about sent a chill through my cock and a buzzing through the soles of my feet that curled my toes. I liked it when my friends checked out Jenna. I liked knowing I had someone they could never have. Another chill went through me, turning my nipples sensitive, and I scratched my chest, the prickling sensations causing me to shiver.
I looked up from my phone's viewer and looked at my mother. "Mom," I said, "can you turn on the couch and face me, like last night." My heart sped up. Not as hard as it would have before last night's finger session, but hard enough to make my body tingle and my blood rush. "You can keep your legs together... for the first few pictures."
Mom looked at me. I saw defiance in her eyes, but she wore an expression of bratty sullenness that I found adorable. She did as I told her to do, lifting her feet and turning toward me, keeping her knees and feet together, so her shins created a wall that hid her pussy from me. I snapped several pictures, and though Mom dropped her eyes from me and looked toward the back of the couch, I didn't think that she was mad at me. Her eyes appeared to be looking inward as if contemplating some inner turmoil that was too terrible to ignore. (That may have sounded dramatic, but I needed to believe that Mom's desire for me was as strong as my desire for her.)
Fight your conscience, Mom. Fight it.
I snapped more pictures, saying, "Turn your eyes toward me," as I did.
Mom did as I told her to do. Her eyes looked big, with an accusing light that made my cock harder as the pressure in my balls grew stronger. My sack constricted. Was this turning Mom on as well? Was her conscience fighting the sexiness of this moment? Was it easier for me because I had been a child growing up and adoring a grown woman while Mom had been a grown woman adoring a child who had become a man, with manly desires? The weight of that on her conscious would have crushed most people, but here was my mother, who had let me jerk off on her yesterday morning and who had let me finger her last night--I doubt there was anyone in the world who could have understood her mind at that moment.
"You're beautiful," I said in a near whisper. "Thank you for this."
I snapped a picture, then another, smiling, and a small, soft smile appeared on my mother's lips as I looked down at my phone's screen. When I raised my eyes, her smile vanished, replaced by a sullen, resentful half-glare.
"Spread your knees for me, Mom," I said, moving closer to her. "The way Jenna wants to spread her thighs for me, but I'm resisting her because I have you to look at."
Mom tilted her head, her eyes widening and her mouth tightening.
"Where's my tablet?" I asked, looking around the living room. "I still need to delete her pictures."
"It's in my room," Mom said. "I was going to remind you to do that."
"Spreading your legs for me is reminder enough," I said, my voice wavering as my breathing deepened. A harsh, swirling tingle circled my knob and glans, and I shuddered as precum escaped the tip of my cock. "Can you lift your shirt above your panties for me, too?"
Mom's cheeks sucked inward, and she narrowed her eyes. After a deep breath, her face softened, and she slowly spread her knees open, followed by moving her feet apart. A sun-golden hallway of smooth, semi-muscled thighs pointed the way down to the V of her crotch. She was wearing snow-white panties that seemed extra bright against her tan skin. As her shirt continued to her waistlines, Mom's straw-light pubes came into view, and I drooled at the smallness of her panties. They barely covered her outer pussy lips, but they were also transparent, allowing me to see everything between my mother's thighs: mound, clitoral hood, her little jewel, and her tight slit.
I swallowed, saying, "Thank you, Mom, for dressing this way for me." I licked my lips, not because I didn't know what to say, but because my cock was near to bursting, and my mouth wanted to dive between my mother's legs without asking for permission. "I don't know any other mom who cares this much about their son."
Mom stared at me, looking me in the eyes. Her lips trembled, then they spread into a soft, almost pleased, smile before returning to the straight-lined pout that they had held a second ago.
The transparency of my mother's panties ended at her perineum, turning into a string that I could have used for dental floss. I could see the rim of her asshole on either side of that string. Fuck, I wanted to rim her forbidden pucker. Mom's left knee hit the back of the couch while her right knee hovered over the floor beyond the edge of the cushion. She turned her feet onto their outer edges, bringing them together, and she sat with her legs resembling a wide-open bear trap that needed springing.
The urge to rush between my mother's thighs rumbled through my body. I wanted to lunge forward. I needed to. For a moment, the world swooned, and it seemed as if nothing could stop me from moving between my mother's legs and taking what I wanted. My vision narrowed, focusing on the visible flesh beneath my mother's panties, and as the primal desire to take what I wanted settled over me, my mother's voice cut through my near loss of control, bringing me back to reality.
"Take the picture," Mom whispered, her voice thick and husky. "I need to get to work."
I raised my camera, pointing it right between my mother's legs. I looked at her muff, the meat of her pussy squished and contained beneath her too-tight panties, then I looked at the viewscreen, then back at my mother. Snap. I lowered my phone, stared between my mother's legs, then raised the camera again and snapped several more pictures. I took my time, looking, not looking, listening as my mother's breathing grew deeper, and the mesh fabric centered over her slit dampened to a darker color against her pussyhole.
A deep groan escaped my lips when the first of Mom's juices became visible to my eyes.
"Mark," Mom whispered. "Don't be vulgar."
"I can't help it," I whispered. "Yours is the"--I paused, trying to will my mental bravado to the surface--"your"--I swallowed--"your pussy is the prettiest pussy I've ever seen."
"Mark" Mom said in a gentle tone, "thank you."
I snapped another picture, then zoomed in between her legs and snapped another. My cock hurt, the shaft aching, and the tip alive with an energy that kept my precum flowing. I reached out with my left hand, holding my phone with my right hand.
"Mark," Mom sighed, warning me with her tone. "Mark, Mark... Mark." She closed her lips when I placed my hand on the inside of her right knee, the sound of my name fading away to nothing.
My fingers made the journey down Mom's thigh, stopping to absorb their outer softness and inner firmness. The further down my mother's leg I went, the warmer my hand grew. When my fingertips brushed the softest meat of her inner thigh, right before the dip leading into the hollow between her leg and outer labia, Mom shivered and placed a hand over mine. She stopped my fingertips an inch away from her panties. As I held my hand against her, I swear I saw her pussy pulse as if swelled by the excitement or the desire coursing through her in the same way I could flex my cock whenever I chose. Whether it was my imagination or not, I believed that I had just seen her cunny reaching outward for my touch.
"Mom," I said, my voice sounding far away to my ears. "Your pussy would be even prettier if you weren't wearing your panties."
Mom's next breath trembled as she pulled air into her lungs.
"Please?" I curled my fingers, rubbing the tips over Mom's sensitive flesh. "Seeing wouldn't be the same as touching." I looked up at her. She had her eyes locked on my hand, but she must have felt me staring because she raised her gaze to meet mine. "I was going to see Jenna today, but I don't have to."
"You can see Jenna," Mom whispered. "You just can't do anything sexual with her."
"Then I won't do anything sexual with her," I said, "if you help me with those urges."
Mom closed her eyes.
I pushed my hand forward, dragging her hand along for the ride. My fingertips met the leg band of her panties, and her pussy seemed to swell towards my digits. The dew between her lips had pasted her panties to the softness of her muff, and her pussy looked eager and desperate for my attention.
"Keep your eyes closed," I said as gently as I could. "I'm going to take your panties off you... and keep them for myself."
I had no idea that I was going to say that.
Mom trembled.
She visibly trembled.
"Okay," Mom whispered, keeping her hand on mine.
I set my phone on the back of the couch. Mom kept her eyes closed, but when I placed my right hand on the inside of her left thigh, she placed her left hand over mine. I moved down her flesh, welcomed by her heat and the guidance she offered me. My fingertips moved between her legs, my eyes following, and my mouth watering as I took in the bottom of her cheeks, her little, string-covered asshole and the triangle of her labia draped in transparent silk.
My fingertips connected with the outer nylon band of her panties, then moved upward, using the fabric as a pathway to her waistband. As my finger moved upward, my thumbs followed behind, and I pressed against the outer edges of my mother's thicker pussy lips, squeezing their softness gently and puffing them outward against the crotch of her panties.
Mom released a surprised whine, her palms pressing against the backs of my hands.
A low, feral growl rumbled through my chest and into my throat.
My thumbs continued to follow my fingers, only they pushed against the outer edge of Mom's panties, touching damp skin and slipping half an inch beneath them. The heat from my mother's labia and mound seared my skin, and a cloud-like tingling surrounded my balls. My knob came to life with extra-sensory perceptions, and I had to pull my thumbs from my mother's panties before I wasted my morning nut in my shorts.
I brushed the waistband of Mom's panties. The elastic dug into her skin, creating tender bulges of flesh around the band. I plucked at the nylon as though they were harp strings, and Mom moved her palms back and forth across my hands. Her breathing had quieted, but it was still ragged, and as I curled my fingertips beneath the elastic, Mom's breath caught. I pulled downward. Her hands pressed hard into mine, then nodding, as though to herself, she eased the pressure against me and released her breath.
I tugged her panties downward. Sitting as she was, it was impossible to get them off her body. Mom brought her knees together. I maneuvered my arms up and outside of her legs, not once breaking contact with her G-string. With my arms outside of her legs, she seemed so small to me. So easy to take from. So easy to have. I pulled her panties down her hips and around her ass. Mom had to lift her butt from the cushion before I could slide them around the bottom of her butt and pull them up her legs to her knees, where up and over and down toward her feet they went. The micro-string that had been resting in the crack of her ass was now riding her shins, sputtering down her legs until I had her panties around her ankles.
"Step out of your panties, Mom."
Mom did as I told her to do. Lifting her small left foot first, then her right, and setting them back down the moment I pulled her panties out from under her. I set them by her phone, her pussy scent drifting toward my nostrils and blooming within my nose. My cock thickened, and I fought the urge to grab my cock and jerk it until I was coming on my mother's feet.
"Thank you, Mom," I said, placing my hands on her ankles and sliding them around the sides of her calves and up to her knees, where I rested my palms flat against her. "I'm just going to spread you open, okay?"
Mom nodded.
I paused with my hands on her knees and asked, "Okay, Mom?"
Mom waited several seconds before she said, "Okay, Mark."
"Okay, what, Mom?" My heart thundered. "Okay, what?"
"Okay," Mom whispered, "you can spread me open."
See, my cock said, Mom just needed a bit of urging. Do you think Dad tells her what to do?
I ignored my dick as I spread my mother's knees to the sides. She kept the soles of her feet together. It felt as if I were spreading open the halves of a sandwich to discover what kind of meat lay inside. Mom's inner lips were barely protruding from her outer lips, forming a lickable crescent of wet flesh coated in a glistening layer of sticky dew. The jewel of her clit had popped outward, small and shiny, like a smooth pearl, while her clitoral hood had thickened with lust, pushing out from between the upper swells of her outer lips. Above, her sexy, sun-kissed pubic hairs formed a thick but narrow landing strip that I wanted to cover in my cum.
"Mom," I whispered, my breathing as heavy as my heartbeat, "you're so beautiful between your thighs."
An odd sound escaped my mother's lips, sounding like a half-sob. I raised my eyes to her face and saw that she was trembling. Her lips, her eyes, and her expression twitched in a mixture of shame and rosy-cheeked desire. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to slide my tongue against her lips and into her mouth, where she'd be hot and wet, as wet as the beautiful cleft between her thighs, where came a heavenly perfume that thickened my member and ignited my desires.
"Mom," I said, "I need to touch you again. I need to press my lips against you, or Jenna's virginity won't be safe from my cock."
"Mark," Mom panted, "the things you're saying to me...."
I know, I thought. I don't know where these words are coming from either.
"Do you want me to stop saying them?" I asked.
Mom didn't speak, but eventually--and it was a long, cock-throbbing eventually--she shook her head from left to right and back again, several times. They were small movements, maybe an inch in either direction, but she did shake her head. She couldn't look at me. From the corner of her left eye, a single, perfect teardrop fell.
It was a storybook tear.
A happy ending tear.
My heart slowed.
My mother was mine.
"Do you like my words?" I asked, my cock throbbing and my knob torturing me as my briefs rubbed against its sensitive surface.
Mom's face tightened, and another tear fell, but she nodded her head, and again, her movements didn't travel far.
"Mom," I said, "stand up and face away from me." I squeezed her knees. "And keep your shirt above your waist."
Mom nodded.
She swung her legs from the couch, my hands staying in contact with her skin for as long as they could. She faced away from me, standing in front of me as I had told her to do. Her off-the-shoulder long-sleeved shirt hid her right shoulder but exposed her left, the dainty slope from behind was cute enough to nibble. Her long hair hung down to the middle of her back, longest in the center and getting shorter closer to the sides, forming a downward pointing arrowhead. She had her hands in front of her, with her shirt rolled up around her waist, exposing her perfect, pear-shaped ass. Across her waist lay the impression of her panties, their tightness leaving their mark, but they were quickly darkening back to gold.
Mom stood less than a foot away from the couch. I was near the edge, but I was also sitting back far enough to appreciate the sight before me. I loved how her small ass had some shape but was still small, far from flat, but far from the bubble butt atop Jenna's thick, athletic thighs. A shadow darkened her crack, where her cheeks pressed together, and below her ass, where her inner cheeks swept away at their base, I could lay my eyes on the golden crescent of her sex.
The heart-shaped gap between Mom's legs gave my vision complete access to her pussy. She had soft and tender outer lips, separated from her inner lips by narrow creases, and her inner lips slid out from between them. They were pink, a soft horizon-pink, with a beautiful line between them that glistened with her thick honey, a crystal-like film with highlights of white that made her yummy, little cunny shine.
Was her pink clam tasty?
The wet folds of swollen flesh between her legs had to be. I had licked her juices from my fingers last night--licked my fingers until every trace of her flavor coated the nerve endings in my mouth, leaving my taste buds shaking in pleasure and my salivary glands bubbling.
I took a deep breath.
I was about to taste my mother's pussy for the first time. Holy shit, I was about to have my mother's pussy in my mouth!
A thought came to me before I could move forward. A shocking realization that made my insides warm until my cheeks turned hot. My mother and my father had been high school sweethearts. They had been junior high sweethearts. Mom had only ever let one man touch her before giving me that same pleasure. My heart trembled as I raised my hands to my mother's hips and took them in my grasp. For the rest of her life, Mom would be keeping it in the family.
Mom turned her head to the left as far as she could, tilting her head and looking down at me over her shoulder. I looked up and smiled at her, though I didn't know if she could see me. I was six inches from the top of her ass crack, my nose inhaling her floral scent. I tightened my grip on her hips, puckered my lips, and placed a single kiss above the start of her crack.
A shiver ran through my mother's body. I pulled her to me as I moved my lips lower, finding the depression of her crack and wiggling a kiss into her center groove. I kissed lower, shifting my body on the couch, giving myself enough room to taste my mother's curves. My tongue came out on its own, licking Mom's skin. It was as if I could taste her warmth. I watched small, whitish goosebumps rise across the surface of her flesh, and the finest of hairs on her body stood on end, their color so light that they could have been invisible.
"Do you?" Mom asked, her voice catching as I slid my hands below her hips and pulled them back, digging my fingers into her cheeks and pulling them apart as I laid the bottom of my tongue along her crack.
"Do I what?" I asked after I licked my way back to the top of her ass.
"Do you do this to Jenna?" Mom asked, panting, her body swooning as I move downward, stopping right above the deeper depression of her perfectly blonde, almost bleached asshole.
"Sometimes," I mumbled against her skin, turning my face in the crack of her ass and rubbing my cheeks against her butt cheeks. "She loves it, but it makes her feel funny."
I dug my fingers into Mom's ass again and pulled her cheeks as far apart as I could. My lips dipped inward, and I planted a kiss on her pucker, feeling her heat and then tasting the thicker flavor of her asshole as I pressed my tongue against her rosebud.
"Oh god," Mom gasped. I had to squeeze her thighs to keep her from falling over. "You shouldn't. Jenna's too young"--her voice squeaked as I pushed the tip of my tongue hard against her asshole--"too young for you to do this to her!"
I smiled against her ass and flicked her hole with up and down licks of my tongue. Had Mom looked through my tablet?



"Whatever you do for me," I said, "I won't do to Jenna." I swirled my tongue around her back door, rimming her butthole until she was soaking wet with my spit.
"Oh," Mom whispered. "Oh, god, Mark."
"Reach back, Mom," I said, "and pull your ass open for me."
Mom had been looking forward again, but as her hands came back and her fingers cupped the bottoms of her cheeks, she looked over her shoulder one more time. Mom pulled her ass cheeks open for me. As her buns parted, the lips of her pussy spread as well, and I sighed.
Her inner lips were like rose petals in the sunrise, wet and dewy and sticking together. I saw her thick nectar stretch between her inner lips, as delicate as strands of webbed crystal, and they snapped, bursting into invisible teardrops that dispersed through the air.
I sighed again.
It was past time for a taste of my mother's cunny.
I dragged my right hand from Mom's thigh and over her ass. Once my palm rested squarely on her crack, I pushed upward, beneath her shirt, and to the center of my mother's back. I pushed down on her, saying, "Bend over, Mom. I can't kiss your pussy from this angle." Through her back, I felt my mother's heartbeat rise.
Still holding her cheeks open, she bent over at the waist. I slid my left hand around her thigh to her front, where I supported her hip, and I did the same with my right hand, sliding it around her right side and taking hold of her. My arms tensed as her weight pulled forward, but she was a feather in my hands. Her hair fell about her shoulders, and through her legs, which she had parted, I could see her hair hanging down to the room's wooden floorboards. I moaned as I pressed my tongue against her asshole and licked downward between my mother's cheeks.
"Fuck," Mom moaned as I tickled her rear door. She moaned again when I licked her perineum, and she gasped as I moved lower and took the bottom curve of her pussy into my mouth.
"Mmm," I sighed, straight into her gummy cunnyhole. I pushed my tongue forward, sliding easily through her soft lips and right into the pink depths of her tight insides. Sticky wetness greeted my tongue, and it was like her pussy had decided to return my kiss. Wet, hungry sounds that were beyond perverse filled the living room. The longer I kissed my mother's pussy, the louder and wetter the sounds became, and it wasn't long before my mother's knees bent down and then back up in a horny shuffle as she slid her vertical smile across my face.
I squeezed my mother's waist hard, pulling her back onto my mouth as my tongue spread her pussy lips and drew out her wetness. She didn't dance or twerk her cunny meat on my face as Jenna would have. Mom moved slowly, her thighs tensing and her calves flexing. She found a sensual rhythm as my tongue traveled the length of her slit, from the bottom of her hole to the swell of her pleasure-nub. Whenever her clit found my lips, Mom would stop moving, and I'd suck her tiny jewel into my mouth, swishing and pulling it from its hood until Mom pulled her pussy away and humped her slit across my face once more. I could have kept this up forever, but my cock had other plans.
How much of me was my mother ready to let inside of her? I was confident that she'd be willing to take my dick, but despite my craving to feel her silky heat surround my cock, I discovered that I wasn't in a rush. There was still so much more to do, but I wanted to come, and if there was one thing I had experience in, it was dry fucking Jenna until I nutted in my pants.
I leaned back, pulling Mom with me and keeping her pussy glued to my face, but I could only go back so far before her calves hit the front of the couch, stopping her short as I continued to lean into the backrest. Mom lost her balance and sat down, her butt hitting my stomach and sliding down to my cock, where she sat her pussy along the length of my shaft, pushing it against my thighs and causing an unbearable strain of pleasure to tighten my thickness.
"Uh," Mom moaned when the hardness of my prick pushed into her through my shorts.
"That's it, Mom," I whispered, pressing my lips against the exposed skin of her left shoulder. "This keeps me away from Jenna."
"Yeah," Mom panted. "It better."
I slid my hands to the tops of her thighs and pushed outward as far as I could, then I slid them between her legs with my fingers pointed down, and I spread her open. Mom moaned again, her breathing growing ragged as I pushed my hands deeper between her legs, sliding them along her inner thighs until I bracketed the triangle of her soaking wet muff between my thumbs and forefingers. The tips of my middle finger rested on her perineum while my ring and pinky fingers held the bottom, inside swells of her ass cheeks.
"Mark," Mom gasped as I squeezed her pussy lips together, puffing out her folds and squishing her clit between her cunny meat.
I squeezed her pussy several times, pushing in and pulling out, puffing her lips outward like the meat of a burger patty. I reached inward, feathering her slit and wetting my fingers, then running their tips along the length of her small crease while teasing the shallowness of her hole with soft penetrations.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," Mom whimpered, her feet settling atop of mine. She pushed down, then, and using her leverage, she ground her ass on my cock, sending bolts of pleasure through my shaft and into my balls.
After several minutes of teasing her pussy, Mom lowered her right hand to mine and pulled my fingers over her cunny, forcing me to cup her clam. She used her middle fingers to push my middle finger into her pussyhole, then she stroked my finger, guiding me in and out of her channel by feel. Her left hand found my left hand, and she pulled my fingers to her pussy as well, only now she had me settle my digits on her clit, and together, as mother and son, we masturbated her pussy while she rode the length of my cock with long strokes of her damp, naked ass.
"Oh, god," I moaned, still holding her pussy, still pressing my lips against her shoulder. I could taste her lotion and smell hints of vanilla beneath the floral thickness of her cunny's perfume.
My mother's ass made my cock tingle through my shorts. I pushed my fingers into her hole, her tightness still surprising me, and her wetness thrilled me. She had soaked my lap, and my shorts lay wetly against my knob, plastered to them as if I had spilled a bottle of scented oil over my cock. Mom's clit, a rubbery ball of tender flesh, felt thicker than before. I swished and rolled her pearl around her upper lips as I let her hands teach me how to make her pussy sing.
We played like that for some time--Mom, sitting in my lap, her feet braced against mine, her legs taut with strain while I played with her cunnyhole and rubbed her clitty, humping my cock up against her ass. Mom's moans grew louder, as did mine. Her pussy tightened, despite the cream dripping from her wet channel. My cock strained, aching, and seeking a way to tear through my shorts and push its blunt head into the beauty of my mother's softness. I nibbled her shoulder, and she hung her head as I bounced her on my lap, taking her for a gentle pony ride in the morning.
"Oh, god, oh, god, oh, god," Mom whimpered after some time had passed, the pitch of her voice rising and her fingers guiding mine over her clit, moving faster in a circular motion that gently ground her pearl against her pubic bone. "Oh, god, Mark--oh, Mark, oh!"
As she cried out my name, her entire body stiffened, and yet I could sense the energy that she was about to release through the cymbal-like vibrations running through her core. My balls tightened as her pussy walls clamped down on my fingers, and my knob swelled as the first stream of cum filled my shaft, bringing with it a river of pleasure.
Mom came--hard! She shook and trembled, her body dancing with a serpent-like wave from her head down to her toes as she ground her ass and cum-dripping pussy over my cock. My body tensed, my thighs flexing, my cock swelling. I pressed my feet against the floor and pushed my hips forward, lifting my ass and driving my cloth-covered prick into the naked wetness between my mother's legs. We came together, drenching each other in cum, our juices soaking through my shorts and staining both of our bodies.
"Mom, Mom, Mom," I whimpered as my cock continued to twitch.
"Mark, oh, Mark... Mark," Mom whined, her voice growing faint.
I tightened my grip on her pussy, and she tightened her hands over mine, holding me against her cunny as though she could brand my touch upon her sex.
Mom spoke several minutes later as she got up to leave the living room. "I'll see you again in a few hours," Mom said. "I have to go to work. Remember your promises."
"Remember yours," I called back, turning to watch Mom's butt bounce up the stairway.
Mom stopped halfway up the staircase. I had a clear view of her ass, and with her left foot on the stair above her right foot, I could see the entire divide running the length of her pussy to the top of her ass. She turned her head toward me, looking down over her bare shoulder, and she asked, "Or else you're going to Jenna?"
"Yeah," I said, but only because something in her voice drew that word from my lips.
"I guess I have no choice," Mom said, and she continued upstairs with a lighter spring in her step.
"Motherfucker," I whispered after Mom had disappeared. "Maybe I can stay away from Jenna for the next couple of years."
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Sexy Blackmail

I left my mother's panties on my bed, took another shower, and went back downstairs. It was early, but I was no less horny. I spent the next two hours watching porn in the living room--I didn't bother turning down the sound. What would Mom think of that? My cock loved it, and I did something that I never thought I'd be able to do--I didn't touch myself. Instead, I stripped down naked and sat in the living room, enjoying the crisp, air-conditioned breeze. My cock felt bigger and more sensitive, and a chill danced over my skin as I imagined Mom coming downstairs and finding me naked.
Too far too soon?
I didn't know, but I had my shorts and shirt nearby, just in case. It didn't matter because sitting naked and watching porn in my mother's living made me tingle all over. I had some energy to burn, and by the time my phone buzzed with a text from Mom, my body wanted to run through walls and jump over houses.
I grabbed my phone and checked the text. Mom had sent, Can you bring an apple, a bottle of water, and a banana to my office. Thank you.
I stood, still naked, still hard, and I grabbed my shorts and pulled them on, but I left my shirt off. A little at a time. I had so much left to do with my mother; suck on her tits, a handjob, a blowjob, titty-fucking, everything I had seen in porn, and kissing. My heart swelled with that last thought. Kissing my mother would be so... forbidden. Kissing was something I could do with my mother in public, for everyone who didn't know us to see. Oh, fuck, my imagination was going to be the death of me. I jog-ran to the kitchen, collected Mom's stuff, then hurried upstairs and down the hallways to her office. I knocked on the door once before I pushed it open and stepped inside with everything--including my phone--in my hands.
The sight that greeted me forced a hungry moan from my throat. Mom had her curtains open, and sunlight shined across her naked body. She sat in her leather swivel chair, with her left leg crossed under her right--the leg closest to me--and she was leaning backward, as naked as a woman can be. Her almost small breasts drew my eyes, capped by flavorful pink nipples that deserved to be the toppings on two scoops of peach sherbet. After clicking her mouse several times, she sat back and turned her chair toward me, giving me the full view of the hairs between her legs and the upper half of her pussy. Below, the rest of her cunny rested against her leather seat.
"Thank you for bringing me my lunch," Mom said. Her eyes traveled over my upper body, lingering on my chest and abs, then dropping to my tented shorts, where she released a heavy sigh. "Did you come up here expecting more from me today?"
Mom's tone sounded rushed. Her breathing had turned heavier, and I heard the tremor of excitement in her voice, like a nervous person trying to give a speech. Her pink nipples stood thick and hard atop her tits, puckered to what had to be soreness. I wanted to suck them so much.
"Yes," I said, flexing my cock.
Mom's eyes widened, then narrowed, and she said, "May I eat my lunch first?"
"Yes." I stepped into her office to hand her her things. "I'll take pictures while I wait." As she took her food, I looked at her computer screen. She had none of her work windows open, but filling her monitor was the picture of an oiled-up, naked young man who looked around my age. He had a big, big cock--about as big as mine--and he was doing curls in a gym while a sweating MILF about Mom's age knelt in front of him. She held his balls in one hand and his rock-hard cock in the other. The caption at the bottom of the picture read Mom & Son: Pumping Iron, and there was a paragraph-sized story in the corner of the picture, but I had no chance to read it.
Holy shit.
"Thank you," Mom said, swiveling her chair to face her computer again as I backed away. I didn't miss the smile on her face as she bit into her apple.
For the next five minutes, I watched my mother eat her apple, listening to the crunch of her pearly whites against its porous body. She drank her water between bites, tilting her chin upward and arching her back, forcing her titties high as rays of light sparkled against her pink nubs. I took several pictures as I stood by the door, but mostly I watched her mouth open and close and her throat pulse with each swallow.
Sexy, I thought.
When she peeled her banana and slipped the long, white length past her lips, I thought, She'd have a tougher time with me. I took several pictures of her with the banana between her lips, a smile pulling at her mouth. Once, before the banana could reach her, Mom slipped her tongue out and rested the banana atop it before pulling it into her mouth.
After she had finished her meal, the apple core and the banana peel went into her small, desk-side trashcan. She grabbed her water, drank some, and swished it around her mouth before swallowing. Then she drank some more before setting her water down next to a tin of mints.
Mom didn't look at me as she asked in an almost flat voice, "So, what do I have to do to keep you from being sexual with Jenna today?"
Today? The smart ass in me wanted to remind my mother about this morning, but then I looked at Mom's monitor, and the MILF on her knees made my dick pulse.
"Jenna promised me," I said, "that if I saw her today, she'd let me lick her titties."
"Titties," Mom said, shaking her head. "The way you teenagers talk. Titties." She turned her head toward me. "Is that what you like? Titties?"
"I like Jenna's titties," I said as a chill tickled my spine. "I like your titties. If I can't suck yours"--I shrugged as an anxious light entered Mom's eyes--"I'll have to suck Jenna's."
"If I have no choice but to let you," Mom whispered, grabbing her mouse and opening one of her desktop folders. Mom looked through her pictures, opening one of a young man sucking on a slender MILF's big tits. "Then, I have no choice."
"You don't," I whispered.
Mom turned in her chair. She sat with her feet on the ground and her knees spread. I followed the line of her thighs to her pussy, then up her flat stomach with its long muscles running up the center to her breasts. Her nipples looked harder than before.
Mom licked her lips and said, "Well, get on with it, Mark. I still have to finish my work."
"Okay," I said.
I walked forward. Mom slid her small butt up her chair, far enough forward that her pussy hung over the edge, but not her asshole. I knelt as I approached her, and she spread her knees wide, opening her cunny lips as well as her thighs. My fingertips tingled. They remembered the feel of her muffin.
Mom's office chair sat high, but even on my knees, I stood eye to eye with her. I pushed forward, my cloth-covered knob bumping into her pussy, and she inhaled sharply as her hips jerked back and her shoulders straightened. A loan sounded in the back of her throat, and she looked at me with closed lips as heavy breaths fell from her nostrils. The depth of my mother's gaze almost stopped my heart with its intensity. Where were those tears from last night? Today, all I saw was hunger.
I didn't try to kiss my mother when I moved forward. She turned her head to the side, giving me room to lower my mouth to her right breast. There were several strands of hair covering her perky peach, and I brushed them aside with my left hand. My fingertips feathered her skin, and small goosebumps rose where they passed. I lowered my mouth to my mother's tit. She grabbed onto the arms of her chair, her knuckles turning white as I opened my mouth and fastened my lips around her thick nipple and perfectly round areola.
"Ah," Mom moaned, pushing her chest forward.
I sucked, my cheeks caving in as Mom's nipples stretched beyond my lips. I pushed my tongue against its underside, forcing the nub to the roof of my mouth as I licked around its bottom. As I sucked, my hands came up, acting on instinct. I took my mother's left breast in my right hand, capturing the bottom of it in the curve between my thumb and forefinger. My left hand did the same to her right tit, and I squeezed them at the same time, forcing her nipples upward and swelling them under the pressure of my grip.
"Oh, fuck," Mom whisper-hissed, turning her head forward and speaking her words of pleasure into my ear.
I sucked harder, licking her nipple, then pulling back and nipping at it. Mom's body jerked. She spread her knees wider, arching her back as much as she could and forcing more of her breast into my mouth. She started to move, her body undulating forward and back as her butt ground against the edge of the seat, like a woman in desperate need of a piss.
My mother's breast tasted of vanilla, and it was slick with my spit and smooth with her body lotion. I released her nipple, kissing my way to her other tit while squeezing her right breast again as I pinched her nubs between my thumbs and forefingers. Mom moaned as I pulled and twisted her puckered flesh with my fingers, and when I closed my mouth over her left tit, swallowing half her breast as though I were some giant, she released a high-pitch whimper that coaxed a healthy dose of precum from my balls.
Mom's loud moans, coupled with her wiggling, drove me to greater speeds. I tightened my grip on her tits, forcing another whimper from her throat as I coned them outward for my mouth. I tasted one, then the other, then the other, then the other, licking and sucking, nipping and biting and pulling on her nipples without mercy. Mom's wiggled her ass harder, faster, and she let go of the chair's arms and placed her hands on my shirtless body.
She rubbed my ribs, my back, and my shoulders, digging her short nails into my skin and sending spasms through my flesh. As I sucked on her right tit, I dropped my right hand to her pussy, cupped her, squeezed her, collecting her pussy juices before I brought my hand back up, painting her breast with her silky cream. I switched breasts, tasting her pussy juices on my tongue, and I dropped my left hand to her cunny, taking her soft warmth into my palm.
"Oh, oh, oh," Mom whined, her voice rising in pitch as she rocked her pussy on my digits. I stiffened them as she pulled her ass back, and on her return grind, my finger pushed past her inner lips and filled her tiny fuck-hole to the last knuckles, forcing a surprised, throaty grunt from her lungs.



I continued to suck on Mom's tits while finger-fucking her twat, going as deep as I could while gathering her juices with my free hand and spreading her honey across her perky tits. When Mom's whimpers turned high and whiny, shooting out of her mouth at a rapid-fire pace, I thumbed her clit, finding her pretty little jewel on the first try and swishing her pearl with side-to-side motions. Mom lost it, digging her fingers into my shoulders as her cunny muscles tightened around my digits, and she came, covering my fingers in a wash of hot, wet, creamy cum.
"Mom," I whispered, petting her pussy lips from her clit to the bottom of her slit. "After I make Jenna come, she always makes me come." I pressed my thumb against her pleasure-nub and turned it in a shallow circle, making her shiver. "If you want to keep Jenna from making me come today, then you're going to have to take her place."
Mom dropped her forehead to my right shoulder.
"No choice," I whispered.
Mom opened her mouth, sliding her teeth over my skin, and then she bit my shoulder.
I trembled.
"Stand up," Mom whispered against my body. "Since you're giving me no choice."
I stood, pushing myself up with my right foot. As I rose, Mom's fingers dug into my flesh, my upward momentum dragging my chest and abdominals against her touch. She wasn't gentle. The sensation of her nails bending my nipples tightened my balls, and I released a moan that made Mom curl her fingers harder into me. After I stood, Mom pressed her forehead against my stomach as she pushed her fingers into the waistband hugging the cut of my hips, and pulled my shorts down my thighs.
My cock, so hot and hard, tingled as the coolness of my mother's office touched its skin. My trimmed pubic hairs stood on end, and as my waistband slid down the length of my shaft, Mom uttered a hungry, mmm sound from deep within her throat. My shorts cleared my knob and fell to the floor without further aid. She placed her hands on my hips and held me tight.
"I knew you'd be big," Mom whispered, her breath falling around the base of my shaft. "You're a big boy, Mark. My big son." She sounded proud. "Are you really going to make your mother swallow this whole thing--"
I moaned.
"--because that's what Jenna does for you?"
Jenna had yet to suck me off. She had jerked me off. She had let me rub my cock on her yoga pants and the tip against her squishy muff until I came. She had dry humped me until I had filled my shorts with cum, but Jenna had yet to take my cock into her mouth. She had wanted to do that on the same night I took her virginity. So what I said to my mother was....
"Yeah, that's what she does for me."
A slight, amused hum washed over the base of my cock. I still couldn't figure out how my mother knew when I was lying, but she did.
"She's a bad girl for an eighteen-year-old," Mom whispered, her head lowering and her breath getting hotter across my skin. "I didn't suck your father's cock until I was eighteen... and a half."
She sounded apologetic.
"I was young once, baby." Mom slid her right hand down my thigh and around my knee. I shivered. "But your father and I were better than you at not getting caught." Her fingers brushed my knee cap, and she turned her palm inward, raising her hand and sliding the backs of her fingers up my inner thigh. Goosebumps and a chill raced across the surface of my skin. "But we still could have gotten into trouble. We know that now." Mom turned her hand again, and my balls constricted. "That's why I have to do this for you, isn't it?" She cupped my balls. "So, you don't get into trouble."
"Mom," I moaned in a trembling voice, nearly coming as my mother rolled my nuts in her hand, then stretched my taut sack before rolling my nuts again. My glans came to life as pleasure warmed my nerve endings. I was going to come--and so fucking soon.
"Your cock really is virgin, isn't it?" Mom asked, her next breath traveling the length of my shaft and glossing over my knob. "Does Jenna at least jerk this monster off, baby?"
"Yes," I gasped, telling the truth. "She jerks me off."
"But she's never done this--umm."
Mom closed her lips around my knob, resting the underside of my glans on her wet tongue. Warm, slippery saliva bathed my cockhead, causing my prick to flex and throb. My balls spewed out a hot rope of precum that Mom gulped down with a loud mmm-mmm-mmm sound followed by a wet slurping sound as she pulled more of my meat into her mouth.
"Mom, Mom, Mom," I moaned, placing my hands on her shoulders.
"Umm, umm, umm," Mom moaned around my cock, gulping me down with relish as I slid my prick into her ethereal beauty.
Mom pulled gently on my sack again, stretching the tight flesh until I gasped. My asshole puckered shut as pleasure danced across my skin in sizzling bubbles of unseen bliss. I curled my toes into the carpet, and as Mom pulled her mouth up my cock, I slid my hands into her long, sunny-blonde hair. Her lips moved back down, wetting my shaft with more of her saliva, lubing up my fuck stick. She made that slurping sound again--a sound so nasty and naughty that a small bolt of real cum escaped my balls.
"Mmm," Mom moaned, taking my shaft into her mouth past the halfway point. She gagged when my knob hit the back of her throat, but as she did, she clamped her lips down around my thickness, sputtering spit from the sides of her lips as she palmed my balls. Her other hand dug into my hip, slipped back and downward, and grabbed my muscular ass. With her fingers in my crack and one tip against my asshole, she pulled me to her, taking more of my dick down her throat. Mom gagged again, the sound so violent that I lost control, coming hard in her mouth.
"Mmm," Mom moaned.
My orgasm started in my thighs, with an airy tingling along my skin. The pleasure continued from my thighs to my balls, raising the trimmed hairs on my mound as my cock tensed, then swelled, then filled with cum. A light sheen of sweat beaded my skin as my blood turned hot--so hot that I felt the individual beads of sweat emerging from my pores. This was so much better than a fucking handjob!
"I'm coming!" I groaned as an ecstasy-filled earthquake rocked my body.
Mom slid her mouth up my shaft, clamping her lips below my corona, and she sucked my cock down. Her right hand continued playing with my balls while she grabbed my shaft with her left hand and jerked me off with fast strokes, creating slippery-wet music with the saliva coating my pole.
"Mom, Mom, fuck, Mom!" I moaned, clenching my fingers in her hair hard enough to make Mom tighten her neck. "Yeah, oh yeah, yeah!"
"Umm, umm, umm," Mom gulped, swallowing every thick spurt of jizz that I had to give her. When my balls had emptied, Mom clamped her grip around the base of my shaft and pulled upward, driving every last drop of cum from my cock into her jizz-filled mouth.
"Thank you, Mom," I panted. "Thank you so fucking much."
Mom uttered a quiet laugh around my mushroom tip before she pulled her lips from my crown and said, "Only because you're making me do it."
"Yeah," I said, still breathing hard, "you have no choice."
"Get going," Mom said. "I have deadlines to meet."
I stepped out of my shorts and picked them up. At Mom's door, I said, "Mom, whenever Jenna and I know we're alone, she walks around naked."
Mom looked at me, the hint of a smile on her lips.
"Or," I said in a rush, "she wears a small shirt that doesn't reach below her waist."
"Okay," Mom said, turning to her monitor. "When we're alone. Since I have to."
"You do," I said, then cleared my throat. "Mom?"
"Yeah?"
"You can delete the pictures on my tablet," I said. "We made a deal."
Mom smiled at me, and I smiled back, but then I turned around before my smile crumbled. I had those same pictures of Jenna on my phone and computer, but was that part of the deal?
I left Mom's office, refusing to answer that question.
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Jenna and Mom

I wanted to see Mom right after our office encounter, but I knew she had work to do. Instead, I showered, dressed in jeans, a belt, and a T-shirt and grabbed an intriguing fantasy book full of sexy elves and naked nymphs, and started reading. The fantasy world had many great authors to choose from, but I couldn't declare anything as truly epic unless it gave me a hard-on.
My phone rang at one o'clock in the afternoon, and I put my book aside, though images of bare-breasted women in leathers and chains still floated around my head. Jenna's name brightened my phone's screen, and her ringtone blared through my speakers. I accepted the call and said, "What's up, beautiful?"
Jenna laughed, saying, "You sound like you're in a good mood. A really good mood. What's up with you?"
Uh-oh, could girlfriends sense when their boyfriends had gotten some action?
"I'm just happy to hear from you," I said, trying to think quickly. "So, how's our plan coming along?"
"My dad went back to work after dropping me off," Jenna said. "He does work, you know."
I laughed.
"I did pull my schoolgirl skirt up high on my thighs." Jenna throat-moaned into the phone. "Have you ever read those dirty stories on the internet where a man drives the babysitter home, and he reaches over and touches her legs and starts rubbing her thighs and slowly works his way to her pussy while she panics and tells him to stop, but once he rubs her clit, she melts for him?"
"No," I said, my cock growing at the playful shyness I heard in my girl's voice, "but you're gonna show me where to find them, and then we'll read them together."
Jenna laughed and said, "I felt like a girl from one of those stories. I felt so nasty--in a sexy way--I got a little wet."
"But it's your dad," I said with playful naiveté as my cock thickened.
"I can tell you like it." She giggled. "Aren't daughters supposed to be attracted to their dads? Isn't that science?"
We both laughed.
"I want to come over," Jenna said. "I'd invite you over, but Daddy says you can only come over when he's home, and you know my mother: She does everything he tells her to do as soon as he tells her to do it, no matter what it is."
"All right, but my mom's home, too, remember?"
"Yeah, but isn't she in her office?"
"I have a bargain with my mother," I said. "We can't do anything until we're responsible enough to handle sex."
"Ooh!" Jenna said, the noise somewhere between angry and accusing.
"Or until your dad sees that his little girl needs the cock."
"I like that," Jenna said, then she laughed. "I mean, I like the idea of him letting us be together."
"I knew what you meant." I looked through my wall towards my mother's office. "Come over. I have to let my mother know you're here, so if I'm not downstairs, use your key to get inside."
"Gotcha, see you soon," Jenna said. "Love you."
She disconnected the call before I had a chance to tell her the same.
I got out of bed and walked down the hallway to Mom's office with my phone in my left hand out of habit. I knocked on Mom's door and pushed it open, finding Mom sitting in her chair as naked as before. She looked relaxed when she turned her eyes toward me. I smiled, breathing in deeply. The scent of her pussy lingered in the air.
"I'm busy," Mom said, her voice softening while her expression turned meek. "But if I have to do something...."
I groaned and said, "Jenna's coming over."
Mom's face went from meek to flat.
"I'm not going to do anything with her," I said. "I'm telling you so that you won't worry." I smiled. "You can hang out with us if you want to."
Mom's flat expression narrowed, turning into a sharp-cheeked glare. Even angry, her beauty took on a dangerous quality that made my heart throb.
"Don't look at me like that," I mumbled, looking down. "It's turning me on." I shrugged. "Look, I'm wearing jeans. Thick jeans. With a belt. Nothing is going to happen."
"It better not," Mom said, her voice holding an edge, but then she spoke again in a softer tone. "I know that she's your girlfriend. I know that you two are in love." But did she believe it? She must have, given her history with Dad. "I don't want to keep you from seeing her, but remember your promises."
"I will," I said. "I do." Then, as I looked up and allowed my gaze to take in Mom's nude body, another thought entered my eyes. "But, if you're worried that Jenna's going to want me to feel her up, then I think you better come downstairs for a while. You could stay in the kitchen, and I could go and see you if the urge to touch her becomes too hard to resist."
The flicker of a smile crossed Mom's face.
"Jenna thinks it's sexy to get finger-banged while our parents are around."
"She does, does she?" Mom asked, licking her lips. She took a deep breath, that hungry, smoky look coming into her eyes. "Do I have to keep you out of trouble while she's here?"
"Yes," I said, nodding. "If you want to keep me out of trouble, then you have to."
"Okay," Mom said.
My phone buzzed with a text from Jenna. I'm downstairs, it read.
"She's downstairs," I said. "We'll see you soon."
I slipped out of Mom's office, my cock growing hard as I went to meet my girlfriend.
Jenna stood in the foyer, dressed in her pleated schoolgirl outfit, complete with saddle shoes and knee-high socks, and no, our high school didn't make us wear uniforms, but many of the girls pretended it did. Easily, every day, a third of the female student body dressed in the smallest schoolgirl uniforms they could find. Jenna's eyes found mine the moment I appeared at the top of the stairs. She smiled, glowing and radiant, and her eyes dropped to the front of my pants.
"Someone is happy to see," she said, holding out her arms for a hug.
A smile spread my lips, and I laughed, shrugging and jogging the rest of the way downstairs, my cock continuing to stiffen as my jeans rubbed and bent my prick in interesting ways. I slid my arms around Jenna when I reached her, and she hugged me tightly, her arms tensing as she pushed her stomach into my hard-on.
"Uh," I groaned.
"Are you going to kiss me or what?" Jenna asked. "Don't tell me that that's off the table."
Was it off the table?
"Quickly," I said, pressing my lips to Jenna, but without adding my tongue.
"Aw," she said, pouting.
"This is only the first week." I grabbed her hand and took her into the living room, where we sat on the left side of the back couch facing the TV. "We can hold off for a week or two, or three. Our parents can't keep this up forever. They will give in."
"Maybe so, but I want you now."
We kissed again, but I broke it off as soon as Jenna's tongue came out to play.
"You're really fucking hard," Jenna said, looking down at my crotch. "Can I jerk you off?"
I groaned again.
"Please, Daddy?" she asked, laughing. "Imagine if I said that to my dad, just as slutty as I said it to you? Daddy. Oh, Daddy." Her tone made my cock pulse. "If my dad can't tell how horny I am after he hears that, then I don't know what to do next."
"You could sit on his lap," I whispered as we got comfortable on the couch. I lay on my left side, while Jenna lay on her back, my left arm beneath her head and my right arm across her body, my hand on her hip.
"That's so wrong," Jenna said, giggling. She pushed her thigh into my crotch, rubbing me back and forth. "But, I'll do it if you're there watching me."
She smiled, then opened her mouth wide and uttered a small shriek. We laughed, and that's when Mom walked across the upstairs landing. Jenna cringe-smiled, but she lifted her left hand and waved at Mom.
"Remember the rules," Mom said, looking at my hand on Jenna's hip as she walked downstairs. "It's good to see you, Jenna." Mom had changed into a small white cotton T-shirt without a bra, her titties bouncing and her nipples hard as she walked downstairs, and she also wore a pair of posh, peach cotton lounge pants. Her shirt left her belly button and sides exposed, and she wore no socks on her little feet.
"It's good to see you, too, Mrs. Hornsby," Jenna said. She bit her lower lip for a moment before sitting up and speaking again. "Mrs. Hornsby?"
"Yes?" Mom asked, standing at the bottom of the stairs.
"If my dad was okay with everything...." She looked to the side as pink bloomed in her cheeks, followed by crimson. "Would you be okay if Mark and I were... you know... having sex?"
I raised my eyebrows. I'm sure my dad was fine with it, but Mom? I knew that she was worried about what Mr. Mason would do, but I couldn't remember her saying if she was okay with us having sex in the first place.
"You're young," Mom said to Jenna. "But, with some conditions, like condoms and an unbreakable, sex-only-at-home policy, I believe that I'd be okay with you and my son sleeping together."
Precum left my balls, my cock flexing and ass tightening as the unexpected pleasure rushed through me.
"Thank you," Jenna said, dropping back down to the couch.
I was still lying on my side.
"I'll be in the kitchen," Mom said, "but you never know when I'll be back. Behave yourselves, else neither of you will be visiting each other's homes for a while."
"Okay," I said.
"We promise," Jenna said.
When Mom had had enough time to reach the kitchen, I said, "You're blushing."
"Well," Jenna said, play-smacking my chest. "It's easy not to blush during an argument, but we weren't arguing."
"I want to kiss you right now," I said, looking down at her button-up shirt and pleated skirt, the hem resting on her upper thighs.
"Then do it." She nibbled her lower lip. "Kiss this teenage girl."
I laughed, saying, "And that's why your dad gets upset."
"But it's so hot," Jenna whispered. "Doing what's wrong."
"We can wait a little while longer." I squeezed Jenna's side. "I know we can."
Jenna growled, then smiled and said, "Maybe you can't touch me, but that doesn't mean I can't touch myself."
"I think you're right," I said. "And I won't stop you."
"Right now?" she pouted.
"Anytime," I said.
"Right now," she said, no longer asking a question. She placed her left hand on her stomach and ran it down her body to her skirt, where she played with her waistline before slipping her hand down to the center of her hemline. "I've got a surprise for you."
"Show me," I said, smiling as I looked down at her skirt and removed my hand from her hip, laying it on my side so that I had an unobstructed view of her body.
Jenna pinched her hem and pulled upward, stopping at the bottom of her crotch and pretending to reconsider until I growled. She giggled and continued to pull her skirt upward, and then the soft, golden flesh of her tender pussy came into her view. Her cleft lay closed together, her skin smooth and perfect, the triangle of her mound pressed against the insides of her thighs until she spread her legs and gave her pussy room to relax. She dropped her skirt around her waist and smiled at me, waiting.
"The prettiest pussy in high school," I whispered, looking down at her smooth beaver.
Jenna laughed. "Yeah?"
"Oh, yeah," I said.
"And how many high school pussies have you seen?"
I smiled, rolling my eyes and chuckling.
"Mine is all wet on the inside," Jenna purred. "I can feel my juices dripping out of me. I like how you look at my pussy."
"How do I look at your pussy?"
"Like you're hungry," she said, low and throaty. She rubbed her thigh against my crotch. "Like your cock is hungry. Like, if you wanted me right here and now, then I couldn't stop you even if I wanted to." She nibbled her lower lip. "Like your mom couldn't stop you if you wanted me."
I growled, then said, "And that turns you on?"
"Yes," Jenna said. "Do you wanna touch it for me?"



"Yes," I whispered, looking toward the kitchen, but I couldn't see over the back of the couch and down the shortcut hallway. "I always want to touch it."
"I always want you to." Jenna wiggled her body. "Please touch it, Daddy."
I growled again.
"Do you think if I show my dad my pussy," Jenna whispered, her cheeks reddening, "it'll make him let you fuck me?" Jenna's blush deepened. "Maybe you should tease your mom."
My cock released a river of precum that swelled my shaft. "You're a bad girl," I moaned, leaning down and pressing my forehead against hers. "You're going to get me in trouble with my mom."
"You're going to get me in trouble with my dad," she whispered, tilting her head up to place a kiss on my lips. "But it's so fucking worth it."
"Let me see what my mom's doing," I whispered, returning her kiss, lip to lip, but without the slip of my tongue. "I want to be able to taste your pussy on your fingers when I get back."
"Okay," Jenna said in a soft voice. "Hurry up."
I growled again, kissed her lips again, pushed myself up and over her, kissed her lips one more time as she lifted her ass from the couch and pushed her uncovered pussy against my cock. Groaning, I slid over her, rubbing my body against hers, stood, and Jenna reached up to rub my cock through my jeans. I moaned through clenched teeth, having to pull myself away from her caress. I headed to the kitchen as Jenna slipped her left hand between her coltish thighs.
In the kitchen, I found Mom standing at the kitchen island with her back to the hallway. Her thin pants clung to her butt. I imagined that she had not bothered to protect her little pussy with a pair of panties. Next to her rested a bottle of chardonnay, and she was sipping the wine from the glass she held in her right hand.
"Are you behaving yourself?" Mom asked with a tremor in her voice. "As you promised?"
"I am," I said, walking up behind her. "It's hard, though. Jenna wants me to touch her."
"You can't."
"I know," I said, "but I need to touch someone right now." I licked my lips, thinking, Please, God, don't let me fuck this up. "Jenna's in the living room with her skirt around her waist, so I came here because I need to hold a pussy in my hand right now."
I had expected Mom to stiffen, but she trembled instead. Still sipping from her glass of wine, she reached back with her left hand, hooked her thumb into the waistband of her lounge pants, and pushed them down her ass until the waistline lay just beneath her butt cheeks. My cock throbbed. I loved my mother's in-between ass. Not flat, not bubbly, but with a gentle curve and the pear shape that made the bottom sides slightly wider than her hips. I loved how her crack swept away at the bottom, opening a small doorway between her thighs that led to the golden curve of her tender folds.
"Do it," Mom whispered. "Hold my pussy, quickly, before Jenna wonders what's taking you so long."
I extended both hands, placing my left on my mother's side. The warmth of her body burned into mine. My right hand went between her legs, pushing between her thighs, my hand wide enough to make her spread her legs for me. She uttered a small grunt at the swiftness of my hand pushing between her limbs, and then I was holding the soft folds of pussy flesh in my fingers and palm. Wetness greeted me, slick and slippery and hot to the touch. Mom had a furnace between her thighs, and dripping from its insides was the nectar of life--the sweetest tasting pussy juice I had ever drunk.
The finest I'll ever have, I thought, knowing that no woman in the world, no matter how special to me she became, could ever top the taste of my mother's honey. I bet it's like that for every young man who has ever tasted their mother's pussy.
"Uh," Mom moaned as I pushed my middle and ring fingers into her pink hole, spreading her tightness and laying my outer fingers against her thighs. "Oh, Mark, oh, baby--quickly!"
I gritted my teeth and increased the tightness of my grip on my mother's left side. She bit back a low moan. I had my middle and ring fingers inside of her, with my palm facing upward. I bent my wrist so I could cup the bottom of her ass crack in my palm, then I curled and swished my fingers around her insides until she was shaking her head and muffling her whimpers with her left hand.
"Go," Mom whisper-hissed at me. "Go to Jenna, and don't touch her."
"Can she touch herself?" I asked.
"Mark," Mom said, a sigh trying to fight through the pleasure in her voice.
"If I'm not touching her, then it's okay, right?"
"No," Mom whined.
"I can't stop her," I said, pushing my fingers up Mom's creamy snatch to their last knuckles and then some, forcing her onto her toes.
"Uh," Mom grunted in a light, surprised tone. "I'll join you then. Mmm, fuck! Go--oh, god--go, now, damn it!"
I slipped my fingers from my mother's cunny. A glaze of her wetness coated their length, so I ran them through her ass crack, making her shiver when I tickled her asshole. She pushed her rosebud back against my fingertips. Then, I wiped the rest of her juices off on the crotch of her cotton pants.
"See you soon," I said, sweeping Mom's long hair to the right and kissing the back of her neck behind her ear.
She shivered. I left her in the kitchen with her pants below her ass and her legs spread, her pussy a sopping wet mess.
As soon as I entered the living room, the sweet, unmistakable scent of Jenna's pussy filled my nostrils. She lay on the couch, on her back, with the soles of her feet together and her knees spread wide apart. She had her skirt up high on her stomach while her left fingers had disappeared between the pink line of her slit, her right fingers massaging her clit with wide circles that made her butt squirm.
"Oh, baby," Jenna whisper-moaned, "will you eat my pussy for me?"
"Shh," I said, though she had spoken low enough not to be heard by anyone but us. I walked behind the couch, slid over the back, and wedged myself on my side next to Jenna. "We have to be careful."
"Touch my pussy," Jenna whined, biting her lip to keep from getting too loud. "Feel how soft it is for you. Feel how wet I get for you."
I shook my head, groaning on the inside.
"Please, baby, for me," Jenna whispered. "My pussy needs it, Daaa-dee."
"Oh, you bitch," I said, reaching down with my right hand and grabbing the inside curve of her right thigh, her muscles firm with the springiness of youth. I squeezed her hard, making her hiss, and while my insides tried to force my hand between her legs, I fought back the desire to hold my baby girl's pussy in my hand. "Soon. I promise. Soon."
"No, now," she pouted like the little girl she was. "Now-now-now."
"Fuck," I growled, squeezing her thigh harder.
"Yeah, Daddy," Jenna moaned. "Hurt me."
"Let me taste your fingers," I hissed at her.
Jenna swung her left hand around her thigh and reached for her pussy, pushing her two biggest fingers deep between her slippery crease. She arched her lower back off the couch when her fingers wouldn't go any further into her cunny, her butt wiggling, the digits on her swollen jewel turning faster and harder than before. With a wet sucking sound, she pulled her fingers from her pussy and lifted them toward my mouth, pausing about six inches from my lips.
"Are you sure you want a taste?" Jenna asked, whispering. "I mean, don't we have to be careful? Don't we have to wait until my dad says it's okay for you to fuck me?"
"Now you turn into a tease," I whispered, groaning and leaning forward.
"Uh-uh." Jenna pulled her hand away from my mouth and shoved her honey-drenched fingers between her lips. She sucked, making wet sounds and humming as though she were satisfying her hunger. "Go down there and get a taste if you need one so badly."
I groaned, closing my eyes and said, "I--"
"Ahem," Mom said and not from behind the couch but from in front of us. She had walked around the dining room and into the living room, and she had a full view of Jenna lying on the couch with her skirt on her tummy and her pussy out in the open, saying hello to anyone who cared for a peek. I knew that that was what my mother could see, and I hadn't even opened my eyes to check.
"I wasn't doing anything," I said, keeping my eyes closed.
"Jenna," Mom said, "you need to pull your skirt down and cover up your virginity. It doesn't matter how pretty it is; you should leave it to Mark's imagination."
"Yes, Mrs. Hornsby," Jenna said, shifting on the couch as she adjusted her skirt.
I kept my eyes closed, my breathing rising while I fought to keep calm.
"And Jenna," Mom said.
"Yes?"
"You should start wearing panties when you're in my home."
"Yes, Mrs. Hornsby," Jenna said.
I opened my eyes. Jenna's entire body had turned bright pink. Breathing deeply to calm myself, I turned my head and looked at my mother.
"Do you know what you two need?" Mom asked, and before we could answer, she continued with: "A swim. A dip in the pool will cool you off. Go and change into your bikini, Jenna, and meet us in the backyard."
"Yes, Mrs. Hornsby," Jenna said, sliding off the couch and hurrying to the door. She left, leaving me alone with Mom.
"I didn't touch her," I said. "I promised that."
"You didn't?" Mom asked, crossing her arms beneath her breasts.
"We pecked each other on the lips a couple of times." I shrugged. "Smooches. It's the same kind of kiss grandma would give me, puckered lips and nothing else."
"Not even passion?" Mom asked. "I don't believe that you'd kiss Jenna the same way you'd kiss your grandmother."
"I...." I said and shook my head.
"Come here."
I stood and walked over to Mom, unable to speak. My heart sped up the way it would when I was a kid whenever I couldn't tell if I was about to get an ear full of my mother's anger or not. I had fingered my mother. I had licked her asshole and eaten her pussy--I had made my mother come, and I had had my cock in her mouth, yet Mom was still able to be just my mother.
"Your Jenna is a bad girl," Mom said as I stopped in front of her. "Coming into my home without her panties and then trying to tempt my son with her young pussy."
Holy shit. Mom's words made my cock tingle, and the tightness beneath my jeans pressed down on my prick hard, forcing me to flex my cock to fight the discomfort.
"I didn't do that for your father until I was eighteen," Mom whispered. "And a half."
"There's a lot of experience in that half," I said.
"Shut up, smartass." Mom licked her lips. "Give me your right hand."
I lifted my hand, and Mom took it. She looked at my fingers while pressing her thumbs into my palm and her fingertips into the back of my hand. For the next minute, Mom turned my hand back and forth, her eyes drifting over every line of my digits, then she folded all but my middle finger down and looked me in the eye with a sudden meekness. She opened her mouth in a small 'O' while leaning forward and sliding her lips over the tip of my finger. Her eyes never left mine.
"Umm," I moaned as Mom's tongue swirled around my digit. She lowered her mouth over my finger, never breaking contact eye contact with me. She took me down to the last knuckle, then withdrew, then moved down again, then withdrew, picking up speed as her lips tightened around on my digit width.
"Mmm, mmm, umm, mmm," Mom moaned around my finger, leaving her saliva behind. She pushed my ring finger alongside my middle and sucked it one into her mouth. She changed the angle of her sucking, rolling her head to the left and right, varying the depths of her head-bobbing and the pitch of the hungry sounds that left her throat while never breaking contact with my eyes.
My cock tightened, and my balls constricted. A buzzing sensation swam through me as my heart sped up, and precum dripped from my knob. Mom sucked my fingers for a minute, though time had stopped for me, and in my world, nothing existed but my mother and her slow, seductive finger sucking.
Mom slipped her lips from my fingers and whispered in a trembling voice, "I believe you. The only pussy I can taste on your fingers is mine."
"Mom," I said, sighing. "We should go upstairs."
Mom's lips pulled into a sudden, amused smile, and she said, "We should go upstairs and change into our swimsuits. Jenna's coming back soon, and judging by the pictures she lets you take of her, she'll be wearing next to nothing since I'm here."
My eyes widened: Jenna!
"We need to change," Mom said.
"We?" I asked.
"Yes," Mom said, "I'm going to chaperone your date."
I went upstairs and returned downstairs faster than Mom had, wearing my gray board shorts and nothing else. Jenna arrived a minute later, wearing a loose white T-shirt over her bikini bra and a beach towel around her hips. As soon as she entered the house, she un-tucked her beach towel and showed me the front of her small bikini panties--it was a red thong that just allowed the outermost sides of her fat labia to show.
She spun around, whipping her towel to her left side and showing off the thong running between the firm cheeks of her bubble butt. The nylon was thick enough to cover her crack and the inward sloping sides of her cheeks. It narrowed at her perineum, then widened against her pussy, holding her muff-meat so tightly that it outlined her every cunny fold. She reminded me of those Japanese massage videos where some perverted masseuse drips oil all over the pussy of the woman he was about to molest.
"That's hot," I said as Jenna spread her legs and bent over at the waist.
"Do you think your mother's going to get mad?" she asked.
"Don't know," I said. "It's a bikini, and she said to put on your bikini."
"I know," Jenna said, turning around. "She didn't say a bathing suit, or one-piece--which she knows I have--she said, 'Bikini.'"
"As long as we're not fooling around." I grabbed Jenna's hand. "Let's get outside before my mom comes down." I pulled Jenna through the house. "Oh, and she's going to chaperone us."
"You're kidding!"
I laughed as I led Jenna into our backyard.
By the time Mom had entered the backyard, we were already swimming. Jenna's top matched her bottoms, a deep red bra that darkened as the water seeped into its fabric. The cups sat low-cut on her heavy breasts, leaving all but her nipples and areolas bare, and it wasn't big enough to hide the sides of her ample tits, their perkiness keeping them high and tight to her curvy yet toned body.
"What do you think she'll say about my top?" Jenna had asked me before my mother had entered the backyard.
"You are a bad girl," I had said, standing arm's length away from her in the rippling water, my gaze drifting from the naughty glimmer in her eyes to the rock-hard nubs capping her tits. They weren't as long as Mom's diamond cutters, but they were thicker, and my mouth watered as I thought about taking one of them into my mouth.
Our concern for my mother's reaction to Jenna's bikini faded away the moment we saw my mother. She was wearing a pair of sunglasses, had her lotion in one hand and her towel in the other, and was wearing something that could have been a bikini if companies made bikinis out of dental floss.
Attempting to cover my mother's breasts were black strings with triangle cups that left three-quarters of her tits bare. The tiny bra strings wrapped around her sides, connecting in the back, and below her waist, she wore a pair of matching panties, with two nylon waistbands riding her hips while a tiny, triangular patch of cloth slid vertically down between her legs, cupping her inner lips and barely covering the inward folds of her outer lips--which left so much of her pussy meat bare. Half of her bright, blonde landing strip lay above the low-slung waistline of her bikini panties, and Jenna's eyes widened at the sight of those sunlight pubes.
"You two go ahead and cool off," Mom said as she sat in a lounge chair to the right of the pool. "I'm going to enjoy the sun." She set her towel down. "Behave yourselves."
Mom uncapped her lotion and poured some into her right palm. She rubbed her palms together, then rubbed the lotion into her skin, starting with her arms and shoulders, and then her chest, stomach, and breasts, her fingers cupping the exposed portions of her tits with a soft caress. Mom did her thighs next, opening her legs and running her hands between them, from her ankles to the sides of her pussy and up to her hips, pulling the strings of her waistband outward and slipping her fingers beneath them, seeming to pay extra attention to lotioning her entire body.
Holy snatch attack, Batman, I thought, the sound of my voice a whisper between my ears.
"Jesus," Jenna said when Mom stood and did her backside, though she stood facing us. "Is she trying to make us uncomfortable?"
I shrugged, grabbed Jenna's hips, and turned her sideways to Mom; then I looked to my right, where Mom lay with her legs spread and the swells of her pussy pressing against her G-string. The exposed portions of her labia flowed into her thighs with a natural beauty.
"I don't know, but it's working," I said, shrugging again. "We better behave ourselves."
Jenna growled.
I offered her a soft smile and dove sideways into the water. Our swimming lasted about five minutes before Jenna said, "Let's get some sun. Do you think your mom will let you rub some lotion on me?"
"Let's ask," I said. "Mom, can I rub lotion on Jenna, or is that something we can't do?"
"As long as you behave yourselves, you can do whatever you wish," Mom said. "Just remember not to cross any lines that you shouldn't."
"What lines are those?" I asked, stepping in front of Jenna so she couldn't see me smiling at my mother.
Mom tilted her head upward to look at us, though her tinted glasses hid which one of us she had focused her attention on. I guessed Mom was looking at Jenna when she said, "Anywhere not covered by Jenna's bikini is okay with me." She laid her head back down.
Jenna looked at me, widening her eyes and making an, oh, really, face, then she smiled and headed for the steps. As her thong-covered butt broke the water's surface, my cock tingled, the head swelling as a ring of pleasure encircled the corona. I looked at Mom, who lay with a slight spread to her glistening legs, her pussy lips kissing the then fabric of her panties from beneath, and I wondered what I had done to deserve this break from Mr. Mason's decree.
You still can't do anything with her, I thought, and maybe so, but anywhere without a bikini? There was a lot of anywhere on Jenna's body at the moment.
Jenna grabbed a towel and dried her body off. I pushed myself out of the water at the side of the pool, grabbed my towel, and dried off as well. As Jenna lay in a lounge chair next to Mom, I grabbed Mom's oil--the same oil I had used on her a few days ago--and I sat on the side of Jenna's chair as she lay down on her stomach, using her towel as a pillow.
"Don't let Jenna burn," Mom said in a soft voice, followed by a softer yawn. "Make sure you rub the oil deep into Jenna's skin. Take your time. I'm going to have a nap. Wake me in ten minutes and remember: Behave."
Jenna's cheeks flushed red, but she didn't say anything. Instead, she raised both eyebrows at me while pressing her lips together in an odd, embarrassed smile. I almost said, "Oh, behave," but decided not to ruin the opportunity with a stupid Austin Powers line. My mother would have been around eighteen when that movie came out, probably necking with my father and getting felt up in the movie theater beneath the projector.
I pulled my thoughts back to the present as I poured a handful of lotion into my left palm. More memories of Japanese massage porn came to me, and I thought back on the times that I had massaged Jenna in her room while she watched one of those videos on her phone.



My cock remembered too, swelling and thickening; the new tightness in my boardshorts made me grimace as I tried to get comfortable. Was Mom watching as my hard-on grew?
I was sitting on the side next to Mom's chair, and she had angled her head in our direction. Was she enjoying this? I wasn't a mind reader, and normally I wouldn't have asked, but I was going to ask her about this after Jenna had left. This was not my mother from a few days ago. This wasn't even my mother from a few hours ago.
Touch your girl, my cock yelled at me.
So I did.
"Undo your bra," I said loud enough for my mother to hear. "Unless you want an uneven tan."
"Is that okay, Mrs. Hornsby?" Jenna asked, looking at me over her shoulder and raising an eyebrow.
"As long as you behave yourselves," Mom said in a low tone. "But your bottoms stay on. This isn't my living room."
Jenna looked at me, her cheeks rosy. She had to say that, didn't she, her smile said. Her fingers went to her back, undoing her bowtie and then her necktie. Her laces dropped to the lounge chair, and the sides of my girlfriend's breast settled against the cushions.
I turned my left hand over, dumping the oil into the center of Jenna's back. My right hand followed, pushing into the warm pool, displacing it across Jenna's skin. She had young skin--taut skin--that felt thicker than my mother's, but there wasn't much difference between how they made me feel. I moved my hands over Jenna's shoulders, rubbing them and slipping my thumbs across her neck. Jenna pulled her long hair to the front, and as I swept my fingers from her neck to her shoulders and biceps, goosebumps rose across her flesh.
"Might as well massage me, too," Jenna whispered, a wide, playful smile on her lips. Massage me was our secret code to play out the massage creep porn scenes that we had watched together on adult websites.
I didn't bother asking my mother for permission to massage my girlfriend. There was no way of knowing what Mom was willing to let us get away with or why she had allowed us to do this in the first place. So, I pushed my fingers into Jenna's skin, rubbing the oil between her shoulder blades and onto her lower back, tracing her spine and getting a quick thrill from the firmness of her body. Jenna uttered several moans, nothing too sexual, soft at first, but as my mother continued to lay silent on her lounge chair, Jenna's utterances gained some volume.
After I had finished her back, I moved to her sides. The heels of my palms touched her panty line as I rubbed the oil into her skin. I moved upward from her sides to her ribs, cupping her body and resting my fingers along her front while my thumbs slid along her back. As I approached the side of Jenna's breasts, her body tensed, and she turned her face to the left, looking away from my mother. Oil from her back ran down the sides of her tits in thin rivulets, and those, along with the oil coating my fingers, made her perky titties shine as I ran my finger over their soft, outer bulges.
"Ooh," Jenna said in a low whisper of breath that was more like a sigh than a spoken word.
I pushed into the sides of her tits, feeling the buoyancy of her teenage mounds. Mom's breasts had bounced back after I had squeezed them, but Jenna's reacted faster, with more perkiness, but Mom's tits allowed me to mold my hands to them without a fight. I couldn't have said whose I liked better based on feeling alone. (I don't know how any man could choose another woman over his mother or the woman he loved.)
My hands had to keep moving down her body before I busted a nut in my shorts. What was my mother thinking? I let my gaze drift over Mom's body, admiring her puckered nipples as they pointed skyward, then her flat stomach, and then the patch of cloth over her cunny that gripped her meat so tight I could see the outline of her slit. I couldn't tell if my mother was wet, her black nylon made that impossible, but I believed she was.
I'm going to find out as soon as Jenna goes home.
Moving my gaze away from my mother's 3-D twat so I could concentrate on Jenna, I slid down the lounge chair so that my ass was near Jenna's knees, giving me the perfect angle to reach forward and run my hands over the thick meat of round butt.
I grabbed more oil, lubing my left hand, and then, smiling as I did it, I turned the bottle over and poured streams of oil all over Jenna's ass. The thick liquid splashed across her backside, spreading out like bursts of paint with thicker fingers at the ends of their arms. I held the bottle over Jenna's crack and poured oil over her thong, making her tense, but Mom said nothing. I moved lower, hitting her lower cheeks and the small gap between her thighs, the gusset of her thong soaking up as much of the oil as possible. Jenna spread her legs until the right one hit my thigh. I drizzled more of the oil along her outer pussy lips. My girlfriend ran her left hand--the hand farthest from my mother--between her legs from below, grabbed her panties. She pulled them tight between her thighs, giving her cunny a small wedgie and exposing more of her succulent pussy lips to me.
I sighed aloud, then looked at my mother. She still hadn't moved. She still had her head angled in our direction. She's not faking sleep, I thought, but whatever this game was, I wasn't going to go beyond the rules she had given me--although whatever Jenna did on her own was beyond my control.
I reached out with my hands, my fingers stretching, and my palms open and wide, ready to grasp my girlfriend's teen ass. Was Mom going to stop me with a gotcha moment? I don't know why I thought she would, but I did--it made no sense, but neither did this. My hands hovered over Jenna's cheeks. She inhaled, her breath shaky as my shadow loomed over her backside. I lowered my hands, sensing her cheeks before I touched them, and then I had her bubble butt in my hands, and despite the thick size of her golden apple, my hands nearly swallowed her cheeks whole.
She looks so small next to me, I thought, and given that she was only eighteen, no wonder her father worried about what I wanted to do to his daughter. Poor guy. But then I spread his little girl's ass cheeks wide, forgetting all about him.
Jenna giggled, then she sighed as I held her cheeks open. Had she been naked, I would have seen her asshole struggle to wink at me. She moved her hips upward, wiggling them as well, fighting the pressure of my hands. My oiled palms slid off her cheeks, allowing her crack to close, then I grabbed the bottoms of her cheeks with my thumbs, resting them on the inward curve of her twin hams, and I pushed upward.
The tips of my thumbs pressed into her crack, rubbing her nylon thong but not moving under the fabric. I dug the heels of my palms into her backside, tenderizing her meat and muscles and driving goosebumps up her spine. Jenna bit back a moan, but there was no mistaking how good my hands were making her feel. There was a smile on her face, something between pleasure, excitement, and nervousness. I thought back to the moments we had tried to flaunt our sexuality before our parents' eyes--god, what was wrong with us?
I dragged my thumbs downward through her crack, then slid my fingers to the outside of her thighs. I moved upward, oiling her hips and swinging back down over her cheeks, spreading them again as I worked my touch to the bottom swells of her buttocks. I spread her lower cheeks open, the tight flesh creasing against her thigh and sweeping inward toward her cunny. Jenna sighed again as the pressure causing her lower cheeks to open also spread her pussy lips apart, which allowed more of her thong to seep into her steamy cleft, nearly exposing her inner folds.
Where the treasure lay.
Sunlight glinted off the backs of Jenna's thighs, and I moved my hands from her ass after one final, over-the-top squeeze of her cheeks. I slid my hands down the backs of her tapered legs and around their sides, all the way to her feet, pausing to give her hamstrings and calve a good thumbing, creating comet lines and forcing soft moans from Jenna's clenched teeth. During this time, my cockhead throbbed, my shaft ached, and my balls spewed precum that I wasted outside my mother's mouth. My mother's, because Jenna had yet to give me head.
If I could have taken out my cock and made my mother suck it right there, with Jenna beneath me, I would have. I could picture my mother pouting, Do I have to? While I answered, Yes, you do unless you want me to fuck Jenna in front of you. Since this was a daydream, my girlfriend would join in and--
"Oh," Jenna squealed.
I had pushed my hands up the insides of her thighs, my thumbs pushing a wave of tension before it. I had slid so far between her thighs that my thumbs had pushed into her outer pussy lips, moved inward over her nylon panties, forcing some of the fabric into her soaking wet hole.
I pulled my hands away, and Jenna uttered a soft, "Aw," that made my balls spit up another healthy dose of precum.
My heartbeat rose beneath my chest, creating a hollow thumping in my ears. The world grew brighter, and I could see every line between Jenna's legs. The softness of the pussy crescent beneath her thong was tangible to my eyes, and my mouth watered as I imagined the taste of her vanilla pudding. Then, after widening my eyes, then shutting them, I imagined Jenna and my mother bent over my bed with their asses in the air, their legs spread, and their juicy pussies eager for my kiss.
I opened my eyes and whispered, "Turn over," to Jenna in a shaky voice. Did I just see my mother smile from the corners of my eyes? "Let me get your front."
"I have to tie my bra," Jenna said.
"No." I put my hands on her wrists. "Just hold it against your chest. So long as you're not flashing me, it's fine."
I didn't look at Mom, but Jenna did, and when my mother didn't move or voice any objections, Jenna said, "Okay." I heard the unspoken, Daddy in the air.
Jenna turned over, holding her bra against her tits before lowering her hands to her sides. I oiled my palms and started with her arms, doing one at a time, holding her wrist with my off-hand while swimming my free hand up to her shoulder, then across to her neck. Her feet and shins came next. I picked up the bottle of oil and poured some more over her chest and breasts, and she smoothed her hands over her tits, plastering her bikini bra to her mounds, her nipples pushing up and through the fabric.
A pulse of electric bliss raced through my balls.
Jenna pinched her nipple, the farthest from my mother, and her eyes slid to her left as a sly smile spread across her lips. I poured more oil onto her smooth belly and even more along her hips and thighs. With a devious expression, Jenna clenched her ass cheeks and pumped her pussy upward, begging me to cover more of her flesh in the slippery liquid. I smiled, nodding, and saturated her mound and cunny bulge, glazing her tasty clam until it shined.
We had made a mess of her body.
I set the oil down and placed my hands on Jenna's sides. She smiled, biting her lower lips and turning her eyes to the left as if she could see my mother without turning her head. I pressed my fingers into her flesh, squeezing her while I rowed my thumbs over her stomach, the oil dripping from her like thick, melted honey.
With every breath she took, her stomach dipped inward, and I moved over her long stomach muscles and played with her belly button, dipping in and circling the shallow divot, making her smile and jump as her flesh glistened with oil. I moved toward her breasts, and Jenna grabbed the sides of her bra and pulled outward and down, tightening the material and making it thinner across her teenage tits.
"Anywhere there is no bikini," she mouthed, once again sliding her eyes to the left.
That was what my mother had said, so I spread my thumb and fingers wide and pushed to the bottoms of her young tits, cupping her mounds in that long crescent of flesh between my thumbs and forefingers. They pushed right under her heavy breasts, and I brushed my fingers over the exposed perkiness of her big tits. I caressed Jenna when I could, I held her tight when my cock strained forward, and I even used two hands per breast for a minute or more.
I ran one hand between them and one around their outsides, cupping them from two directions, testing their give and their impulse to bounce back to their full roundness after every titty-hug. Jenna's nipples seemed to swell with the attention. Even though her eyes begged me to abuse her puckered nubs with light flicks and twists of my fingers that would have sent bolts of pleasure through her body, I held back from touching them, keeping my promise to my mother.
It was hard leaving Jenna's breasts, but I still had her thighs, hips, and the swell of her nearly exposed snatch to spread my hands over.
Mom still hadn't moved.
I dropped my palms to Jenna's thighs, above her knees, and moved upwards. My fingers led the way, my thumbs in the inward curve of her thighs, but not between her legs. I oiled her slick body to her hips and around her sides, getting my fingers into her butt cheeks and coming back around to feather the top of her mound where her panties were too small to cover. Every single one of her inhales trembled through her nostrils; her exhales matched those anxious sounds.
I moved down her thighs, and then I moved my hands to the insides of her knees. Jenna spread her legs for me, her chest expanding outward and her stomach dipping inward as she sucked air into her lungs. I moved up her legs, her flesh softer between her thighs--softer and warmer, her heat penetrating my skin and making my palms tingle.
"Mmm," Jenna moaned as I touched the hollow dip between her thighs and pussy. She spread her legs as far as she could, her right sliding off the chair and pulling her pink pussy lip from beneath her panties. The nylon sunk into her slit, cupping her slot with a fury, and her swollen clit made a soft hill against the fabric covering her twat.
Anywhere not covered by Jenna's bikini is okay by me.
If it was okay by my mother....
I pushed all the way up Jenna's thighs, my thumbs touching her between her legs, riding her pectineus muscle as it connected her thighs to the slope of her mound. I rubbed downward into that hollow dip before her exposed outer pussy lips. Jenna shivered, and I moved inward, touching the softness of her outer lips and running my thumbs through the oils that had slipped from her cock-hungry twat.
Jenna bit back a whimper.
My left thumb moved inward, connecting with her inner lip and bending the soft, rubbery flesh with the pressure of my touch. I caressed her labia with up and down strokes, never trying to go further beneath her panties. Digging my thumbs into her cunny meat, I squeezed inward, pinching her softness and running my thumbs upward until I had pressed on her pussy lips where they surrounded her clit. I squeezed, moving my fingers left and right and left again, tugging her pearl, and then Jenna whimpered louder than she should have.
"Has it been ten minutes yet?" Mom asked, yawning, and I knew right away that she had not been asleep.
"About," I said, pulling my hands away from Jenna's pussy.
Jenna fixed her bikini.
"I think I could use a swim," Mom said, pushing herself from her chair. She looked down at us and shook her head. "How much oil do you think a girl needs?"
I laughed.
"Is anyone going to join me for a swim?"
"In a minute," I said.
Mom walked to the pool and jumped into the water.
"I need to come," Jenna whispered as soon as we heard the splash of water behind us. "I have to go. I need to come so badly, baby. I'm sorry." She sat and leaned forward, pecking me on the lips. "We're going to fuck soon, I promise."
She stood, grabbed her towel, and wrapped it around her waist. She turned and jogged through the backyard, calling her goodbyes to mom before she went into the house. I shook my head as I watched her go. I needed to come too.
"Is there anything you need me to do for you?" Mom asked after several minutes of silence.
I turned around.
Mom was in the pool, standing near the edge.
"Mark, is there something you need to make me do?" she asked in a low, throaty voice.
"You're damn right there is," I growled. "Get inside the house."
Mom smiled and said, "If I have no choice."
"You don't," I said, watching her leave the pool and walk toward the house, her ass cheeks sliding together as she removed her bikini for me.
I followed my mother into the house, stripping down to nothing as well.
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Mom

Mom turned around once she passed the kitchen island, her eyes widening when she saw me wearing nothing but my hard-on with water dripping from my lean muscles and my dick pointing at her with a menacing swell to its size. I don't know if she had planned on me behaving as directly as I was, but I walked straight to her, brought my hands up so fast that she flinched, and caught her cheeks within my palms. I lowered my head. Mom opened her mouth, her instincts kicking in, and her tongue slid forward between her lips, swinging down and around, licking my tongue as I opened my mouth and pushed inward beyond her lips.
"Mmm, mmm, umm, mmm," Mom moaned as our lips melded and our tongues danced, both of our mouths watering as we wrestled behind her gums.
I stepped forward, pushing my cock into Mom's stomach; her body was small and slight compared to mine, and there was nowhere for her to run. My hands encompassed her head while my mouth crushed hers. I was easily twice as broad as my mother and a head and a half taller--I was taller than my father--with bigger hands, shoulders, arms, muscles--perhaps in every possible way. A man will never know how small his mother can feel in his arms until he's pressing his lips against hers and sliding his tongue into her mouth while holding her in a grip that she couldn't get away from. Thankfully, my mother didn't want to get away from my hold on her.
Mom pressed her lips against mine as hard as I pressed mine against hers. She darted her tongue around my mouth, circling mine, licking it, petting it, and running her tip along the surface, touching the roof of my mouth. When my cock hit her stomach and slid upward, she moved her hips, rubbing her stomach across the thick under-vein running the length of my shaft. At the start of our kiss, she had grabbed onto my wrist, but her hands now slid up my arms and over my biceps, rubbing them back and forth before sliding down my ribs and sides before taking my ass cheeks in her hands and squeezing them hard. Between us, our hearts hammered each other's chests, beating as one through the barriers of our flesh.
"Why did you let it go so far?" I asked, breathing hard as our lips parted.
"Because now you want to fuck her, and you can't," Mom said, her voice fighting her deep breaths. "Your balls need to release that nut, baby, and I'm the only one who can do that for you."
Jesus Christ!
"But you'll get into trouble if you do it in Jenna's teen pussy. I can't let you get into trouble." Mom's eyes smoldered. "I have to make you come now, to keep you out of trouble. I have to, don't I? Because you're going to make me." Mom's head moved forward, her mouth pressing against mine, and when she pulled back, she tugged on my lower lip in a way that made precum slide through my shaft. "You're going to make me make you come, aren't you?"
"Yeah," I said, slipping my hands down her back and taking her ass in my hands. My palms and fingers swallowed her firm cheeks whole as I lifted her into the air.



I carried Mom down the shortcut hallway into the living room. Her lips never left mine. Her tongue caressed me as I dipped my fingertips between her thighs, sliding them along the length of her small cunnyhole. I found her clam dewy and wet, sticky to the touch, with a layer of honey that made soft, sticky sounds whenever I dipped my fingers into her. Unable to help myself, I reached upward through my mother's butt crack with my middle fingers and lubricated her asshole with her juices.
"Ooh, baby," Mom whispered against my lips. "You like to get nasty with Mommy, don't you, baby?"
"I take after you," I whispered, prodding her butthole but not trying to enter her puckered backdoor. "You're getting nastier by the hour."
"Uh-huh," Mom said in a throaty voice, nodding her head while wearing a doe-eyed, pouty look. "That's because your father won't let me be naughty with him." Mom pouted. "He'll never let me be as nasty as I want to be."
I had to ask her about that later as I sat her on the back of the couch. I leaned down, bending my knees, and hunching my back as I took my mother's right tit into my mouth. I sucked inward, hard, pulling backward and taking her tit flesh with me, then her areola, followed by her nipples. Her breast meat snapped away with a wet sound, and I moved to her other nub, suckling on it like a starving child.
"Oh, Mark," Mom huffed, "I love how you suck my tits. Mmm, fuck, you're a bad boy."
"I love how they fit in my mouth," I whispered. "But now I need to come. Lie down on the couch."
"Wait," Mom said, taking me by the cheeks and planting several kisses on my lips. "We don't have the time to do this right." She slid her hand down my abdominals, around my cock, and cupped my balls, making my hips jerk and my back arch. "I want you to lie down, and I'll slide my pussy over your prick if that's what I have to do."
"Oh, god," I moaned. We didn't have time to do this right! I was so fucking close! "That's what you have to do." I swallowed, trying not to come as Mom's ball-caressing fingers filled my sack with pleasure. "And tomorrow--oh, fuck, Mom, tomorrow--we can do it right, right?"
Mom uttered a throaty laugh and whispered, "Yeah, if you make me."
I groaned again and picked my mother up by her ass. Turning, I slid my right leg over the back of the couch and planted my foot on the center cushion, and then I slid my left leg over the backrest, taking Mom with me as I slid down the backrest and sat on the couch lengthwise against the armrest.
"Oh," Mom said, laughing while I held her pussy above my cock. "So strong, baby. So fucking strong."
"I like it when you do things for me," I said.
"A mother does what a mother has to do." As she said the word, mother, a new spark of excitement flared in her eyes. "A mother does what she has to do... for her son."
Mom kissed me hard, bruising my lips as she forced her tongue into my mouth. I set her down, the underside her pussy kissing the underside of my glans and sending my cock against my stomach. A quick throb of pleasure soothed the ache between my legs as Mom slid her pussy down my shaft and rested her cunny lips against my balls. She pushed on my shoulders and then my chest, forcing me to lay down as her lips stayed connected to mine until neither of us had any breath left to spare.
"Remember this moment," Mom whispered, looking into my eyes. "You can't fuck Jenna, so whenever you have the urge for some pussy, you have to come home for it... to me." Mom humped her hips forward, her twat feathering my prick from my balls to my crown. "Momma"--her smile widened into something sinister--"is who you have to come to for your daily dose of pussy."
I moaned, my balls tightening with every naughty word that left my mother's mouth.
"I have all the pussy you need between my legs," Mom said, her words trembling as they left her lips. She mashed her twat against my pole. Her pussy lips spread to either side of my shaft, bulging against the insides of her slender thighs, her flesh so soft and tender that it felt like warm butter oozing around my hard-on. "Whenever you want it... to keep you out of trouble."
"Fuck, Mom," I said, grabbing onto her sides, above her hips, where her skin was softer and more welcoming to my touch.
"But, when your father is here," she panted, her eyes widening as a smile spread across her lips, "you'll have to make me surrender my pussy to you." She moaned as she slid her dripping wet snatch down my shaft and against my balls. "You'll just have to take it from me--oh, fuck!" She had pulled her hips back and leaned forward, pressing her clit against the thick under-vein running along my shaft. "You'll have to make me do it."
I bucked my hips, thrusting my cock through Mom's dripping wet slit as she held my dick tight to my stomach with her snatch. My knob touched her hole, the heat within creating a vaporous steam that left my pole wet. I slammed my hips upward, our bodies smacking together as my hips hit the backs of her thighs--my sack spanking her ass.
Mom whimpered, biting her lower lip.
I humped my hips upward again, moaning loud and breathing hard.
Mom leaned forward, bracing her palms against my chest and digging her fingertips into my skin.
I moaned as sharp bolts of pleasure raced through me.
Mom Groaned.
She pumped her hips forward and back, spreading her knees and rowing her creamy softness over my dick from back to front to back to front, pausing to wiggle her pussy lips and clit against my solid bar of thickness. While Mom's clit ground against my shaft, she would release several whines of pleasure before repeating her motions harder and faster than before. As she rode the length of my cock, she arched her back and reached behind her ass, cupping my balls with her right hand.
"Fuck, Mom," I gasped as her gentle touch stood my short hairs on end. "That's so fucking hot."
I slid my left hand from her side to her ass and my right upward, palming her left breast with my fingers pointed straight up, then turning them outward so I could cup the side of her tit. I rubbed her nipple in circles, then caught the puckered nub between my fingers and pulled. Mom gasped. I strummed the pebbled tip while Mom dropped her head back and filled the living with quick, excited whimpers whose meaning I recognized--she was close to coming.
My balls tingled, knowing that she was about to bust. Her insides dripped cream all over my rod, wetting me between my thighs as her pussy lips swished this way and that, spreading, slipping, and sliding, her pussyhole leaving a glazed trail of taboo nectar across my shaft.
"Fuck, Mark," Mom huffed, "I'm getting close. I'm getting close to coming on your cock."
"Mmm," I moaned as mom took my dick for a ride, her movements and words becoming too much to bear. A tingling started within my glans, shooting through my shaft and buzzing my balls with a staticky field of pleasure. "Me too, Mom. Oh, fuck, me too!"
"Open your mouth, baby," Mom said. "I've got a treat for you."
I pictured Mom leaning forward and dropping a wad of spit into my mouth, the way those nasty fuckers in Japanese pornos did to the sluts they were fucking--why was I so twisted? But Mom didn't lean forward, and she didn't spit. She slid to her left, off the couch and around, her movement so fast that I would have missed it had I blinked. Between one second and the next, she was riding me, then she was off of me, and then she was back on me, pushing her pussy onto my mouth as she took my dick between her lips.
Amazing!
I kissed Mom's slit as she tongued my corona with wild licks. A shiver tore through me as she moved her head to the side and licked my glistening dick down to my balls while jerking me off with her right hand. She grabbed my balls with her left hand and pulled them toward her mouth, sucking on my sack as she stroked my cock.
I didn't have much time. The tip of my dick tingled with my impending orgasm. I moaned into Mom's pussy, reaching between her legs with one hand to thumb her clit while reaching around her thigh with my other hand and sliding my two biggest fingers into her muff.
"Oomph," Mom grunted at my digits' thick penetration.
I slid my tongue onto the curve of her pussy, and despite the tight fit, I managed to lick and suck her clit while thumbing her pearl between my tongue-licks. Just as Mom released a high-pitched whimper around my knob, I came, spraying a thick rope of jizz into her mouth. My shaft filled with hot, sticky cum, and I unloaded every ounce of sperm from my balls and into my mother's mouth.
"Mmm, mmm, umm, mmm," Mom whimpered around her mouthful of cock. With each whimper, her pussy filled my mouth with the warm cunny-honey that had been building inside of her. Her thighs clamped down on my head, and she laid her body flat against mine, shaking and trembling and leaving my face messy with her cummy juices.
I lay in a daze, staring into my mother's vertical smile, her lips glistening, and her creased folds making me think of a teepee with a pink line for a door.
"I have to get back to work," Mom panted, her lips moving against my semi-rigid staff. "This is going to be an exhausting summer for me."
I smiled.
"Mom?"
"Yeah?"
"I don't want you to wear panties tonight." Goosebumps spread across my skin. "In case I need to make you do something while Dad's here."
"Maybe we shouldn't fool around while Dad is here," Mom whispered. "Last night was dangerous."
"Unless I make you," I said. "Unless I take it from you."
"Oh, boy." Mom grabbed onto my thighs and pushed herself up. "I got carried away."
"Dad doesn't let you get carried away." I lifted my arms and placed my hands on Mom's ass, spreading her cheeks and looking at her little butthole. "I'll let you get carried away."
"Your dad is a passionate man," Mom groaned as I pulled her cheeks further apart. "But he's always passionate. Passionate, romantic... loving, and if he had his way, he'd never give me what I need half of the time."
"What's that?" I asked, touching her rosebud with the tip of my forefinger.
"A proper fucking that breaks my pussy," Mom said, gasping as her butthole sucked at my fingertip. "Are you sure you're ready for my naughty side, Mark? All of it? Sometimes, I just want to be a slut."
"Yes," I said.
"Careful what you wish for," Mom whispered, then added in her normal voice, "I need to get work."
Mom stood, turned, planted a kiss on my forehead, and then she headed upstairs, calling back, "Pick up our bathing suits, please."
"And don't wear panties tonight," I called back to her.
"If you're gonna make me," she said in a sigh-like tone that was almost too low to hear.
I smiled, thinking about tonight.

* * * * *

When tonight came around, I was in my room face-timing with Jenna over my phone. She had her phone set up on a stand, aimed at her naked body as she opened and closed her drawers, looking for something to wear.
"What do you think will drive my father nuts tonight?" Jenna asked. "What's going to make him look at me and think, 'This girl needs to get fucked,'?"
"Your oiled body from this afternoon," I said as I lay on my side in the center of my bed. "That was something."
"I know, right?" Jenna faced the camera, smiling and shaking her head, her pale nipples and areolas standing out against the gold of her tan. "Maybe your mom was giving us a break. I never thought that she was against you fucking me."
"Making love to you," I said, laughing, "is how she would have put it."
"Well, we can make love after you give me my first real fuck," Jenna said. "My pussy is aching for your dick."
"You're making me hard."
"Stroke it for me," Jenna said. "C'mon, that's not against the rules, is it?"
I laughed.
"Whatever." She turned back to her drawers, giving a shot of her narrow waist and thick ass, her butt curving outward, not sideward. "What do you think? Should I wear my pink crop top or my white cotton T that you can see my nipples through?" She looked over her shoulder at me. "You'll get my nipples really hard if you jerk off to me right now. I'll stick my butt out and spread my legs, and you can pretend your fucking either hole."
I groaned, then said, "You rarely let me lick your asshole."
"Because it's weird, but it does feel sooooo fucking good," Jenna said, biting her lips. "I like to save that for special occasions." She made a wet, tsk, sound. "I'm just a little girl. Don't pressure me to do naughty things!"
We laughed together.
"Focus on my mouth and pussy, and then you can have all of my ass on my nineteenth birthday."
"Promise?"
"Pinky promise," Jenna said. "But, you have a scary dick, so let me get used to it first. You can't just go shoving it up my butt like I'm a pornstar."
"You should wear that pink shirt you have that says, 'Daddy's Girl,'" I said, "and your yoga shorts that ride halfway up your ass like a pair of panties."
"Ooh, that would be hot." Jenna smile-cringed as she looked into the camera. "You know, I told Karen about our plan."
"About teasing your dad?" I asked, leaning forward. "Everyone's going to think I'm a fucking pervert."
"You are a pervert. I'm just a kid."
"Stop that," I said. "You're not a fucking kid."
"Don't worry," Jenna said, "Karen told me a secret too." Jenna turned around and sat against her dresser, her thighs closed and squishing her pussy lips together but not hiding the start of her slit before it disappeared between her thighs.
"Which was?"
"She caught her uncle jerking off to her!" Jenna said, laughing hard. "Not the older one, but the younger one. The cute one."
"I don't know her uncles," I said.
"He's ten years older than her," Jenna said. "It doesn't matter. One night, she got drunk at a party and came home, but she couldn't make it upstairs. Her uncle was in the recliner, and she dropped down on the couch with a blanket. During the night, she took off her pants under the blanket, but she woke sometime later with the blanket on the floor and the sound of porn on the TV."
I laughed, saying, "That's why you have to mute the porn, even when you don't want to."
"Karen only cracked her eyelids open. She didn't make a big deal about waking up, even when she saw her uncle looking at her while stroking his dick. She realized that he was staring between her legs, at the front of her sheer white thong. I helped her pick out those panties. You can see everything."
"Why'd she wear them?"
"For Brad," Jenna said. "She thought she was going to get fucked--he only fingered her--but that's not the point. When she realized that her uncle had his dick in his hand and that he was staring at her, she spread her farther apart for him."
"You'd get millions of views if you put that on Pornhub," I said as my cock thickened with a gradual flow of excitement. I loved the feeling of my shaft stretching forward and outward, plumping up a little at a time and making me feel really big, not that I wasn't big, but there's a difference between feeling big and being big.
"Now, she masturbates while thinking about him," Jenna said. "When she sees him, he makes her blush, and she can't stop thinking about how excited and nervous he must have been when he jerked off so close to her. She didn't say it, but you could totes tell that she wants to fuck her uncle."
"She totes does, does she?" I asked, raising my voice with an over-the-top tone of curiosity.
"Shut up," Jenna said. "I like that word 'totes.' Like, I'm gonna totes suck your dick one day soon, baby."
"When you use it that way...."
We laughed.
"What should I wear?" Jenna smiled, her lips pulling into a sly curve. "Maybe your mother can lend me her bikini."
I laughed.
"Your mom looks good, by the way," Jenna said. "She got the bi-curious side of me wet!"
"Save your wetness for your dad."
"Ew," Jenna said, laughing. "You want me to fuck my dad." She laughed harder. "What if teasing him leads to fucking him? Oh my god: What would you do if that happened?"
I laughed and shook my head, unable to come up with something witty to say.
"Wear your yoga shorts and a small T-shirt," I said as Jenna's laughter faded away. "Don't wear your panties or your bra."
"Of course not." She bit her lower lip, then reached up to pinch her nipples, uttering a small gasp as she pulled them outward. "Do you want me to play with my fat pussy, Daddy?"
I groaned as Jenna giggled.
"Do you think my father will smell how horny I am if my pussy is all wet for you?" Jenna looked down and spread her legs as she leaned her ass against her dresser. "Do you like my meaty, teen pussy, Daddy?"
"You're going to get us into trouble," I said as my cock surged to its full hardness. "You need to get going."
"Aw," Jenna pouted. She looked down at her pussy and spanked it hard. "Bad kitty, giving my boyfriend a hard-on."
I laughed, and my laughter ended in a groan as I thought about pulling my dick out and giving Jenna a show.
"This better work soon," Jenna said, grabbing her clothes. "If Dad doesn't tell me to fuck you by Friday, then we're fucking on Saturday no matter what."
"Sounds good to me," I said, the word rushing out of my mouth before I could stop them.
"Promise?"
"Pinky promise," I said, unable to stop myself again.
"Okay. I'll call you tonight to tell you what happens." Jenna walked to the phone, puckered her lips, and blew me a kiss. "Love you."
"Love you," I said and disconnected the call.
Why had I promised her that we'd fuck on Saturday? Why had I promised my mother that I wouldn't fuck Jenna as long as Mom gave herself to me? Why-why-why?
Because the women you love most are promising you their pussies, that's why!
I could always count on my little head to reason things out for me. I looked at my clock. It was only six in the evening--on Wednesday--which gave me a few days to figure out how I was going to keep my promise to Jenna come Saturday. I thought about it until my hard-on went down. As I studied my dick through my pants as it lay on my sack, I thought, Am I bigger than Dad? I wanted to be. Thinking about giving my mother something that she'd never experienced before gave me a sick, shameful thrill that made my knob tingle.
I had to stop thinking about sex for one damn minute. It was about dinner time. I sniffed the air, but through my door, I couldn't smell anything cooking. Rising from my bed with food instead of pussy on my mind, I changed into my long, cotton workout shorts minus my boxer briefs and a tight, form-fitting T-shirt. As my cock dangled in my shorts without the tightness of my boxers to keep it in place, I thought about Mom, which led to thoughts of pussy that quickly overwhelmed my thoughts of food.
I grabbed my phone, tapped the screen to Mom's number, and texted, Did you remember not to wear your panties tonight? I stared at the screen, waiting, my mind focused on the screen and my heartbeat singing at a steady pace.
Yes, Mom texted me less than a minute later. Come downstairs if you're hungry.
For food, pussy, or both?
I headed downstairs, leaving my phone behind and smelling the warm scent of dinner once I reached the top of the stairs. Spices and herbs and cooking meat from the kitchen filled my nostrils. There was nothing quite like my mother's cooking. I don't think I had ever had that thought before without someone asking me first--it's amazing how much more I could appreciate a woman when she was giving her pussy to me.
"Hey, Dad," I said as I entered the foyer and looked into the living room. Dad sat on his couch with a rocks glass of whiskey in his hand. Oh, no. "You're not taking a sleeping pill today?" I nodded at his glass of liquor.



"No, I am," Dad said, looking at his glass. "I've found that I can have four fingers of whiskey before I take my pills, and then I'll be out for ten hours straight. Not even a thunderbolt from Zeus could wake me after that." Dad looked at his phone. "It's six now; I'll be out by eight and up by six-thirty, well-rested."
"As long as it's safe," I said.
"Between you and me," Dad said, lowering his voice, "I need the rest. I went to the gym today to work on my cardio. Your mother has been wearing me out the last couple of days."
"Ah, Dad," I said. "Why would you tell me that?"
While the words that left my mouth sounded like the response a good son might have given, on the inside, I thought, I wish we could brag about Mom to each other. Was I odd for wanting to share my mother with my dad? I had glossed over several incest stories in the last few days, and they were always about sons who stole their mothers from their fathers, but I loved my dad. What would it be like to have Mom walk around naked for us, taking her whenever we wanted, or having Mom give us blow jobs while we watched sports together? What would it be like to have Mom as our sex slave?
"Hey," Dad said, "if I have to hear about how my son is trying to have sex with his girlfriend then you can listen to me brag about my sex life."
"What if grandpa talked to you about grandma?" I pictured my grandmother, who was sixty-three or four. She belonged on any magazine with a Sexy Over Sixty cover story. My grandma had a Jayne Seymour-like appeal with a fit, older woman's body... what would it be like if we double-teamed his mother together? Oh, man, I had really become fucked up in the head.
"I'd ask him," Dad said, "'So, old man, how much Viagra do you have to take to get your willy up?'"
"Ah, man," I said, laughing. "Why do you always have to top me?"
"Because," Dad said, "I can't make these kinds of jokes at work anymore since #MeToo, though it seems to be dying out, doesn't it?"
"You were topping me before #MeToo came along," I said, heading toward the kitchen.
"Check on dinner for me, thanks."
"Stick to your four fingers tonight," I said as I walked through the shortcut hallway.
I found Mom in the kitchen, standing at the island with her back to me. She had her long hair pulled up in a swirling bun gathered at the back of her head with loose strands hanging about in a sexy, I've just-been-fucked, kind of a mess. Had my father fucked her while I was upstairs? The idea made my dick swell all over again.
Mom was wearing a thigh-length, loose-fitting dress-shirt made of blue cotton with a wide collar and long sleeves that she had folded back to her elbows and a tie belt at the waist. I knew that dress. I knew that it buttoned down the center in the front. The cotton was soft but thick enough to hide her nipples and dark enough to hide any wet spots from her lack of panties.
I stopped at the end of the hallway and said, "I think that you should show me that you're not wearing panties." Despite my calm voice, a chill ran up my spine. My dad wasn't far away, and though we had fooled around on the couch with Dad sleeping nearby, I wasn't sure if Mom would surrender herself to me with him awake in the living room.
"Where's your father?" Mom asked. She reached her right arm forward, picking up the glass of white wine sitting in front of her. She brought it to her lips and drank, helping herself to a long swallow of alcohol.
"On the couch, waiting for dinner." I licked my lips and opened and closed my fist, stretching my fingers. "Should I tell him it will be ready in ten minutes?"
"Five," Mom said. "If you tell him ten, he may come in here and try to will his food to finish faster, but if you tell him five, then it might take him ten."
"Dad," I shouted, "you got five minutes!"
"Thanks!" Dad yelled back.
"I could have done that," Mom said, tilting her head as her shoulders shook with mild laughter.
"Show me your ass," I whispered to my mother, eyeing the way her cotton shirt dress hung atop her ass, giving off faint impressions of its pear shape and curves and the crack of her ass.
"But your father...."
"I'm making you do it," I said. "You have to."
Mom set down her glass of wine. She reached back with both of her hands, grabbing the sides of her dress. The fabric bunched and twisted as her fingers pinched the cloth against her thumbs, and with a small hip shuffle, she dragged her dress up the backs of her thighs.
My hard-on grew, thickening and pushing my shorts outward, the lack of my boxer briefs allowing air to flow between my thighs and around my balls, giving me a light exposure that made me shiver. The crease between the backs of Mom's thighs came into view, then the bare flesh of her cheeks, her pussy shadowed by her butt and dress, the dimmer lighting, and the angle of my gaze. She raised her dress to the small of her back, then gathered the material and pulled it forward, tightening the hem of her skirt around her waist.
"There," Mom said, accusing me of something with resentment in her voice. "Now, what are you going to make me do?"
"Stand still and listen for Dad," I said as my heartbeat rose.
"Okay," Mom said, the sound of the TV seeming to come from a great distance away.
I walked forward, hooking my thumbs into my waistline as I did, tugging my shorts outward and downward, freeing my big dick, and hooking my shorts beneath my cum-filled balls. The kitchen's air tickled my sack and cooled my knob, providing a breezy thrill before I pressed my spongy mushroom tip against Mom's ass and slid upward through her crack, resting the underside of my shaft between her warm cheeks.
"Oh," Mom said, louder than I thought she would. "Not that away!" She tried to slide away from me, but I caught her hips and pulled her ass hard against my cock, smashing my rod between us.
"Yes, this way," I said, "listen for Dad."
"Uh," Mom grunted as I pulled my ass back and pumped my cock forward, hot-dogging her ass cheeks with the thickness of my slightly curved cock. "Turn me around"--she uttered a struggle-sounding moan as she tried to push herself away from the kitchen island--"so I can watch for your father!" She spoke softly but in a rush of words punctuated with a tremor of adrenaline.
"Listen for him," I whispered, lowering my lips to her exposed ear and then licking her behind her lobe. Mom shoved her butt hard against my cock, wiggling her hips by dancing on her toes. "Listen to the TV. He'll turn it off."
"He better," Mom whispered. "The things you make me do!"
"I'm going to make you do a lot of things, Mom." I humped my cock faster between her cheeks, my balls making little plops of sound as they battered the bottom of her butt. "Naughty things. Nasty things. Things Dad won't do to you. Things that'll make you feel like a dirty whore when you're doing them."
"Yes!" Mom hissed, her entire body shuddering and her breath shaking. She reached back and grabbed onto my hips, using the new leverage to fuck her ass against my cock with twisting motions that made my knob tingle.
I slid my lips down the back of my mother's neck and bit the curve of her shoulder, tugging on her skin as her breathing turned ragged. She let go of my right hip and brought her hands between her legs. I slid my hands around her waist, her dress resting on my forearms as I pushed my hands up her smooth stomach, over her ribs, and cupped her little-titty handfuls, her dress rising and leaving her as naked as Rebecca De Mornay's sexy nymph ass in the first fuck scene of Risky Business.
"Mmm, fuck, hurry," Mom huffed. "Hurry up and come on me!"
I held my mother's tits, squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples, tweaking them, twisting them, making her gasp as I ran my dick through the crack of her ass. My skin tingled, and my cock buzzed; my orgasm was so close but so far away. The idea of my dad catching me with my mother--his wife--added an adrenaline rush to my body that hollowed out my insides. Would he join me in pleasing his wife?
"Push your cock between my legs," Mom panted, her titties now slick with sweat. "Hurry, you nasty bastard."
"Fuck," I gasped in her ear, keeping my voice low. I hunched my hips, pulling my ass back, and the tip of my cock slid downward. My knob pressed into Mom's crack, parting her cheeks as it made its way to the steamy, heart-shaped gap between her legs. I found the gap and pushed forward, the top of my prick grazing my mother's smooth and juicy pussy lips. She closed her legs and lowered her right hand beneath her snatch, taking hold of my throbbing prick.
"Fuck me," Mom hissed. "Fuck your mother's thighs!"
I pumped her thigh gap fast and hard, keeping our bodies pressed together as my cock collected her slippery cunny cream. Her fingers squeezed me hard, and I was big enough for her to jerk off the upper half of my cock as the rest of me lay between her legs. Precum dripped from me, wetting Mom's hand along with her cunny-honey, making every thrust between her legs a slippery stroke that pulled on my dick's skin with pleasure-building intensity.
"Come, baby, come," Mom hissed. "Come, baby. Come in my hand. Come in Mommy's hand. Come for me, baby. Come for this pussy between my legs."
"Oh, fuck!" I moaned into the collar of her dress, using the cotton to muffle my sounds as my balls released a thick jet of hot, sticky jizz into my shaft. I hugged Mom tightly against me, her heart beating hard through her chest and tits and her legs squeezing me in a slippery hug. She held onto my knob with both hands, catching my baby batter as it splashed against her palms.
"Jerk the rest of it onto my ass," Mom said, pulling her hands from between her legs.
I pulled my cock back, my shaft softening into a semi-hard, rubbery elephant's trunk. Taking my cock by its neck with my right hand, I dragged the tip through Mom's crack, leaving strings of liquid crystal in her cleft as I jerked my shaft with my left hand. When I stepped away from her, Mom's dress fell back around her thighs. She turned around, and holding her hands cupped together, she lifted the pool of cum in her palms and lapped at it like a kitty, looking me in the eyes the entire time.
It wasn't until after my cum was in her tummy that she said, "Your father!" as her eyes went wide.
I walked around the corner, and as we had hoped, Dad had forgotten about dinner and was watching TV. "It's ready," I said and hurried to my chair, needing to hide the cum stain on the front bulge of my shorts.
After dinner, Dad had another two fingers of whiskey, along with his sleeping pill. He headed upstairs as soon as his first yawn widened his mouth. Before he left, he asked Mom, "Coming to bed? I need someone to cuddle me to sleep."
No, I thought, lengthening the word until it echoed in the distant reaches of my skull. I knew Mom could come back downstairs after Dad had fallen asleep, but I didn't want to wait.
"I'll be right there." Mom kissed him on the cheek before he went upstairs. When Dad was gone, she turned to me and said, "Does Mommy get a kiss tonight?"
We were on our couch, in our safe place. I slid to her, moving between her legs and pressing my lips to hers. Our mouths opened, our tongues came out, and we spent the next several minutes involved in deep, wet kisses that we punctuated with the sounds of our lips coming together and breaking apart.
"You're coming back down when Dad falls asleep," I said to Mom, pulling up her skirt and sliding my right palm down the inside of her thigh, cupping her wet folds. I slid my middle finger between her lips, making her back arch as I probed her pink depths. "I want to play with this some more." I squeezed her pussy hard.
"Mmm," Mom groaned as I rubbed her G-spot. "You know--mmm--Mark, we were always--oh--afraid of buying you"--Mom spread her knees wide and pushed her cunny onto my finger--"new fucking toys because you played with them--uh--so much. You always broke them right away." Mom closed her eyes and whimpered as I pressed my thumb down on her little, pink pearl. "Is that what you're going to do to me? Are you going to break Mommy's pussy?"
"Mom," I groaned, the hairs on the back of my neck standing up, "only if your pussy deserves it." Who, but me, was lucky enough to talk to his mother this way?
"It does, baby, oh it fucking does," Mom whispered. "But right now, you have to let my pussy go. I need to tuck your father into bed."
"If you say so," I whispered. Would she fuck him? "But come back down as soon as he falls asleep."
Mom shook her head. "You've had enough for today and night, and you have to get your sleep. There's something you need to make me do tomorrow."
"Yeah?" I slipped another finger into my mother's dewy twat.
"Mmm, you little shit," Mom hissed. "Yeah. You have to make me take your big dick. Now, get off of me." I parted with my mother, but so slowly that she had to push me off.
"Come downstairs later," I said as she walked upstairs.
"No," Mom said. "You get some rest."
"I'm making you."
"No," she sounded amused.
"Then," I said, my chest swelling with new energy, "I'll come and take it from you."
Mom stopped halfway up the stairs and turned to look at me from over her left shoulder. "With your father sleeping right next to me?" She smiled that, aw, son, you're too cute for words, smile. "You wouldn't dare."
I fell back on the couch, but I knew something that Mom probably didn't think I knew. When Dad drank before taking his pill, he slept right through the night, and not even a thunderbolt from Zeus could wake him.

* * * * *

"My dad is pounding my mom hard," Jenna whispered through the phone, her voice so low that I had to strain to hear her. "Listen."
I was sitting on my bed with my shoulders hunched and my head tilted downward as if by making myself smaller, I'd be able to hear her better.
"Can you hear my mother?" Jenna asked.
"I can barely hear you," I said.
"Sorry," Jenna whispered. "I can hear her through the door. She's grunting, like those girls on Pornhub who are taking so much dick they can't think."
I laughed.
"Am I sick for thinking this is hot?" Jenna asked. "I'm so wet right now."
"No," I said, "you're not sick. It's natural. I've seen my parents have sex."
"Yeah?" Jenna's voice caught. "Tell me about it."
"Are you touching yourself?"
"Maybe," she whispered, and I could picture her face, embarrassed and apologetic for getting caught, but with a, well, what did you expect, glint in her eyes.
"Are your fingers inside or outside of your panties?"
"I'm not wearing panties, but I have my fingers on my pussy from the side, through the leg hole of my shorts." Jenna moaned, using the back of her throat to create a quiet yet high-pitched whimper. "My pussy is soaked."
"It was no big deal when I saw my parents," I said. "I was walking downstairs, and my dad was on one of the side couches, passed out from his sleeping pills. Mom was on top of him, riding him, but facing away from him and me."
"Like a cowgirl," Jenna whispered. "A reverse cowgirl. Your mom is fucking sexy. I hope I'm that hot when I'm older."
"You will be." I laughed. "Your Mom is hot too."
"Shut up," Jenna whispered. "God, she's getting fucked hard right now. Baby?"
"Yeah?" I asked, my cock swelling.
"I need to put down the phone," Jenna whispered. "I need two hands for this."
"You're going to masturbate to your parents?" My knob tingled so much that I had to squeeze my crown through my shorts.
"I'm going to come to their sounds." Jenna made a frustrated noise. "But thanks to you, maybe now I'm going to end up picturing them as well. Love you, and we'll be fucking soon."
"Hey," I said, "when your father caves into us, I'm going to fuck the hell out of you."
"I know," Jenna whispered, her voice trembling. "And you better. Love you."
"Love you," I said.
If this had been a week earlier, I'd have begged Jenna to let me listen to her, but now I had Mom to help me alleviate the blue that Jenna put in my balls. I looked at the time on my phone. It was half an hour past eight. If Dad wasn't bullshitting me, then he should be asleep and unable to wake up for another nine and a half hours. I took a deep breath, then another. My cock grew, and my heartbeat rose as I considered going to my parents' room.
"I better wait," I mumbled as my shaft straightened out. I pushed my shorts down my legs, kicking them to the floor and giving my cock the room it needed to breathe. I was naked now. My dick always felt bigger whenever I was naked and hard, and the pressure of my clothes was no longer pressing down on my shaft, restricting my cock's freedom.
I checked the time again.
A minute had passed.
Fuck.
The next twenty-nine minutes rolled by with the momentum of a steamroller. In the past, after I had discovered porn, two hours of watching shaved pussy or thick MILF muff would have felt like a couple of minutes going by. But now, knowing that my mother was down the hallway and mine to play with as my father slept made every second of those twenty-nine minutes slide forward in super-slow motion.
Fuck.
I stood.
I paced.
I dropped onto the floor and did some push-ups, getting the blood into my muscles and making them swell. Would Mom appreciate that? I could still remember when my father was as lean as I was. Now he was slender, with long muscles, but they didn't cord his body the way mine could and did when I was hitting the gym on a schedule.
Time continued to tick down. My cock hardened, then softened, then hardened again with the slightest thought of my mother and what her reaction would be once I walked into her bedroom to take her. Worry, fear, anger, frustration--I pictured everything, and each scenario ended with Mom pretending to resist me but always giving in.
My imagination flashed to when I had caught Mom riding Dad. He hadn't woken until after he had come, and even then, he sounded out of it. He hadn't been drinking that night. Could I make Mom suck his cock while I ate her from behind? My cock swelled until it hurt as a new scenario unfolded within my mind: Mom, climbing atop Dad as she had the other night, only now she was leaning forward and taking my dick into her mouth. That scenario continued, shimmering and blending until Mom was riding Dad while facing him, and I was climbing behind her with my thick, missile-shaped knob aiming straight for her virgin asshole--
I looked at the clock with my cock in my hand.
It was nine.
I stood, walked out of my room and down the hallway. Looking toward the floor, I saw no light slipping from the crack beneath my parents' door. Was Mom asleep? Would I have to wake her? Was I pushing it? Was she really not expecting me? You wouldn't dare. She had said those words with that smile on her face, calling me cute but silly.
I stood outside of her room with my heart delivering hammer blows to my breastbone and my common sense pushing back against what had been my righteous desire during the past half-hour. My cock throbbed, and my balls tightened, warning me that it was going to be a painful night for us if I didn't get my ass in there and nut in my mother's mouth. My common sense melted, and I grabbed the doorknob, turned it, and pushed the door open.
Of all the scenarios I had imagined, I had not expected the one that greeted my eyes. Shades of darkness occupied ninety-nine percent of the room. A nightlight next to Mom's bed shined down upon her face, where sat the large reading glasses she only wore by lamplight. On her breasts sat a small, paperback romance novel. She looked up at me, regarding me with a flat expression as she turned to her right and set her book down with her left hand, having to reach across her body. When she rolled back to her original position, she grabbed the edge of her comforter with her left hand and swept it across her body, unveiling her nakedness to me.



"You better hope that your father doesn't wake up and find out what you've come to do to me," Mom said in a normal, conversational tone while her eyes fell upon my cock. She took her reading glasses off, setting them on the nightstand next to her book.
I cringed for a moment, but then I remembered that not even a Zeus-thrown thunderbolt could wake my father right now. Mom knew that too. She knew it better than I did. How many times had she ridden my father while he slept? What else had she done with him? Had she sucked his cock and gotten away with it?
"Your father isn't going to wake up, Mark," Mom said, louder this time.
Hell yeah, she had!
I moved forward, my cock leading the way. Mom spread her legs, and the light from her lamp gleamed across her slit. As I stopped beside her bed, I glanced at her paperback book, the title reading Mother with the Hots. It looked old.
"I ordered it off the internet," Mom said, her voice low and hungry, "along with some other classics. I shipped them overnight. Your father doesn't know about them."
"Did it make you wet?" I asked, glancing at Dad before looking at my mother in her eyes.
"Dripping wet," Mom said, reaching between her legs to bracket her pussy folds with her fingers. As I stared at her twat, Mom pulled her hands to the side, slowly opening her dewy lips to my eyes. "Find out for yourself."
I reached down for her pussy, and as I did, Mom lifted her right hand and took my cock in her fingers, just below my corona. I bit back a moan as her touch buzzed my knob with pleasure.
"You can moan," Mom said. "Your father won't wake up."
"How do you know?" I whispered--remembering what my father had said about himself.
I moved my right hand between my mother's open thighs with my fingers pressed together and my palm facing her muff. I moved forward, cupping her wet sex and parting her inner lips with my middle finger. Tender warmth and slippery softness greeted my touch, then the doughy softness of her pink insides enveloped my digit.
"Uh!" Mom moaned, exaggerating the loudness of her pleasure.
I froze and looked at my dad. He continued to sleep, his chest rising and falling beneath the blankets, his eyes closed, and his expression calm beneath the darkness shrouding his body.
"See?" Mom asked, stroking my cock. "He won't wake--ooh!"
I had slid my ring finger into my mother's cunny without warning, giving her a little payback for scaring me. I held her pussy bowling-ball style, and she turned her hips in small circles, rolling her pussy against my digits.
"Baby," Mom whispered, squeezing my cock hard. "Mommy likes that." She licked her lips as she jerked me down to my balls. "You can be rough with me if that's how you want to take me."
"Mom," I moaned as she continued to slide her fingers around my cock. I curled my fingers within her channel, rubbing her G-stop with every withdrawal, then corkscrewing them back into her creamy cunny channel with each inward stroke. After a few thrusts into her clam, I pressed my thumb against her pink nub, forcing a hiss from her lungs as she pumped her pussy onto my fingers.
"Come closer," Mom said. "Put your dick in my mouth."
She tugged on my junk, and I stepped closer to the headboard, stopping against her nightstand. Mom scooted down the bed, still holding my dick, her pussy taking my fingers to their last knuckles. I moaned as her breath washed over my knob. We had to bend a little, but Mom's lips found my crown, pressing against my hot flesh and opening wide so her tongue could lick my piss slit.
I shivered, whispering with a tremor in my voice, "Mom, do we have to wait until tomorrow?"
"Mm-hmm," Mom moaned, taking my cock into her mouth. Her cheeks widened, and her tongue swished around the underside of my glans, circling my corona. She pulled her lips from my cockhead and licked the left side of my shaft down to my balls.
"Do we, Mom?"
Mom took my sack into her mouth, creating a tingling sensation in my balls that exploded through my body. I pressed harder on her clit, her little, squishy button rolling in the wetness between her upper pussy lips. Mom licked the right side of my shaft, not stopping until she held the bottom of my mushroom tip on the surface of her tongue.
"I thought you were here to take me," Mom said, her voice thick and muffled due to my cock resting on her tongue.
"Dad won't wake up?"
"He won't," Mom said with her tongue full of dick meat and her fingers still around my prick's shaft. I looked her in the eyes. Mom slowly jerked my cock, her emerald greens burning with a sensual intensity.
Groaning as Mom tried to take my cock into her mouth, I pulled my hips back as I slid my right arm under her knees. Mom chased my meat, sputtering when I managed to pop my knob from between her lips and push my left arm under her shoulders. With a shaky breath, I lifted her naked body from the bed, turned toward her bedroom door, and walked forward, leaving my father alone in his bed so that I could lose my virginity to my mother.
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Our First Time

I carried Mom to my room with my cock bobbing beneath her. She stared up at me as my heartbeat rose, and my cheeks turned red, the heat drifting into my neck and chest. Mom pressed her palm over my heart, a soft smile that was all too motherly appeared on her face. She rubbed my chest with back and forth strokes, her touch easing my heartbeat back to a crawl. I hadn't closed my door, and as I carried my mother over the threshold, I used the heel of my left foot to swing my door shut. The clicking of the bolt into the lock sounded so loud and final that Mom glanced over my shoulder to look at my door. I continued to my bed, climbing onto my mattress with my knees and laying my mother down in the center, her head coming to rest on my biggest pillow and her legs spreading as I leaned back to look at her.
"I'm wet," Mom whispered, "but you should warm me up some more. It's going to take a lot of cream to take your cock." She reached out and brushed my cock with her left hand, forcing a tremor through my body. "You have about an inch and a half on your father, and you're thicker." Mom licked my lips. "You have a big dick."
"That's what every son wants to hear from his mother," I said, unable to hide the smile on my face.
Saying that may have sounded silly in any other situation, but Mom said, "It's what every mother hopes to say to her son."
I looked upon my mother, admiring her slender body and her little handfuls and their pinkish nipples, hard and long, with somewhat puffy areolas. Her stomach lay long and smooth, the hint of twin muscles running down its length to her mound, where her thick landing strip matched the color of her flaxen, sunlight hair. I reached out and brushed her pubes, their silkiness making my cock bob, and then I looked below, where the rest of her sex lay hairless, wet and small and flushed pink with her desire for me--her son--and my cock.
"Don't you want it, baby?" Mom asked, spreading her legs for me and tightening the muscles of her ass, pushing her cunny upward. "Don't you want your mother's pussy? Don't you want Mommy's little pink hole?"
Groaning deep in my throat as my vocal cords tried to give voice to my desire, I slid between my mother's thighs, my balls touching her skin as I crossed over her right leg. I lay down, bracing myself on my elbows and staring into that soft, vertical smile between her thighs. Her inner lips lay pressed together, each a perfect mirror of the other and hidden within the narrow, pointed oval curve of her outer folds--a mandorla shape, as the Christians called it. I released a long sigh as I lowered my nose to my mother's muff, the tip touching her clit as I inhaled and filled my lungs with the sweet, floral scent of her maternal desire.
My tongue came out, licking low and pushing through the tenderness of my mother's cleft. Dewy wetness greeted me as her soft shell opened, the heat warming me down to my toes. I opened my mouth wider, tilting my head sideways and kissing her meaty lips, then sucking them into my mouth and pulling my head back as I did, taking her clam with me.
"Uh," Mom moaned, lifting her hips as I pinched her clit between her upper cunny lips. I let her go, then I took her folds within my grasp, squeezing and puffing out her smooth lips, trapping her pearl between her outer labia and giving her a tight squeeze. "Oh, yeah, baby."
I tugged on Mom's pussy, moving her cunny meat around while her glistening cream dripped from her slit, wetting her perineum and the pink divot of her asshole. More of her nectar dripped onto my bedspread, darkening the white fabric and branding her pussy's perfume into my sheets. After playing with her pussy for a little while longer, I released her muff meat, opened my mouth, and closed my lips over the curve of her mound, capturing her pleasure-nub and the hood above.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," Mom whined from her throat, her hips turning in small circles as she tried to guide her twat into my mouth.
I flicked her clit up and down, polishing her jewel as I brought my right hand forward, extending my fingers as I did, and slipping the tips along her opening. I feathered Mom's petals apart, folding them to sides and revealing her inner pinkness where her hole and walls were smooth and shiny. They reminded me of soft sherbet or smooth yogurt, delicious deserts that would melt when eaten.
"Ooh," Mom moaned as I pushed my middle finger into her hole. I rotated my finger upward, then down, to the right and then left, closing my eyes as Mom's pussy walls sucked on my digit, her muscles clamping around my flesh, making my dick throb and my balls ache. I slid my forefinger deep into her snatch, her walls tightening further as the new thickness filled her twat. "Oh, fuck, yeah, lick that clit, baby. Lick Mommy's clit while you finger me."
I moaned against her pussy, working her jewel faster. I moved my left hand up onto her mound, my fingers pointing to the right with my thumb slipping downward, massaging the meaty tube of flesh protecting her pearl. Every downward slide against her hood popped her clitty farther outward. Every time I swirled my tongue around her swollen jewel, Mom bucked her hips, fucking her pussy hard against my face.
When I drew my mouth back and slipped my thumb onto her clit, turning my head to kiss the inside of her damp thigh, tremors ran through her body. Her pussy channel tightened, her walls quivered, and her pussy produced a thick, creamy honey that made it easier for me to fuck her tight, little muff, despite her tightness.
"Mark, baby, Mark," Mom whimpered, closing her thighs and putting her hamstrings on my shoulders. I fingered her faster, thumbed her nub harder, my pinky finger slipping down to her asshole and tickling her rosebud. "I'm gonna come, baby! Fuck! Mommy's gonna--come!"
Mom's entire body tensed. She arched her back, lifting her ass from the bed and driving my fingers deep into her snatch. The heat within her bloomed, searing my fingers and drenching my digits in honey. Her nectar spilled from her, covering my face, wetting my tongue, giving me a deeper taste of her flavor than I had ever had before. I lapped up her cream, licking her like a dog, leaving her wet with spit yet clean of her incestuous juices.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," I moaned as I drank her sweet syrup.
Mom continued to whimper her pleasure, and she whined as a second round of bliss tortured her shaking body. Minutes seemed to pass before her muscles loosened and her ass lowered to the bed. My comforter was now wet with her juices and sweat, the smell of her pussy thicker than before, hotter, filling my nostrils with its cock-teasing scents that urged me to bury my bone as far into her pussy as possible.
"The things you make me do, baby," Mom whispered, running her hands through my hair. Her fingers curled, finding a grip in my strands, and she pulled upward. "You made me cum so much. What are you gonna make your mommy do next?"
I moaned, my heartbeat jumping every time she said the word, Mommy. I wasn't going to say that word, it was too odd for a grown man to say it, but when Mom said it, she made my balls tingle.
"I'm going to make you take my dick," I whispered. "Your son's dick."
Mom smiled, her eyes narrowing as clouds of pink swirled to life across her regal features.
"Then make me take it," Mom whispered, "since I have no choice."
"No choice," I whispered.
"None," Mom said, barely shaking her head, making it sound like a question.
"None."
I moved up my mother's body, kissing her pubic hair, kissing her waist, licking my way to her navel, the touch of my tongue making her suck in her stomach as I continued upward. I caressed her breasts as I licked each of her long nipples, sucking them into my mouth while coning her breasts and forcing more of her tit flesh beyond my lips.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," Mom moaned with deepening degrees of sensuality. She purred when I kissed her throat, and she sighed as I kissed the line of her jaw and nibbled her ear lobes, and she chased my mouth when I finally held my face above hers. "I can feel the heat of your cock against my pussy lips."
"Mom," I moaned, "you have a dirty mouth."
Mom nodded her head, her eyes sparkling as she said, "And you make me use it."
"I have to," I whispered, "if you want me to stay away from Jenna."
"Oh," Mom said, smiling, "right." She reached down between our bodies, rubbing her pussy once, her fingers sawing through her wet lips, and then she took my dick in an overhand grip and lubed my meat with her slippery juices. "Are you going to make me guide you into me? Are you ready to come home, Mark?"
I had a lot to learn about talking dirty, but I nodded to let my mother know I was ready to come home. Mom pulled me forward, her grip beneath my corona, and without having to look, she fit my knob to the steamy lips of her pussy.
"Push forward," Mom said in a throaty whisper. "Put your cock inside me."
I did as my mother told me to do. Her pussy lips kissed the tip of my glans, and then they spread apart, taking their time to unravel before rolling over my spongy crown. Heat misted my knob, followed by the sticky wetness of my mother's inside. A tingling sensation raced through my tip and down my shaft, swirling around my balls and tightening my asshole. Mom's slick pussyhole fought my girth, then spread, sliding over me with a wet, velvety grip that tugged at my skin while massaging me at the same time, sending tremors of pleasure throughout my body.
"Uh," Mom grunted heavily when my glans opened her hole and sank into her pussy. "That's a thick head, baby." Mom closed her eyes and lips and released a deep, guttural sound from her throat. "Ease yourself into me. Mmm, that's it. That's it. Work that hot dick into me nice and slow--ooh--back and forth, feed this pussy your fuck meat--ah--a little at a time, baby. Mmm, yeah, there you go."
Mom still hadn't let go of my dick. As I pushed into her, her insides fought me, the strain of her tightness forcing a wet friction across every inch of my cock. Mom would stop me, push me backward, then pull me forward, allowing me to open her twat with another inch of my cock when she was ready to take more of my salami. Her face tightened, her lips pressed together, and with every inward thrust, she would exhale a quiet moan, followed by a sigh of relief whenever I pulled my cock from her silky chamber.
"Are you okay?" I whispered, straining not to plunge my cock into her as hard as I could.
"Does it look like I'm in pain?" Mom asked, her voice trembling. "It's beautiful-agony, son. It only looks--ooh, baby--like it hurts, which is why your dick is so--mmm--fucking hard right now."
I'd be lying if I said that I didn't enjoy the pornos where the woman was struggling to take the dick, but I spoke the truth when I said, "Everything about you makes me hard, Mom."
"So you don't want to pound your cock into me and find out how loud you can make me whimper as I struggle against your big dick?"
My cheeks warmed, turning red.
"How does this pussy feel?" Mom asked when half of my cock was inside of her. She still had her hand on my shaft, jerking me and pulling the skin trapped within her cunny tight against my knob. "I can feel you throbbing inside of me."
"Your pussy feels like heaven," I said, clenching my jaw as Mom's inner muscles rippled along my shaft. It was as if I had dipped my cock into the softest, creamiest, and tightest channel of flesh in the world. My hardness fought her cunny tunnel, seeking to straighten her out while her narrow passage tried to bend my cock to its contours. Mom's snatch wrestled with my prick, setting my nerve-endings afire with pleasure that was about to cause my balls to erupt in ecstasy. "I'm trying not to come."
"It's okay if you come," Mom said, smiling at me as if I were her baby boy seeking encouragement. "Go ahead, Mark, come in Mommy's cunt."
"Not yet," I hissed, shaking my head. "I want this to last."
"What's the matter," Mom whispered, her tone sexy and sly, "is your cum too good for Mommy's hot, little pussyhole?"
I groaned, whispering, "I just don't want to come yet."
Mom stroked the half of my cock that wasn't resting inside of the oven between her thighs. Soaked in pussy juice as it was, Mom's hand slid over my shaft with a slick ease as she whispered, "It's okay to come in Mommy's pussy. It's okay to fill Mommy with cum." Mom squeezed my cock with her fingers and pussy muscles. "My pussy can take it, baby. It's okay." Mom bit her lower lip, her face pouting in the sexiest of helpless ways. "And a good son should be able to stay hard for his mommy's pussy after he fills it with his jizz."
I moaned, the sound shaking and trembling as my mother slid her hand up my shaft to her pussy lips, then back down, reversing her grip to an underhanded caress. When she reached my sack, her fingers continued to slide over my honey-covered flesh, cupping my balls and holding my sensitive testes in her palm. Mom whispered, "Mark, I'm not on birth control," as the buzzing within my sack exploded outward.
"Oh, fuck!" I whimpered as my nuts released a tidal wave of pleasure that stiffened my entire body. My insides exploded in ecstasy, the rays of bliss escaping through my skin as my entire existence shattered in joy.
Mom continued holding my nuts--something mothers aren't supposed to do--her fingers working my balls and sack, coaxing my cream through my swelling shaft and into her unprotected purse.
"Give it to me," Mom whispered. "Give Mommy all of that good-boy cream."
"Jesus, fuck, Mom," I moaned, resting my weight on her slender body and pressing my chest into her tits. My hips moved forward, and the rest of my dick filled up her twat as my jizz lubed her walls. The length and thickness of my cock made her eyes widen as she took all of my size for the first time.
"Jesus," Mom whimpered. "Stay hard for Mommy, Mark. Ooh, fuck, stay hard for me." She continued caressing my balls as she whispered her dirty words. "Stay hard for this pussy. This is naughty, family pussy you're fucking. That's it; stay hard, oh, fuck, I can feel you getting harder for me. Mmm, fuck, that's right, baby--mmm, god damn, you're in my guts. Give me what I need. I knew--mmm--my son could stay hard for his mommy's pussy. Keep this big dick hard for me so you can make another mess in my fuckhole."
Keeping hard wasn't the problem, but every time I moved, or my cock twitched, or my mother's pussy walls kissed my knob, my hypersensitive glans wanted to scream and drop another load into my mother's soaking wet snatch.
Mom released my balls, and a long sigh escaped my lips. Her hands slid to my sides, where she grabbed my muscles just above my waistline and pulled me into her. She spread her knees, placed the soles of her feet on the outsides of my legs, and rowed her pussy down my cock, then up it, her walls sucking at me with a tight, silk-wrapped rubbery friction.



"Oh, god," I whispered, my words trembling.
"Fuck me, baby," Mom moan-spoke, her words strained and focused, as if the amount of dick meat buried within her silky channel was making it hard for her to think. "Fuck me, Mark. Make us come with your incest-cock."
"Fuck, Mom, I need to read those god damn books you ordered," I said, bracing my palms on either side of her shoulders and pushing my body upward as my spine arched inward, keeping my groin pressed tightly to my mother's crotch.
"Those are my words, baby," Mom said, pumping her pussy onto my cock again. "The way you fuck me makes me say them."
I pulled my hips back, sliding my cock through my mother's tunnel, my knob's corona rubbing her pussy walls. I stopped when my tip lay buried within the shallowest portion of her little, pink hole. Taking a moment to enjoy my mother's wetness before I dipped my wick back into her yummy cunny, I flexed my cock, swirled my hips, and humped my prick back into the softness between my mother's thighs.
"Uh," Mom grunted.
Out.
"Ah," Mom sighed.
In.
"Uh," Mom grunted again.
Out and in, sigh and grunt, we created a rhythm between us that grew in tempo, then calmed, then grew, then calmed, my mother's pussy making kissing sounds whenever I pumped my prick between her lips. When I sped up, her little titties bounced, and when I slowed down, Mom was able to move her hips in concert with mine. I fucked her harder, pinning her to the bed, and I fucked her slowly as I lowered my lips to hers, our tongues dancing.
The longer we fucked, the harder Mom breathed, her panting driving me forward and feeding my desire for release. My bed creaked, the headboard slammed against the wall. Mom cheered me on with the pleasure-filled twitches of her lips and the quivering expressions that crossed her features. The grip of her cunny tunnel caressed me, and the soft cries that escaped her lungs spurred my hips to faster speeds. If I could have stopped time, I would have stayed inside my mother forever. Mom had a liquid treasure made of sin between her legs, and it bathed my cock in ecstasy. I came sooner than I had wanted to, with Mom matching my rhythm stroke for stroke as her skin turned a deep shade of sunset pink.
A throbbing sensation in my mother's pussy broke through my euphoria, letting me know that her orgasm was coming, followed by a hot, intense heat and a wash of creamy nectar. Mom's breasts heaved with her breathing, and high-pitched whimpers escaped her mouth. Her nipples seemed to constrict to a diamond-like hardness as they rubbed against my pectorals.
Above her, sliding into her, my knob pushing her walls apart with each stroke, the movements making my entire body tingle, my own orgasm began to break free. First in my thighs, then my balls, the soon-to-be tidal wave of pleasure rolled along the surface of my glans and flowed into my shaft, warming my heart and making my hairs stand on end. I was close. We both were. I braced my knees on the bed as I curled my arms around my mother's shoulders, and I rammed her pussy hard.
"Fuck," we moaned together, "shit, uh, uh, uh, oh, ooh, uh, fuck, I'm gonna come, gonna come, oh, god, you bastard--I'm coming!"
Mom's voice, my voice, everything blurred into one sound as Mom's pussy lips clamped down on my shaft, and her inner muscles hugged me as though they never intended to let me go. She threw her legs around my waist, locking her ankles below my ass and pulling me into her snatch as hard as she could, the little muscles in her thighs straining hard against my body. Within me, my world exploded. My balls constricted, my shaft swelled, and a river of cum filled my cock, every inch of it buzzing with the pleasure that I poured into my mother's cum-soaked cunny.
We held each other, her pubic hairs rubbing against my trimmed curls, my balls resting against her asshole. She grabbed my face, pulling my mouth to hers, and as my cum pooled within her guts, she slipped her tongue beyond my lips and made love to my mouth.
By the time our orgasms had ended, and Mom had another one right after her first, we were breathing hard and holding each other close. My cock softened after a time, slipping from her pussy and pulling out a thick wad of cream that dripped down to her asshole. I rolled to the side, grabbing one of Mom's hands, and together, we drifted off to sleep for a short time.
I woke later, in the dark, though the light had been on when I had fallen asleep. I wasn't alone. Something wet and soft slid against the underside of my shaft, pinning it to my abdominals with a gentle yet persistent pressure.
Above me, my mother panted, her breath falling in soft, huh, huh, huh, sounds. It sounded as if she had been doing this for a while. I didn't move. The memory of her fucking my father while he lay passed out spun through my mind. Maybe this is what makes her cream, I thought as my heartbeat rose, sparking a deep heat beneath my chest.
Mom continued pushing her pussy against my dick. I felt her soft folds spread over my shaft, the thick vein running along its length, finding my mother's slit and slipping into her crease. Every time she paused to rub her love nub against my member or glans, she released soft whines, her breath catching between each soft turn of her cunny across my crown. My breathing deepened, though if she knew that I had awakened, she said nothing, seeming happy to molest my cock in the darkness of my room.
Pressing down on my dick with her pussy and her knees spread put most of Mom's weight on my prick. The weight forced her slot to squeeze my shaft, compressing my thickness and causing a faint ache to pulse across my length. Mom leaned forward, easing some of the pressure as she placed her hands on my chest. She dug her fingers into my muscles, rolling her thumbs over my nipples and following that with something that made me gasp--she lowered her lips to my left nipple and took it into her mouth as her hair fell about my chest.
She licked me, pinched me, swirled her tongue around my areola, and she nibbled my pebbled nub, creating a tightness that sent gossamer lines of pleasure through my body. I moaned when she switched nipples, and I sighed when she pushed herself upward, slid her fingers down my stomach and through my pubic hairs, and curled her fingers around my cock. She shook my prick, squeezing and trying to bend my shaft, causing my back to arch. She raised her ass from my thighs, standing on her knees, and holding my slippery meat by the neck. She held me still as she lowered her pretty pussy to my knob and sank her pretty peach onto the bluntness of my erection.
"Uh-huh," she moaned... and I sighed as her tender heat enveloped my crown.
Mom leaned back, placing her hands on my thighs above my knees as she pushed her pussy forward. My shaft strained at the base, and the pressure of her pussy bending my cock caused my balls to tighten. Thick pulses of desire cascaded through my length, pushing precum through my shaft and into my mother's twat. The muscles behind her pussy walls caressed my hardness. She wiggled her ass, nestling my balls against the bottom cleft between her butt cheeks as she sank her pussy all the way down my throbbing cock.
"Yeah," Mom sighed once her pussy flesh was hugging the base of my prick.
I moaned as Mom dug her knees into the bed and raised her hips, then she lowered her pussy along my cock, then raised her pussy, then lowered it, slipping and sliding and wetting my dick with her juices. Her ass slapped my thighs and balls, creating an obscene plop, plop, plop, sound as she used my cock for her pleasure. I hissed as she dug her fingers into my legs, and I couldn't stop myself as I placed my hands on her thighs, gripping her hard as she dropped her pussy onto my pole over and over again.
"Mmm, mmm, oh, oh, oh," Mom whimpered as her ass slapped faster against my thighs. "Mmm, fuck, yeah, oh, god, that's a big dick, baby. That's a big dick for Mommy."
I wasn't on medication--Mom knew I was awake.
Mom rode me faster, harder, using my cock to satisfy every inch of her twat tunnel while my thickness spread her cunny walls without mercy. She changed the angle of her pussy strokes, the speeds, the depths, the softness and hardness of her thrusting hips. I paid attention to her movements and reactions, listening to her soft cries, her wild moans, her groans, her grunts, the changes in her breathing--I memorized every sound of pleasure that left her lips as she used my cock to make her pussy come.
"Thumb my clit," Mom whispered, her words rushed and fighting to break through her labored breathing. "Come on, Mark--oh, fuck--do Mommy a favor and thumb my clit." She whimpered. "Make Mommy come, baby. Make Mommy come hard."
I lifted my right hand, placing it on my mother's mound. Dampness covered her skin and pubic hair, and when my thumb slid over her slippery hood, I found her little jewel creamy with the same pussy juices that had saturated our groins.
Mom's little nub rolled beneath the tip of my thumb. She bucked harder against my cock when I squished her clit against her pubic bone, and she swung her hips in a wide, slutty circle when I swished her pearl from side to side. Mom's right hand swept up the inside my thigh, moving below her ass and cupping my balls, filling my sack with a light, airy tingle that danced across my skin. A buzzing started in my cock, intensifying as my mother--my motherfucking mother--matched her sack-fondling to my clit-caressing. Within a minute, the pleasure focused on my cock's head grew overwhelming. Mom's insides had melted, dripping her honey onto me with every pleasure-inducing ripple of her cunny muscles.
My body tensed in concert with my mother's. As I pressed down hard on her clit, swishing it from side to side, she pulled down on my sack while grinding her insides against my knob, creating an explosion within me that emptied my body of every last drop of jizz my balls could muster. I squeezed my ass, pushing my hips upward and forcing Mom into the air, my cock impaling her pussy and reaching into the warmth of her soft guts, searching for her heart.
"Jesus!" Mom cried out, coming loud and long, her hips moving back and forth in double time as her pussy rode my cock without mercy. Mom fell atop me after she came, kissing and licking my lips and mouth, my face, her primal actions drawing out the last of my incestuous sperm.
I didn't put up much of a fight when Mom crawled out of my bed and left my room. I grabbed my phone, checking the time, and my eyes widened when I saw that it was only midnight. That left us plenty of time to rest and recover. We'd be alone together tomorrow, mother and son, newly minted lovers.
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Mom's Kinky Side

The last thing I remembered before waking up was my father yelling at me, his words long forgotten by the time I realized I had been dreaming, though my racing heartbeat got the message slower than my mind.
My door popped open, and Mom stuck her head into my room, her cheeks glowing from some new light within her body. "Make sure you shower before you come downstairs," Mom said. "You don't want your father smelling my pussy on you, do you?" She nibbled her bottom lip as she gave me a long look and smile, then she ducked away, reminding me of a teenager as the door closed behind her.
Fuck what my dad may have smelled; I wasn't going downstairs until he left the house. My phone rang with Jenna's ringtone. I grabbed it, swiped it, and said, "Yell-O?"
"I can't take it anymore," Jenna said. "I'm doing something tonight that's either going to make my dad let me have you or make him put me in therapy. I'll call you later."
"Wait," I said. "What?" But I was talking to empty space.
I stared at my phone, with my thumb hovering over the dial button, but one yawn later, I set my phone down and looked at my dick, which was standing up big and strong and fucking sore. I got out of my bed, naked and sticky with Mom's pussy juice, our cum, and our sweat. I pulled on a pair of shorts and headed to my bathroom, where after taking care of my morning ritual, I jumped in the shower and let the warm water wash away the layer of sex that coated my body. The sex residue melted away, sliding off me with a thick, prurient grip that reminded me of last night in vivid detail. After cleaning myself, I thought about my soreness and remembered that athletes used the cold to rejuvenate their bodies, so I turned off my hot water.
"Fuck this," I said after a second of freezing my nuts off and shrinking my dick. I jumped out of the shower, finished up, and returned to my room.
I dressed in shorts and a shirt, both loose, without my boxer briefs. I watched my clock tick away until eight in the morning, knowing that my father had left by then unless he had stayed home for some reason. I hadn't heard the garage door open, but then my father didn't always park in the garage either.
Oh, no, I thought. Was my father staying home today? Was that why Mom had told me to take a shower? No, no, no! He couldn't stay home when I could now have sex with my mother whenever I wanted. Fuck-fuck-fuck!
I hurried downstairs with my phone in my hand and my cock as soft as a feathered pillow. I hit the foyer and turned toward the kitchen, quick-stepping through the shortcut hallway and into the kitchen, where I found Mom sitting at the end of the breakfast table and no sign of my father anywhere. My eyes moved so fast that I had yet to take in what my mother was wearing this morning.
"What's the matter?" Mom asked, biting into a quartered pear. "You look anxious."
"Did Dad leave?"
Mom nodded, saying, "Did you need to tell him something?"
I shook my head, sighing, and I let my gaze settle over my mother, who wore her hair up and knotted at the back of her head, loose strands hanging in an artsy mess. Then my eyes drifted downward.
A creamy-white knitted cardigan adorned her body; the wooden buttons were undone straight down the center of her torso. On the table, where Dad ate his breakfast, lay a pair of pajama pants, a shirt, a bra, and a skimpy pair of lacy, thong panties. Mom sat with the chair angled toward the kitchen island, her left leg on the floor, her right on her seat, open and giving me a window to the blonde pussy between her thighs. She had her paper in her left hand and was eating her pears with her right, her white teeth snapping into the porous fruit, but none of the juices dripped past her full lips.
"Eat," Mom said, not looking at me. "If last night didn't wear you out, then you weren't trying hard enough."
I laughed to myself, the sound barely leaving my throat as my chest and shoulders shook. I picked up my phone, selected the camera, and took a picture of my mother. The first focused on her entire body, but for the next one, I zoomed in on her pussy, and for the last, Mom set down her fruit and lowered her hand between her legs, covering her inner and outer lips but not the hollow dip into her thighs. I snapped the picture as my cock grew semi-hard and continued to harden.
"Eat," Mom said.
I was hungry.
"Okay," I said.
A bowl.
A spoon.
Milk.
Cereal.
I finished my breakfast before Mom finished hers. I knew she felt me looking at her from where I sat in the guest of honor chair to her right when she smiled, silently chewing on her pair. I pushed my chair outward, the legs sliding against the wooden flooring, and I turned toward her, waiting.
"Did you sleep well?" I asked.
"Like a baby," Mom said. "You?"
"Same," I said, curling and uncurling my fingers against my upper thighs. "I woke up kind of sore." My heartbeat rose, and my feet tingled, the pre-damp signs of perspiration beading my palms and the soles of my feet.
"I woke up sore as well," Mom said, the corners of her lips pulling into a smile. "I've missed that feeling."
"Is it always like that?"
Mom's smile deepened as she said, "It is when I'm allowed to be on top."
I swallowed, my heart thumping at the perverse question that came to my mind, and I asked, "Dad doesn't let you be on top?"
"Not often," Mom whispered, her next breath coming in deep and shaky. "I was your father's princess before we married, and now he treats me like a queen when all I want to be is his whore."
My cock turned to steel, the head mashing into my shorts, the pressure trying to compress my knob.
"Since your father won't let me be his whore," Mom said, her voice low and anxious, "will you make me be your whore, Mark? Will you do that for your mother?"
I grabbed my cock through my shorts to ease the ache pulsing through it. "Yes," I said, squeezing myself hard, but that only reminded me of how exposed my dick was without my boxer briefs holding it in place.
"Well," Mom said, setting down her paper and turning her green eyes on me. "Then you better make me do something before I have to get my butt upstairs and go to work."
Mom turned her chair to the right, the left side of the backrest connecting with the table. She brought her knees back and feet up and slid her butt to the edge of her seat, her asshole hung above empty space. That little pucker between the bottoms of her cheeks caught my attention, and again, I knew, deep down, that my mother was an anal virgin. There was no way Dad had ever touched his queen down there.
My tongue found Mom's asshole the moment I had my head between her legs. I pushed into her little crinkle, tasting her vanilla lotion and hints of her pussy juices that had slid down her perineum and between her cheeks.
"Ooh," Mom hissed, adding a throaty moan as her body tensed. "Ooh, that's something your father would never do to me."
"Good," I whispered, licking upward from her pristine backdoor and swirling my tongue around her outer labia, pushing against the edges of her swollen pussy lips. Even with a night's worth of sleep, I could tell my cock had given her pussy a beating.
"That's right," Mom said, her voice filled with the tight strain of pleasure. "Lick the soreness out of me."
I placed my hands on the backs of her thighs, and Mom slid her arms inside her legs and pushed her elbows against the backs of her knees, holding herself up and open for me. Her pussy petals came apart with a slow, methodical beauty. Sticky strands of her cooze juice stretched between her lips, snapping apart as I pushed my tongue through their silky webbing and into my mother's pussyhole. It was as though I had slipped my tongue into a honeypot, the delicious taste of her nectar sizzling across the surface of my tongue, making my mouth water.
"Oh, baby," Mom whispered, "you stretched me out last night. Mmm, am I still tight for you?" She squeezed her pussy muscles, kissing the sides of my tongues with her walls. "Is Momma's pussy still tight for her son?"
"Mmm," I moaned into her snatch. "As tight a pussy as I've ever tasted."
Mom laughed.
"The other one is only eighteen-years-old," I whispered.
"Ooh," Mom said, narrowing her eyes and puckering her lips. "I'm as tight as an eighteen-year-old. That's naughty, baby."
I smiled and tongue-fucked my mother's opening, licking the edges of her lips and then beyond her hole. Mom held her legs up, her body twitching and quivering whenever I wet her cunny lips or dipped beyond her pink rim and painted the insides of her clam with my spit. After I had bathed my face in her nectar, I brought my hands down her thighs, using my fingers to collect her juices in turns. My left hand dipped below my waistband, grabbed my cock, and lubed my thickness with her fuck-juices while I lowered my right forefinger to her asshole and pushed against the tight pucker of her backdoor.



"Ooh, Mark, baby," Mom whispered, "you're getting nasty with me."
"My whore," I said, kissing her pussy right below her clit before taking it into my mouth and sucking. Mom bucked her hips, and she took in a sharp gulp of air as I prodded her rosebud, teasing her flesh inward and beginning to open her asshole. While playing with her butthole, I stroked my fat cock harder.
"Uh," Mom grunted when the tip of my finger pushed her pucker open. I didn't enter her chute. Instead, getting stuck between the rubbery ring of her sphincter. "Fuck me, Mark. Oh, fuck, put that big dick into your Mommy's pussy."
I growled, rising to my knees and pushing my shorts down my legs. My cock flopped upward, spitting translucent precum onto my mother's wet cunny. I grabbed my shaft by the base and nudged the head up to my mother's slit. Her wet folds created a puffy pie around the small lips of her inner slit. Inspired by the site of her kitty, I rubbed my knob through her lips several times, teasing her opening as she shuddered in anticipation of my first thrust. I pulled my cock back, brought it down, spanking her wet clit to the sound of a sexy slap that made my mother yelp.
"Come on, baby," Mom urged me with an almost angry whisper, her face intense and her expression predatory. She still had her knees back and her feet up, though she had moved her arms outside of her legs and had taken her ankles in her hands, creating a frame for her face and tits as her cardigan fell to the sides. "Put your head into my hole and then give me your cock all at once." Mom tightened her jaw. "Make me feel it, Mark. Hurt me, baby."
My heart did a double-pump, swelling to twice its size as my mother ordered me to dominate her with my cock. I heard her thoughts, the sounds behind her eyes, and trembling in her expression chanting: Control me with your dick. Abuse me with your dick. Fuck this little pussy into submission. Do it-do it-do it.
I wet my cock with her pussy juices one more time. Mom nodded, and she nodded faster when I spat into my hand and lubed my shaft. She gathered spit, holding it on the tip of her tongue, and I let her dump it into my palm. I used her slippery juices to grease my knob and shaft one more time, making it glisten with a menacing glare.
My knob appeared too big for my mother's muff when I eased the tip into the hot hole at the bottom of her slit. I had my knees forward and my ass back so I could mash my groin against my mother's at the end of my first deep stroke. Mom trembled as I nudged my glans past her lips until they closed over my corona. I shivered, then took my shaft by the base, pulling back on my dick skin to make my cock as tight as possible, though it was already as hard and straight as a bar of iron.
"Are you sure?" I whispered. "Are you sure you want all of it, Mom?" I licked my lips, my skin tingling, and my chest swelling. "That's a lot of dick for your little pussy."
"Yeah," Mom pouted. "I want it all--uh!"
I had thrust my hips forward the moment Mom had said "all."
Mom's tight, wet insides fought against my cock, straining then breaking, her velvety softness yielding to the hardness filling her hole. She arched her back and bucked her hips forward, her face breaking with that pleasure-pain mix that most porno girls fake unless they're in some asshole's one-bedroom apartment, getting a gritty, unsupervised fuck. My cock tingled as it slid through my mother's pink pudding, her heat wrapping around my stiff soldier with a lover's caress. I moaned. She groaned. When my mound smacked into hers and my balls spanked her asshole, she released a tight, "Ahhh," as her eyes rolled back in her head.
"You okay?" I whispered.
"Fuck me," Mom said through gritted teeth. "Oh, fuck me, baby, and make me feel every inch of that big dick."
I placed my hands on my mother's hips, digging my fingers into her flesh as I pulled my cock out to the tip and thrust back into her, bucking my groin against her pussy with a loud slap of flesh. Mom's body jumped back, but I held her in place, my arms tensing, as did she. I pulled out and thrust back in, forcing heavy gasps from my mother's throat as I piston-fucked my dick through my mother's tiny twat.
"Uh, uh, uh, shit," my mother moaned. "Uh, uh, uh, shit!"
Mom widened her eyes with each inward thrust, then narrowed them as I hit bottom. She glared at me, the glint was sexy, and her hunger melted away the walls holding back my orgasm. On a very hard thrust, she let go of her feet and grabbed my hands, her ankles falling to either side of my head. I had to let go of her hips and grab the sides of her chair's backrest. Her hands were now on my forearms near my elbows. The chair legs scraped against the floor as my thrusts pushed it backward, and I pulled it forward, keeping my mother's blonde pussy meat tight around my cock at all times. Mom's moans grew louder, stronger, her eyes closing and her mouth opening. Her pussy took every inch of cock that I could feed it, and her lungs released her pleasure with each deep-dicking stroke into her helpless twat.
"Oh, fuck, ah--uh-uh-uh," my mother uttered, whimpering and whining, her voice straining to capture her emotions as her pussy tightened around my prick. Cream dripped from her, and a wet melody played between her pink folds. The nasty sounds drove my mind insane while the juicy tunnel between my mother's thighs sent electric bliss throughout my glans' nerve endings.
I started changing my angles of penetration and varying my speed, as Mom had done last night while riding me. Loud moans left her lips, followed by surprised gasps and high-pitched yelps whenever I bottom-out within the creamy well of her pussy channel. "Oh, baby, Mark--oh-oh-oh--I'm gonna come! Oh, god, no, it feels too good. Oh, fuck, oh fuck, oh, no--I can't, I can't--I can't take it--oh!"
Mom came, crying out and trembling, her lips quivering as she panted hard. Cream dripped from her, thick and wet, spraying out around my dick. She squirted her cum onto my balls. Juices dripped down her asshole. My cock slid through her cunny tunnel, the tightness of her walls rubbing me here and there, though her body's juices made it easier for me to glide in and out of her spasming twat.
"Oh, god, no--again!" Mom whimpered, this time sobbing as another orgasm washed through her insides. Her cheeks turned pink, and she shook her head at me, tears in her eyes. "No more, baby. No more. No more, no more--oh, god--again!"
I was close to coming, but Mom was shaking and crying real tears. I waited for her orgasm to end, and just when her pussy tightened as if she was about to spill even more cum over my cock, I pulled out of her and stood. Her feet dropped to the floor, and as weak as she was, Mom leaned forward and wrapped her full lips around my cock like a good girl. Sucking, licking, and jerking followed as she cleaned her cum from my prick, not stopping even after my balls tingled and my body tensed, and I threw back my head and came, filling my mother's mouth--my nasty, naughty, slutty mother's mouth--full of my hot, incestual seed.
"Ah, ah, ah," I gasped. "Fuck, Mom. Fuck--you're the best mom ever!"
"Mwah, mwuh, mwuh, mwah," Mom uttered around my cock, sucking me hard, her sounds wet and sloppy while she jerked me off with one hand and coaxed the last of my nut out of my sack with the other. I fell to the floor after I came. My softening cock stretched between my mother's lips and plopped out of her mouth with a loud, naughty sound.
We sat in the kitchen for several minutes, regaining our breaths. Finally, Mom said, "I need to get to work." She stood on shaky legs and left the kitchen, walking funny and bracing herself against the wall.
I lay there for a while until I decided I had better take another shower and rest up for Mom's lunch break. There was a lot more sex to come before Dad came home and then, even after.

* * * * *

I showered, I rested, then I decided to work out. We had a spare upstairs master suite that dad and I had converted into a small gym. We had a treadmill, an Olympic weight bench, dumbbells, a pull-up, and dip machine, and just enough room to use each machine without having to tuck anything in. I skipped cardio and performed a lightweight/many reps routine, working hard, but not so hard I wouldn't be able to give my mother the fucking she deserved.
What a weird thought, I thought. Giving my mother the fucking she deserved. Never in my life had I imagined myself thinking something like that for any reason, but now it seemed as natural as breathing.
I took another shower, humming "Never Going to Give You Up" by Rick Astley.
Jeans and a plain black T-shirt made up my outfit, and I was downstairs, sitting on the couch with my phone off to the side when I heard Mom's office door open and close. I heard the opening and closing of her bedroom door; then it opened again about ten minutes later.
Mom came downstairs, dressed in a high-on-the-thigh, gray tennis skirt. If she bent over, she'd be showing muff. She also wore a dark blue polo shirt with a white collar and trim. The fabric hugged her littlish tits, and by the way they bounced and her nipples stuck out, I could see that she wasn't wearing a bra. She still had her hair worn back, though it looked neater than this morning. She had her purse on her left arm and her sunglasses on her face, and as she cleared the last stair, she tossed me the keys to her Mercedes SUV.
"I want to go out for lunch today," Mom said, heading for the door. "To Biggie's Burgers. You can drive."
"Your car?"
"Yeah," Mom said, "it's harder for most people to look through my windows than yours when we're driving. You never know when we may need our privacy."
I followed my mother outside. We were driving through our neighborhood five minutes later, on our way to the fast-food drive-through with Mom's purse in the backseat and my cock growing in pants every time she tilted her head to look at my crotch.
"How are things with Jenna?" Mom asked.
"Good," I said, shrugging, my eyes glancing at her lotioned legs. "She's frustrated."
"And you?"
"Not as much as I used to be." I smiled. "But, it's hard when I'm around her."
"You are being careful?"
I nodded.
"You've done stuff with Jenna," Mom said. "Tell me, what have you done?"
"Kissed," I said, my cheeks warming enough to tell me that they were turning red.
"Aw, what's the matter?" Mom asked. "Why so shy?"
I shrugged.
"Have you... sucked Jenna's titties?" Mom asked, licking her lips. "They look nice. Are they as cute as her pussy?"
"Yes," I said, my heartbeat rising and my cock swelling. "I've sucked them."
"Have you touched that pretty little pussy she was showing off in my living room yesterday?"
"Yes," I said, my voice shaky.
"Have you fingered it?"
"Yes."
"Tasted it?" Mom whispered. She sounded fucking hot.
"Yes," I said, lowering my voice as my cock pushed against my pants with a slow uncoiling of flesh.
"Has she gone down on you yet?" Mom asked, her voice turning throaty.
"She's waiting for our first time together, but she jerks me off."
"Has she ever jerked you off while you were driving?" Mom's right hand slid along her shoulder strap, tugging it further outward with every pass.
"Not yet," I said, and when Mom sat there staring at me through her sunglasses, I added, "but you're going to. Right now."
"Are you making me?"
"Yeah." My cock thickened, making my jeans uncomfortable. "I'm making you, Mom."
Mom pulled her shoulder strap over her head, letting it fall back against the seat. It was only then I noticed how loose the seatbelt was, and I immediately slowed down--not that I was driving fast in my mother's Mercedes--but I slowed down nonetheless. She turned toward me, pulling her left leg up, her pleated tennis skirt unable to hide the bright pink triangle of her lacy panties, the coverage so small that the start of her thong dipped between the lower portion of her pussy lips.
"Like them?" Mom asked, her eyes following mine between her legs as we sat at a stop sign. "I bought them for you."
"I love them."
A car honked behind me, and I drove off.
"Mark, if you're going to make me do naughty things to you," Mom whispered, "then take your time driving to Biggie's Burgers."
I took my time.
Mom leaned over, saying, "Shit," as she unbuckled her seatbelt completely. I eased up on the gas, driving as slow as I could without becoming too suspicious. She leaned toward me, her hands moving over my jeans, her touch tickling me through the thickness of my pants as she ran her right hand up my thigh. Her hand dipped inward, caressing my inner thigh, then sliding between my legs, cupping my cock and balls through my pants.
"What do we have here?" Mom teased, adding pressure to her caress as she played with my belt. "What are you stuffing your pants with to make your bulge so big?"
I could hear it in my mother's voice: She didn't want her dirty talk to be a monologue, so I said, "I'm stuffing my pants with the big cock you gave me."
Mom purred, squeezing my balls and causing my cock to bend against my jean's threaded fibers. She tore my leather belt apart, unfastened the buckle, and then the button holding my pants together. I had to lift my hips as Mom worked the zipper down and my pants open, fishing out my bent pole until it straightened. She spat on my knob, then gave my warm meat a few rod-wetting strokes with her right hand before she took my thick cock in her left hand and faced forward again.
"Do you want me to fist-pump this big dick, Mark?" Mom spread her legs and pulled her skirt up. "Is that what you want your mother to do for you, baby?"
"Yeah," I said, stopping at a light and looking around the street. There were other SUVs around, but Mom had tinted her windows as dark as the law allowed, maybe darker, but one look at Mom had always been enough for a police officer to let her off with a warning (not that she got pulled over often, just maybe more than most people). "I want you to get your hand wet and jerk off your son's hard cock."
My heartbeat hammered beneath my chest.
"You're a bad fucking boy," Mom purred, taking her hand from my cock and placing it between her legs. She rubbed the front of her panties, digging her fingers between her lips and forcing the dental floss up into her silky folds. After several soft sighs, Mom lifted her hand to her mouth and spat in her palm. Smiling, she reached over with her left hand and gripped my cock's crown as she lowered her right hand between her legs and rubbed her pussy some more.
The lights stayed green for me as Mom stroked my cock, varying the tightness of her grip and adjusting how much skin she pulled up around my knob. She jerked me fast, then slow, then she tugged my cock in her direction. She played with her pussy the entire time, using the same rhythm on her clit as she did on my prick. She laughed when I pulled into a residential street a block away from Biggie's Burgers, and she started a slow, teasing stroke that spread my precum into her palm.
"Baby," Mom pouted, "I'm hungry."
"Okay," I said, turning back onto the street and driving to our destination--but looking back, I don't think Okay was what Mom had wanted me to say, because....
Mom spoke again once we pulled up to the drive-through speaker, saying, "Oh, I can't wait for a thick, juicy burger, Mark, but that's okay because there's a big piece of meat right here, isn't there?" Mom turned her upper body toward me, angling her knees in the same direction. She lowered her head to my lap, taking my glans into her open mouth with one quick swallow, followed by an mmm sound.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned into the drive-through speaker.
"Hello," a young woman's voice said through the speaker. "Welcome to Biggie's Burgers, home of the biggest burgers in the world. How may I help you this afternoon?"
"Uh," I half-moaned, "that's a good question. Mom, what do you want?"
"Mmm, umm, mmm, mwah," Mom hummed around my cock, every sound she uttered came out thick and slobbery.
"Um," I said, my voice tightening, "I'll take two of your Jumbo Burgers with extra sauce and meat."
Mom purred around my cock, her blowjob turning sloppy and wet and her hungry sounds growing louder. Spit slid down my shaft as Mom opened her jaw wide, wiggling her head side-to-side as she fought to take down more of my hard salami.
"I'm sorry, sir, did you want an extra patty on those burgers?"
"No," I said, gritting my teeth as my knob slipped into Mom's throat. She gagged, sputtered, and kept going. "Just--uh--extra bacon."
My cock curved into Mom's throat, the new strain against my shaft tightened my balls. Her lips made contact with my short hairs, and Mom gagged again, choking and coughing. She tried to come up, but my mother's strain had ignited a buzzing in my nuts that wasn't going away. As I settled our order, I put my right hand on Mom's head and held her down on my cock. Mom fought to get up, coughing again, and I thanked the drive-through girl for our order and moved forward in line. Mom sputtered, her throat grinding against my knob, and then she palmed my nuts, and I lost it. My shaft swelled with cum. A moment later, I made a sticky deposit into my mother's tummy.
Mom was still gulping down my seed when we pulled up to the window. The drive-through attendant, a petite Latina teen--who I think I recognized from school--looked into Mom's SUV. Her hands went to her mouth, and her dark eyes grew wide. I smiled with as much of an I'm sorry expression on my face as I could manage, but she wasn't looking at my face, thank god. Mom dragged her lips up my cock, stopping with my glans still in her mouth, and she pumped my cock several times, pulling out the last of my spunk.
"I'm sorry," I mouthed to the attendant as I tried to put my cock away, which hadn't gone soft, not with this girl looking into the car, right at my dick. Her eyes never ventured to my face.
Mom wiped her mouth and grabbed her purse from the backseat, and then she asked, "I'm sorry, dear, how much was that again?"
Back on the street, Mom asked, "That was fun." She looked at my lap. "You're still excited."
"It won't go down," I said.
"Your cock won't go down, baby," Mom said. "Talk to me properly. So, did getting caught turn you on?"
"Did it turn you on?"
"Yes," Mom said, laughing. "These are the things your father would never let me do. We'd come so close to being nasty, but he could never follow through. I've been thinking about something lately...." Mom looked out the window. "We need to make a quick stop. I need to buy something."
"Where are we going?" I asked; the smell of the double cheeseburgers and crispy fries had already made my mouth water.
"Pink's Playground," Mom said. "It's a strip club."
"I," I said, cocking my head, "know what it is."
"You do?"
"We're going there as soon a Billy turns eighteen, I said, mentioning the youngest of my friends. Speaking of friends, I hadn't talked to anyone but Jenna since my mother had started teasing me. My mother fucking owned me. Shit.
"Do you know the way?" Mom asked.
"I do," I said.
"There's something I've always wanted to do in that place, and you're father almost let me once, for my birthday, but...." Mom shook her head. "Drive on."
I had no idea what Mom planned to buy or do at Pink's Playground, but I had visions of a stripper lineup, each girl topless and wearing a micro G-string that glowed with the power of neon sex. White girls, black girls, Asian girls, Mexican girls, Indian Girls--they danced in my head--a potluck of pussy that Mom wanted to buy for me. Jenna tried to poke her head into my fantasy, which only made me harder. Lap dances weren't cheating. As it turned out, dancing pussy was not on my mother's shopping list.



Pink's Playground had a downstairs pornography shop full of DVDs, sex toys, and everything you could buy on the internet, but without the overnight delivery. How many boyfriends had brought their girlfriends down here after a night of titty watching? What nasty things did those girls buy afterward? What was Mom going to buy?
"Mom," I said, keeping my voice low as I looked at the big-titted MILF behind the checkout counter. "What do you need to buy from here?"
"There's something that I've always wanted to do, but it takes at least two cocks to do it," Mom said, walking to the far end of the shop where a wall made of dildos stood. Mom looked sideways at me and gave me a silly smile. "And your father's princess would never be allowed to own a dildo."
I laughed, but then a thought hit me, and I said, "Does Dad make you do things?"
"Yes, he does," Mom said. "Your father makes me stand on a pedestal when all I want to do is lick his asshole."
I tripped, the ground seeming to have grown an extra foot in height, and I almost fell on my face.
Mom laughed as her eyes scanned the wall. She took small steps, stopping to touch a box here, read a description there, or give a particularly big dick a visual once over.
"Mom?"
"Yeah?"
"That night you cried," I said, "why'd you cry? This seems so natural to you."
Mom exhaled, her lips forming into a reflective smile. "I cried because I'm a mother."
I waited for more, but that's all she said. I reflected on those words until I understood what they had meant. I grabbed my mother's left hand with my right, and I squeezed her palm with a son's love. Mom turned her head, smiled at me, and squeezed my hand as well. Then she went back to the wall, her eyes all business once again.
Though Mom considered all of her options, her focus continually returned to the suction-cupped dildos. She went back to them, stopped, and looked over the phallic variations. Her eyes drifted to me, then back to the cocks, and then back to me, and then back to the cocks.
"How big do you think you are?" Mom asked.
I knew how big I was, and when I told her, Mom said, "Liar."
"I'm serious," I said.
Mom looked at me again, biting her lower lip and swinging her shoulders. "Since I'm your mother, I had to show no fear, but your dick did scare me a little."
Heat filled my cheeks, and a solid bar of warmth flowed into my shaft.
"We need a cock almost as big as yours," Mom said, "that we can stick to surface tops. I want to be able to suck something while getting fucked, and I want to be able to fuck something while I'm sucking you." She squeezed my hand again as her eyes had focused on a long, thick, and curved cock that looked about an inch shorter than mine. "I just want an extra prick to play with."
The image of Mom riding my father's cock while he slept came back to me, and I said, "Do you think Dad would wake up if you blew him while I fucked you?"
Mom's smile turned into a pucker, and her eyes widened, her brows rising, and she turned to look at me with an ooh, that sounds interesting expression on her face.
"We're still buying a dildo," Mom said before lowering her voice and adding, "but we're going to have to find out about your father, you dirty fucking bastard."
My cock spat up a wad of creamy precum as my mother gave me a sexually charged glare. She grabbed the suction cup dildo that she had been eyeing and walked us toward the checkout counter, pulling me by the hand.
The big-titted MILF rang us up, saying, "Aren't you the lucky one," to me. "Where'd you find this cutie, cougar?"
"I found him trying to get into my pants," Mom said, and the two shared a laugh as if they were old friends.
"Aren't they all?" Big Tits asked.
Mom looked at me and asked, "Did the drive-through really turn you on?"
"Yeah," I said, still remembering the shock in the attendant's eyes.
Mom turned back to Big Tits. "I read about this place on the forum FillMeUp, and I'd like to play with my new toy on-site, in the Buyer's Showroom." Mom made a silly face. "That's a real thing, right?"
"You're a kinky one," Big Tits said. "It's real. Follow me."
"Mah," I said, then changed what I was about to say to "Deborah," which was my mother's real name.
"Mark," Mom said, pulling me along as she followed Big Tits down a hallway. "Keep calling me, 'Mom.' The watchers will get a kick out of it."
"The watchers?"
"Some watchers," Big Tits said. "It's a bit early, but you'll get a few granddads to drop a few loads this afternoon."
Mom laughed, yet her cheeks swirled with red, matching the heat that bloomed across mine. Could I do what I think we were going to do?
"My boy here is going to watch his Momma," Mom said. "The website said you'd provide me with a mask."
"I'll take care of you." Big Tits stopped in front of a door, turning and winking at Mom. "Don't you worry, Momma."
We walked down a dark hallway with red baseboard lighting. Bit Tits opened one of the doors within the wall for me, saying, "Have fun, young man," as she gestured for me to step inside the room. "There's an intercom in there if you want to order a stripper." I looked at Mom, who motioned with an all-to motherly, get your butt moving, mister, sideways head-tilt. I gave my mother one last look before stepping inside a large room that smelled of sweat, pussy, sex, and cum.
Within the room, six black cushioned chairs fanned outward in a half-circle in front of a glass wall set within a frame of white fluorescent tubing. Three older men sat in the chairs, the two in chairs five and six had a naked stripper on their lap, each with a shaved pussy and palm-sized tits. The blonde and brunette strippers look about eighteen or nineteen years old, and they had the hard, bendable bodies of life-long ballerinas. The last man sat in chair number one with his pants undone and his cock out, stroking it with a lazy motion, and I looked away the moment I realized what he was doing.
I had stopped walking right inside the doorway, its lock driving home with a thunderbolt-like click that rattled my spine. Behind the glass wall to my right, a single stripper danced in a bright room whose lighting didn't shine into our room. She had a thicker body than the two girls in my room, with bigger tits and a small, black landing strip splitting her olive-toned muff. Behind her, the room had a single stripper's pole that she wasn't using as she stood sideways to us, her body curving like a snake's as she danced up and down.
No one said a word to me. The men didn't look at me. The strippers did, and I could see in their faces that they'd rather dance for me than the other two guys-- who had their fucking dicks out! I hurried to chair number three, my cock softening, and I sat and tried to hide my head behind the short wings of the recliner. Even with that precaution, I could still see chair number six and the blonde stripper dancing for her customer under the soft glow of electric sex.
A seamless white door opened in the back wall of the room behind the glass. Big Tits stuck her head in, saying, "We got a showgirl who wants the stage." The words came through a speaker in the walls. The men around me perked up; the man in chair number one gave his old cock several harder strokes to straighten out his pecker. I didn't look, but it was impossible not to notice his motions from the peripherals of my vision, sitting at the center of the crescent as I was.
The thick stripper left the room, and after a moment, Mom walked into the room. She was wearing nothing but a leather black bunny mask that left her lips, jaw, and the back of her head bare but covered her face from her nose to her hairline. My cock pushed hard against my jeans, forgetting all about the bums on either side of me.
Mom's body shined beneath the room's lights as though she had lathered her golden skin in a thin layer of oil. Her tan stood out darkly against her sunlight hair. I heard a pair of groans to my left and the smacking of a hand jerking a cock to my right. Mom's pubes lay matted to her mound. Definitely oiled, I thought as Mom turned her head from left to right, casting her eyes over our room.
"Can she see us?" I asked the strippers to my left, leaning forward so that I could look at them.
"No," the guy to my right said. "The view is one way, and that's one hot slut. Look at that fucking body."
"I wasn't asking you," I said.
He flinched, but his words and their meaning--the effect my mother had had on him and the two guys to my left, even the strippers--warmed my skin and sent a buzz of pride radiating outward from my chest that swelled my entire being. "That hot slut came here with me." A chill ran through me. "That hot slut is mine."
My mind blanked for a moment, and all I could hear was the echo of my statement, the words bringing an ache to my balls. That hot slut is mine. That hot slut was my mother, and she was mine. Why had I said that aloud? Why wasn't I punching the guy who called my mother a hot slut in the face? I groaned as I put my right hand on my cock, thinking, He wants what I have.
"Lucky you," the man to my right said, stroking himself harder as he focused on my mother and the way she stood, with her legs slightly parted and the crease of her muff pressed together, glistening with oil.
Mom is insane, I thought, my inner voice distant with a tremor of laughter running beneath it. Note to self: If your wife wants to get freaky in the bedroom, let her! Mom lifted her flesh-colored dildo to her mouth and turned sideways to us. Her little ass curved outward, not as much as Jenna's, but it wasn't flat, either. Mom had a tight tennis Mom's butt, and for a moment, I wished that she had kept her skirt on until she brought her dildo to her mouth and pushed the mushroom tip between her lips, which forced every thought I was about to have from my mind.
My mother didn't scarf the dick down like a slut; she dined on that fake cock like a queen. Her lips widened but stayed glued to the silicone as it disappeared into her mouth. She pushed it inward, and she pulled it outward, her new cock coming out wet and shiny, then going back in further than before, then coming out, then in--more of the cock disappearing, reaching the halfway point beyond her lips. Her cheeks puffed out, and she blew out a wad of air and spit, gagged, pulled out, and pushed back in, her tits shaking and her ass cheeks jiggling.
"Fuck me, this slut is beautiful," the man to my right said.
I didn't look at him, but inside... inside, my heart swelled with pride. Where was my anger? (I had some anger, but it wasn't pure anger.) Where was my need to punch this guy right in his throat? (I wanted to fuck my mom while he watched--I wanted him to wish he was me.) His voice held longing and desire and a distant tremor that sounded like regret that he'd never get to touch my mother, or any woman like her, in his life.
You like being envied, dickhead, my cock whispered to me. Your mom is yours. Take pride in her. Stroke your ego, then stroke me.
My dick was one-hundred-percent correct.
I rubbed myself through my jeans as Mom tilted her head back, gagged again, sputtered, spit, and pulled the cock from her mouth. After gasping, she looked at the mirror, her eyes seeming to find me, and she took the cock down again. Her throat must have opened because she didn't gag as it slid into her mouth past the halfway point, her lips stretching as far as they could, like when she tried to take my cock into her mouth.
"Fuck me," someone to my left whispered.
Mom's breasts heaved, and she shook her head and wiggled her dildo, trying to force more down her throat. After a long minute, or two, she pulled it out and gagged again, coughing up thick wads of spit that dripped down her chin and onto her perfect, smallish tits.
"She's a cocksucker," the Right Guy said. "A tasty treat born to eat meat."
I looked at him. I wasn't mad, but I was ready to tell him to shut the fuck up, but he wasn't talking to me, not by the way he stared straight ahead as he stroked himself. His eyes were huge, and his voice was full of resonating awe. I left him alone and turned my eyes back to my mother and the gritty, pornographically surreal reality that surrounded us.
Mom dropped to her knees and stuck the cock against the glass just a little below her mouth. Again, I swore that she looked right at me as if she knew where I was sitting. I had my hand on my pants, over my rock-hard cock, and my solid bar of dick-steel wanted to tear through my jeans for a breath of fresh air. My left hand went straight to my belt, but I curled my fingers into a fist, holding myself still. Mom, though, was anything but still.
Her store-bought cock had realistic balls, and she cupped them the way she cupped mine, her fingers dancing over its sack and making my own nut-bag tingle. As she wrapped her lips over her dildo's knob, she jerked off the shaft, gathering her spit, then dropping her hand down to her bald pussy lips where her meaty cunny folds were soft and tender, hanging between her thighs in two fat, mouthwatering crescents. She was kneeling with her knees spread, and the dark creased between her pouty lips dripped with her juices and spit, and every time her fingers found her clit, her entire body shuddered with small, pleasure-filled quakes.
"Ride me harder, Candy," a guy to the left said.
"Sure thing, Gramps," she said.
I turned my eyes to the left, expecting to see fucking, but the girls were only rubbing their naked asses against both men's laps, trapping their cocks between their cheeks and the john's stomachs. Everyone was watching my mother, and the strippers didn't seem to notice how these old fucks cupped their little titties and pulled on their nipples. The only sign that the girls felt anything was the slight tightening of their faces and their soft gasps as the old guys tweaked their nipples hard.
Mom drew my attention again; her sloppy moans and wet fuck sounds were coming through the room's speakers with new, cock-buzzing nastiness. She had squeezed her tits together, and now she was holding the silicone dick between them, fucking the cock as she dribbled saliva onto her chest. Her skin glistened with oil and spit as the light reflected off the semi-white liquid making a mess on her body. After several minutes of itty-bitty-titty fucking, Mom stood and readjusted the cock against the glass, then she turned around and bent over at the waist, backing her pussy up toward the cock and its long banana curve.
I groaned and stood, walking toward the glass wall. I stopped close enough to look down at my mother's ass, now in a heart shape, as she bent over at the waist. Her cheeks curved outward and around, then down into her thighs, her crack was visible, and so was everything between, including her little, tan-colored pucker. My eyes dropped lower, where her pussy-swells puffed out against her thighs. Her outer folds were in a narrow oval shape, protecting the straight line of her inner crease. My left hand opened, my fingers grabbing onto my belt, the buckle snapping open as I tore at my clothes.
"Hey, wait, hey!" one of the strippers said, and then she was a step to my left, her john pushing her against the glass wall as he rubbed his cock across her buns. "Wait, damn it! Wait."
Mom's pussy touched the tip of the missile-shaped knob, so much like mine, but smaller in every way, except for its curve. The dildo pushed Mom's soft lips inward, her pussy collapsing and then widening to the sides, her slit turning into a pink circle as she eased her twat-hole over the oil-slick dildo stuck to the wall.
"Oh, yeah," Mom moaned as the dick stretched her slot open.
"No," the stripper next to me whined, followed by a low and angry, "uh," as a cock broke its way into her prepaid muff. "You have to--uh--pay me--uh--first!"
"Yeah," Gramps said, sighing and slapping the stripper's small ass, his enthusiasm met with curses and whimpers.
My right hand joined my left, reaching into my pants and fishing out my iron-hard pole as my left hand pushed the waistline of my boxer briefs down below my nuts. I placed my left hand on the glass, spread my legs, and stroked my cock as my mother fed her muff to her brand new dildo.
"Uh, fuck, uh," Mom moaned as she took the cock halfway up her snatch, keeping her legs tightly together, her juice-box swelling and making her blonde clam as snug as possible. "Mmm, yeah, mmm, Mark, baby, fuck."
"My name's Jim," the cock-stroker to the right of me said, standing a few feet from me. "C'mon, say my name. It's Jim. Say Jim for me."
My heart surged with new energy. Did I want to punch this guy? Did I want to fuck Mom in front of him? Was this a strange dream that I'd later jerk off to, then wish I'd never had, then jerk off to it again?
"Fuck, fuck, shit, fuck, oh!" the stripper next to me whimpered as her hands slid up and down the wall as the old guy fucked her young pussy hard.
Somewhere behind us, the other stripper groaned as one of her holes found itself stuffed with thick man-meat.
I stroked my dick faster, forgetting about the voyeurs and exhibitionists next to me. I stared down at my mother's ass, her tight pucker, and her vertical smile as it gobbled down a healthy dose of fuck-stick. My balls swelled as I stroked my cock, flinging precum onto the glass, encouraged by Mom's pleasure-filled cries as she fucked her pussy all the way back to the glass wall. The backs of her thighs and her ass cheeks flattened, spreading out, and when she pulled her pussy off the dildo, I saw that her sweet nectar had stained the glass.
This continued for several minutes until Mom reached back with her left hand and grabbed her ass cheek, spreading it to the side. Her asshole and pussy lips stretched, and her right hand dipped between her legs from the front. Her fingers found her clit and rubbed the little nub in wide circles. Mom's whimpers picked up, and her pussy turned creamy around the cock buried within her slippery muff.
My balls tingled.
The guy still sitting in the chair moaned, shouting, "Fuck, I'm coming!" as the guy next to me shot his load against the glass wall. I kept stroking my dick, watching Mom, and holding back my rising cum. The guy force-fucking the other stripper jizzed, grabbing her hips and pulling her back hard as he drove his dick into her muff with a skin-slapping thrust. He let her go, and she sank to her knees, breathing hard as the old man's sperm leaked out of her.
Mom's whimpers reached a new pitch, and she came hard, pressing her pussy down the cock and grinding her butt against the glass. A tremor shook my entire body. My thighs swelled, flexing and tensing, and I rose onto my toes, aiming my cock at Mom's back as I splattered the wall with my jizz. Mom continued whimpering, her knees bending and straightening, her hands on her thighs, her pussy twisting the cock as she ground her insides against the silicone.
She eventually slid off the dildo, its long body covered in my mother's cum as it wobbled side to side after her dismount. Mom fell onto her hands and knees, her pussy staring at me, its pinkness revealed and glistening with her juices. She breathed hard for a while before looking over her shoulder at me and said, "We got to go, Son, lunch is waiting."
(I still don't know how my mother's eyes kept finding me through the one-way glass.)
"Oh, fuck," the man to the right said. "She really is your slut."
I stepped back, wearing a smile that was all ego as I put my dick away. Gramps grabbed his stripper's blonde hair and pushed her face toward my cum. She frowned, scrunching her face as he rubbed her cheek into my seed, followed by her mouth and lips as he said, "Lick it up, Angie. I'm paying you for this."



I watched as her lips parted and her tongue came out, then I turned and walked away. This was dirty. Nasty. Pornographic. And yet, my heart raced, and my limbs pulsed with adrenaline. Next time, I would make Mom sit with me in one of those chairs, and then I wouldn't have to jerk off.
Mom met me in the hallway, and together we raced back to the car for a quick, backseat fuck. She kept saying, "I was so nervous, and I felt so nasty, but I couldn't stop myself, baby. I couldn't stop making my pussy come. Am I a bad girl, Mark? Is Mommy a bad girl?"
By the time we returned home, I was ready to fuck again.
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A Wild Family Night

Once home, I said, "Mom, take off everything but your skirt and tennis shoes."
"I have to work," Mom pouted, but a burning light ignited in her eyes, and a drawn-out, sensual mask took over her features--defiant yet daring. "And our lunch is cold."
"Take them off."
"Make me, you little bastard," Mom whispered with a tremor in her voice.
A chill ran through me the moment I heard the word bastard, and my poor, overworked cock started to rise like the champion that it was.
I dropped our to-go bag on the floor and walked toward my mother. Her lower lip trembled, then she turned and ran, dropping her black-bagged dildo on the floor. I caught her at the stairs, pushing her front side against the banister as I reached under her skirt. She fought me, but with little resistance, a slight push, a movement of her hips, but never trying to overpower me. She let me break down her struggle with bully-like persistence.
I held my mother around her waist with my left arm, my hand sliding under her shirt, then rising upward. I exposed her smooth stomach as I took her smallish, right tit in my palm and squeezed her flesh hard.
"Uh," Mom grunted, sounding angry, though she pushed her ass against my dick, grinding her butt in a circle against me.
That's one hot slut, I heard that scumbag's voice from the strip club running through my skull.
That hot slut is mine, is how I had answered him, and just like when I had first said it, my heartbeat sped up as my blood warmed and heat rippled to the surface of my skin. I slid my right hand under Mom's short, slutty tennis skirt, up the back of her right thigh to her naked ass cheek. I squeezed her firm crescent while lowering my mouth to her ear and breathing hard. Mom panted, breathing just as hard as I was. I moved my fingers to the side, digging her G-string out of her ass crack and tickling her asshole at the same time.
"Ooh," Mom whimpered, shuddering.
I closed my fingers around her floss-like G-string and the waistband at the top of her butt. Mom's body moved snake-like against me as I said, "Some pervert who watched you fuck yourself called you a hot slut." Mom shivered as my words caressed her ear. "I said you were my hot slut."
"Mark," Mom whined.
"Are you my hot slut, Mom, or do I have to make you my hot slut?"
"Make me your slut," Mom gasped, her voice shaking with excitement. "Show your mother you own this pussy!"
I growled in Mom's ear, taking her lobe between my teeth as I yanked hard on the triangular of string holding her panties together above her butt.
"Uh!" Mom grunted as the front of her panties tightened against her.
Resistance met my savage pull, lifting Mom's hips upward until she stood on her toes, and then it was gone as her panties snapped in several places. "Yes!" Mom gasped as her G-string fell between her legs, and her waistband ripped in two, retreating to the front of her crotch. I tossed what was left of her panties behind me. I went for my pants and wrestled my cock from its cage as Mom's slutty micro-string fell onto the steps below us.
My cock sprang free, still a little wet from Mom's cummy juices that had melted from the heat beneath my jeans. I had never fucked my mother from behind before, and my heart swelled, thinking that the first time I was going to bend my mother over was when she had asked me to make her my slut.
Mom's pussy lips kissed my knob, and her hot wetness filled my spongy tip with heat. Her soft folds pushed inward, the snug line of her slit spreading over my glans, and then her inner tightness fought me, engulfed me, and finally took my prick into her cream-filled tunnel.
"Oh, yeah," I groaned as her pussy walls clenched my shaft, sucking on my pole and creating a slippery, velvet-like friction that tingled my glans. "That's my pussy, Mom. Mine."
"Uh-huh," Mom moaned in a shaky voice. She raised her right leg to a higher step, opening her cunny to me, her lips spreading and leaving trails of honey around my swollen sausage. "Fuck me, Mark. Fuck me!"
I buried my bone as deep as I could in Mom's sopping wet furrow, spreading pussy meat and opening her body to her very soul. My knob hit the back of her, ground against something soft and wet and all too comfy. I pulled out, her lips chasing my shaft until I rammed my cock back into her cunt, driving the breath from her lungs.
Groans and grunts followed. "Uh, ah, uh, oh, uh, mmm, umm, ah, ah-fuck-shit-oh--oh, god!" We gasped in harmony with the naughty, wet squishy sounds my cock made as it churned her incestuous pussy cream into butter. Mom struggled again, her hands pulling at the rail, and after pulling out too far because I wanted to hammer her cunny hard, Mom escaped my cock and fell to the stairs. She crawled upward as I slipped back and down a step, catching myself as my eyes fell on the black bag hiding her dildo. I ran down the stairs with my cock bobbing, grabbed the bag, and turned back to Mom, who was still crawling up the stairs.
"Fuck," I growled as I chased her, shucking my clothes and getting naked, taking her dildo out and holding its floppy silicone body in my hand.
Mom looked over her right shoulder, her eyes widening as she saw me, her naked son, marching toward her with a raging cock between his legs and another one in his hand. Mom doubled her efforts, her tennis skirts flopping up and down, giving me a peep show of her ass cheeks and asshole, the pink line of her clam dripping with juice. I reached her as her upper body hit the second-floor landing, but her knees were still two steps below the second floor.
Catching my mother, I wrapped my right arm around her waist and held her still, the dildo against her skin. Lining my cock up to her muff with my left hand, I pushed into her hole, her twat tunnel gripping me hard as I forced her pussy muscles to stretch and her channel to expand.
"God damn," Mom grunted. Her voice sounded low and stressed as I filled her core with cock. "So fucking deep, baby."
I pumped her pretty pussy several times, feeding her my sausage as her little oven-baked my flesh. Mom fucked me back, tried to run, then fucked me back again as I grabbed her long hair with my left hand, turning it into a flaxen ponytail. I used it to hold her in place by pulling her head up and back. I swung my right hand from around her waist and ran the head of the dildo between her cheeks. The knob touched my cock as I drenched the silicone in her cummy honey.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Mom uttered, turning her head and fighting my hold on her hair. I brought the dildo around, going for my mother's mouth, the crown touching her ear, then her cheek, sliding toward the corner of her lips, and she smacked it from my hand.
"Fuck," I growled, going after the dildo as it fell onto the landing.
Mom crawled away, stood, and fell against the wall. She walked on shaky legs and bent knees, passing her office on her way to her bedroom. I picked up the dildo and followed her, my feet thumping on the carpet. Once in her room, she stumbled to her bed and crawled across her mattress, stopping at the headboard. She turned around, her eyes looking at the door, but I had walked to the side of her bed. When she turned her head to look at me, I grabbed her hair and pulled her toward my cock.
"Umm," Mom gulped, the sound wet and full around my prick.
Even as my mother sucked me off, her right hand dug at her nightstand drawer. I pulled it open for her, and she grabbed a box of wet wipes that lay inside. She grabbed a wipe and thrust it at her new toy. I looked down, seeing carpet fibers on the cock. Putting her plan together, I grabbed the wipe and rubbed it over her dildo, cleaning it before slipping my cock from her mouth and replacing it with her new, cock-shaped lollipop.
I moved onto the bed and between Mom's legs, forcing them open while she sucked on the dildo I held in her mouth. She grabbed it and kept sucking while I pushed her tennis skirt up and flopped my hard cock onto her pubic hair, then down between her legs. After a couple of back and forth slides, I found Mom's pussyhole and pushed inward. Her insides parted with a tight, squeezing friction that released several ropes of precum from my balls.
"I like it when you don't wear panties, Mom," I whispered, dropping down on her body and pressing my mouth to her left ear. She kept sucking the cock over my left shoulder, holding her right elbow out while she slid her left hand around my side and settled it on my back. "I don't think I'm going to let you wear panties anymore."
"Umm, umm, mmm, umm," Mom moaned, her words garbled around the dick in her mouth.
I slid my hands down to Mom's naked ass, grabbed ahold of her soft cheeks, squeezed them hard, and started fucking her incest-loving pussy without mercy. I moved my hands down her cheeks as she lifted her knees, her feet touching the sides of my thighs. My fingers brushed her outer pussy lips from the sides and then touched her inner fold. Her hole was wide open around my cock and stretched to its limits around my thickness.
Voices from those fuckers who had watched my mother play with herself came back to me. I grunted, "Tell me, Mom," after a hard series of pussy pummels that had forced the dildo out of her mouth. "Tell me you're my slut."
"Oh, fuck," Mom gasped, the dildo falling from her hands, its silicone body thumping on the floor. "Oh, fuck, baby, I'm your slut." Mom wrapped her other right arm around me. "Baby, you fuck me so good."
I pressed my cock deep into her, making her gasp, and I said, "This is my pussy." I ground my dick inside of her, turning my hips in circles, the base of my cock straining against her mound as I corkscrewed my dick into my mother. "You're my pussy, and no one else's."
"No one else's, baby," Mom whimpered, her voice breaking. "My pussy belongs to you."
"Only me."
"Only you, oh--fuck!"
I started fucking her hard. Mom came, her twat turning into a creamy mess of white froth. I kept it up, and as her orgasm ended, another one hit her, making her squeal and lock her ankles around my back. I kept pumping her twat, pounding her pussy into poi as my cock slid in and out of her tunnel. Her pussy's grip had turned wetter but no less tight, and the tingles in my cock caused my shoulders to tremble as chills ran through my muscles.
"Oh, oh, god, fuck, oh fuck!" Mom whimpered and whined, her voice turning high-pitched as another orgasm shocked her system. Her eyes shut tight, her cheeks turned pink, and Mom let out a long sob as she started to cry.
"Oh, fuck yeah, Mom," I panted. "Keep coming, Mom. Keep coming on my fucking dick."
"No more, no more, no more," Mom sobbed, real tears falling from the corners of her eyes.
I should have made her wear mascara.
"I'm almost there," I said, my knob tingling as the sides of Mom's pussy walls jerked me off.
I let go of my mother's ass and pushed my hands beneath her legs. I grabbed the backs of her knees and pushed them upward, my body following her as I rose above her. I pushed my mother's legs back to her tits. Her calves and feet pointed upward as I moved into a squat above her pussy. I bent my upper body above hers while keeping her knees to her chest and her legs on my shoulders. Her ass and lower back tilted upward off the bed, the new angle feeding more of her creamy cooze to my cock and giving me deeper penetration than before.
"Ohhhh, gawwwd," Mom groaned as I filled her snatch to the brim, touching her guts in places where no cock had ever been before.
As I squatted above my mother's pussy, I adjusted my stance, and she reached behind my neck, locking her fingers together. By the look in her tear-glazed eyes, she knew that she was in for a porn-style fucking that was about to break her pussy in two. She looked scared yet excited. Mom bit her lower lip as I pulled my cock back until only my glans remained within the vulnerable softness between her maternal thighs, and then I just started ramming....
Sometime later, lying next to me on the bed, Mom whispered, "Oh my god, my pussy is sore." She sighed as she stretched her entire body. "I haven't been fucked like that since... since... since ever."
My right hand found Mom's left hand, and I pulled it to my mouth and kissed the back of it. She purred, rubbing her thighs together as I sat up and swung my left knee over her waist, straddling her. Mom pulled my hand to her mouth, first kissing my fingers and then sucking my thumb between her lips when I pressed it to her flesh.
"Mom," I whispered, "since your pussy is mine, and you're my slut"--my heart hammered against my chest, though my cock only inflated to a half-hard, floppy salami--"from now on, I want you to ask me for permission before you have sex with Dad."
Mom's eyes widened, then narrowed, and she sucked my thumb into her mouth before saying, "Okay, baby," in a wet, muffled tone. Her eyes flickered to my cock. "But, let's give that big boy a rest. I've earned a break from your dick." She glanced at my half-stiff cock, her expression turning into a soft, hopeful plea. "Haven't I?"
"Yeah," I said as my cock strained to get fully hard--I had come too much already. "But I'll see you later tonight."
"Okay," Mom said, releasing my thumb. "I'll be ready."
I left her room, grabbed our lunch, warmed it up, and brought it to my mother in her office. I found her as naked as I was, but I went back to my room for some rest.
Lots of rest.

* * * * *

I don't know how my mother stayed awake to work, but she did. My eyes shut before I hit my bed, sending me off to a dreamland where my father and I smoked cigars and drank brandy while my mother danced for us atop a white-clothed table while wearing a fedora and satin lingerie. When I woke, it was past time for my father to be home, and I had missed a text from Jenna that read, I'm going to do it. OMG! Wish me luck!
That was hours ago. I knew she was going to put her dad to the decision today, and so, with a rising heartbeat, I texted her, Good luck. Love you. I whispered those words while I typed them. A smile spread across my lips when I felt the same warmth for Jenna that I always did. A man could love two women, for whatever reasons, but now I had to find a way to let Jenna in on my secret--with Mom's permission.
One day, I told myself. Let's wait until we're married.
Fear hit me, followed by laughter. I rose from my bed to shower and change into a fresh pair of jeans and a body-hugging T-shirt. Jenna hadn't returned my text, so I went downstairs with my phone in my pocket.
Dad was walking down the shortcut hallway with a glass of whiskey in his hand and a smile on his face. "It's about time you got up," he said, giving me the old wink and a gun hello. "I know this is your summer of fun--or laziness--and you've earned it, but try not to sleep all day long."
I laughed and said, "I'm trying to get enough sleep for the both of us," as I hit the landing.
"I have that covered," Dad said, raising his glass of whiskey. "Two of these and a pill, and I'm out until morning." He stopped. "When do summer workouts begin?"
"They're optional," I said, on my way to the kitchen, "but encouraged." I didn't want to think about sports. I was good at what I did, but Division I colleges weren't looking at me. My athletic talent could earn me a walk-on somewhere, but that was about it.
"Then I'm encouraging you to get your butt to those workouts," Dad said as he sat down on his favorite couch. "You can lounge about when you're old."
I laughed as I disappeared down the hallway.
I entered the kitchen, not seeing my mother from the hallway, but I could hear her moving things around in the refrigerator. I turned to the right, seeing Mom with her head in the fridge. A pale yellow summer dress adorned her body, the cotton thin with the illusion of transparency. Mom's slender legs seemed to glow as they flowed from beneath the hem to her small feet. The dress' neckline wrapped around Mom's neck and hid her breasts, but it left her back, shoulders, and arms bare. She had worn her hair down tonight, and my cock twitched when I remembered how I had gathered her hair in a single rein to hold up her head.
"You know what's strange," I said. It wasn't a question. "You no longer have to ask me how my day was. You already know."
Mom smiled, turning her head toward me, and said, "Maybe it's all that small talk that keeps most mothers and their sons from trying new things."
I moved forward, coming up behind her and sliding my hands around her waist.
"Where's your father?" Mom asked, bending forward, her ass pushing back at me as she reached for a single serving container of yogurt.
"Living room," I said.
"Listen for him if you're going to touch me." Mom straightened her body and stepped back, walking me toward the kitchen island. "We don't want to get into trouble."
I hit the edge of the island and pulled Mom to me. She sighed as I slipped out from behind her and let her lean against the marble top. "I need a spoon," she said. I opened the utensil drawer, grabbed one, and handed it to her as she peeled the foil covering from her container. "You hungry?"
Mom dipped her spoon into the yogurt and pulled out a small scoop. I stepped toward her, opening my mouth as she slid the spoon between my lips. I closed them, and she pulled the spoon away, leaving the cool yogurt in my mouth.
"Are you still hungry?" Mom asked.
I nodded my head, whispering, "Yeah."
"Show me," Mom whispered, leaning back against the island and stepping her right leg to the side. The angle of her body pushed her mound outward, and I lowered myself to my knees as my mother dipped her spoon back into the yogurt....
My mouth made wet sounds against my mother's pussy lips. She continued leaning back, pushing her twat toward my mouth, her bright blonde pubes wet with spit and the cunny juice coating my tongue. She ate her yogurt, her eyes looking toward the shortcut hallway as she strained her head to my left, then turned her eyes toward the dining room, then back to the hallway, then the dining room, ever-moving as I pushed my tongue into her yummy pussyhole and licked her creamy, pink walls.
I tried to capture my mother's eyes when I pressed the topside of my tongue against her smooth pearl, my mouth closing over her clitoral hood and the upper portion of her pussy lips above her pussyhole. I sucked. Mom trembled, her mouth twitching and her eyes narrowing, her lips pulling inward and outward into a sexy, pouty pucker. I ran my hands over the front of her thighs, then their sides, and around to her hamstrings, where I moved up to her ass and cupped her cheeks in my palms.
"Mmm," Mom sighed as my fingers moved to her crack. "Ah." My right hand went between her legs, feathering the curve of her muffin from behind. I loved how a woman's pussy was made to be reached from all angles. "Ooh." The middle finger of my left hand pressed against my mother's rosebud, her pucker damp with sweat from the heat between her cheeks. "I think--I hear--your father!"



I could only hear the slurping of my mouth and tongue as I snacked on my mother's snatch.
"Mark," Mom whispered, putting her right hand in my hair and pushing hard against me.
My heartbeat rose. Mom's breathing grew deeper--harder--stronger. Was Dad coming? Was my father about to catch us? What would he say if he found me on my knees, swallowing his wife's twat? My cock hurt beneath my jeans, bending against the threaded fabric and straining my shaft as it tried to rip through the metal teeth of my zipper. Mom pushed harder against me, even humping her pussy into my mouth--trying to push me from the candy-like taste of her sweet muff.
"Am I cooking dinner?" Dad asked from around the dining room corner.
I stood, spun around, and opened the freezer-side door to the fridge. The stainless steel hid my body and the tent that had formed in my pants. Cool air hit me, chilling the sweat on my skin, and I widened my eyes, trying to find my focus as my heartbeat raced twice as hard as it had a second ago. I didn't really want my father to catch us, did I? I'd love to share Mom with him--I loved my parents. Instead of searching my brain for an answer, I grabbed a piece of ice, stuck half of it in my mouth, and then wiped it across my lips and chin to wash my mother's juices from my face.
Behind me, Dad was saying, "... I don't know, but I could order a pizza. I'm one drink away from my pill, and I don't feel like cooking."
"Pizza is fine," Mom said, speaking with a slightly higher pitch than normal.
"Pizza, Mark?" Dad asked.
"You know it," I said as my bloated salami deflated in record time. "We should get one with everything on it."
"Aw, to be young again," Dad said. "I was such a stud! I could eat anything and stay as lean as a hound."
I laughed and turned away from the fridge, nodding my head. "Sure you could," I said. "I'll be in the living room." My eyes met Mom's eyes for an instant. "We should turn the lights low and watch some movies."
"That is a good idea," Mom said, her voice catching and her nipples poking through her cotton dress.
I headed toward the living room as Dad said, "Sounds like a plan."
Once on the couch, in the center seat next to where Mom would sit, I pulled out my phone, but Jenna hadn't texted me again. I texted her, So, are you in therapy, or is your dad going to let me have that ass? I laughed, and I waited, but no response came by the time Mom and Dad joined me in the living room.
"Lights off, Dad?" I asked.
"Yeah," he said, drawing out the word, "that sounds about right."
"Are we going to cuddle?" Mom asked Dad as he settled down on his couch.
Dad cringed and said, "I'd love to. But I have to take my pill soon." He offered her a weak smile. "And if we cuddle, I'm going to want to stay up, if you know what I mean, and I need the sleep."
"That's great, Dad," I said.
"Hey," he said, winking at Mom, "if I have to hear about your girlfriend, then you can hear what I have to say. At least my dame doesn't have to ask her daddy for permission."
"All right." I laughed and tried not to look at Mom. "I'll shut up."
"Good lad," Dad said.
"Fine," Mom said. "I'll cuddle with my son." Mom turned toward me, hiding her face from dad as she slid her tongue across her lips.
"Cuddle?" I asked, groaning.
"Yeah," Dad said. "You do that. You're lucky, boy"--he looked at me--"when I was growing up, grown men didn't cuddle with their mothers. We had to sneak in our hugs, and the more hugs you can get today, the more memories you'll have when it's too late to make new ones."
"Words of wisdom," Mom said, sitting down next to me. "So, don't pout."
"I don't pout," I said. "I'm a man."
"Then don't sulk," Mom whispered. "Now, get over here and cuddle with your mother."
Dad laughed, and I smiled, as did Mom. I drew my legs up onto the couch and slid behind my mother as she lay on her side in front of me. Dad used his magic remote to kill the lights throughout the house and close the blackout curtains. He flipped through channels and logged onto a streaming service, selecting a small but well-made, action-packed drama.
"This good?" Dad asked.
"Yeah," I said.
Mom echoed me before the word had finished leaving my lips.
Dad hit PLAY, and we lay back in the near-darkness to watch.
"Grab the couch blanket," Mom half-whispered to me, her voice low enough to raise my heartbeat but high enough to stay hidden from Dad's ears.
Just another night, I thought, realizing that horniness had kept me from feeling the cool of the house. I pulled the thin blanket from atop the back of the couch and arranged it over Mom and me, my feet sticking out of the end, hers not. Once comfortable, I placed my hand on Mom's side.
Mom pushed her butt against me, wiggling her ass into the tenting crotch of my jeans. I should have worn shorts, I thought, but it was too late now. I looked toward my father, unable to see his face, and knowing that he couldn't see us, but there was something different about tonight. The excitement of getting caught had replaced my fear of getting caught. Releasing a long breath into Mom's ear, I leaned down and pressed my lips to her lobe while squeezing her side.
Mom placed her hand on mine, squeezing my fingers, then she patted the back of my hand as if she knew how I felt. She's as much mine as Dad's, I thought. More so. I owned my mother's pussy--not her heart--but her pussy. I thought, at that moment, that no matter what happened in our lives, Mom would always love me as much as Dad, never more and never less. Sharing my mother's love with my father brought a smile to my face. Mom tugged upward on my hand, and I followed her command.
I let my hand run up my mother's side, dragging her dress upward as I dipped down to caress her stomach. Its in-and-out movements gave away how excited she felt. I moved upward across her sternum, her heartbeat beating a quick rhythm against my palm as I pushed my fingers between her smallish breasts, her upper tit pressing into the thumb of my left hand. I moved back down then up, outlining the bottom of her left tit between the webbing of flesh running from my thumb to my forefinger. Mom released a shaky breath. I moved downward to do the same to her other tit. I wanted to do more, but we had a pizza coming, and my cock was already demanding that I lift my mother's dress and push myself into the warm folds between her legs that I had recently claimed as my own.
I spent the next fifteen minutes caressing my mother, touching her side, her ribs, her thighs, and tracing the curve of her butt and the triangle between her legs, where heaven lay. Mom's breathing rose, and she grabbed my hand, doing her best to move my fingers over her cunny and tits whenever I came close to them. She pouted once as I ran my fingertips over her mound but stopped short of molesting the lips below. I gave Mom a few humping motions, digging my cock into her ass but never going for the most sensitive spots on her body.
When the pizza arrived, two mediums, one full of meats, peppers, mushrooms, and onions, and the other covered in cheese, we paused our game to plate our food. Mom only ate a slice, and I didn't want the pizza weighing me down, so I only ate three pieces. Dad ate four, two slices from each pizza, saying to me, "Watching your weight?"
"I'll eat the rest later," I said, smiling. "After I work up an appetite. I think I need to do some cardio before bed."
"Don't mess up your sleeping routine," Dad said. "Eighteen or not, you're not going to be up all night and asleep all day this summer."
"If I could, I'd be up all night and all day."
Mom uttered a surprised-sounding laugh.
I smiled.
We ate, and Dad finished his second glass of whiskey, then he said, "I can do one more and be safe."
"Ritch," Mom said, using that drawn-out, disapproving tone.
"I'm not even drunk, baby, don't worry." Dad smiled. "And, since tomorrow is Friday, I'm going to forgo my pills and show you the benefits of marrying an insomniac."
I chuckled.
Mom smiled, and I thought, Will she ask me if she can fuck Dad? The thought made me look at my phone, but Jenna still hadn't texted me. Interesting.
We finished, and Mom cleaned up, though my hard-on had gone down. I had said, "I'll take care of the mess," but Mom countered with, "No, I like doing things for my men." I was one of Mom's men, and the thought made my cheeks warm. We settled back into the couch and watched more TV--as a family. Dad sipped his whiskey and took his pill while I readied myself to molest my mother as my father lay in the room with us.
As soon as Dad had popped his pill and relaxed his head, I put my hand on my mother's thigh below her dress. Her warm skin dampened my palm, and goosebumps rose against my fingers as I swept my touch upward beneath her dress. Mom pressed her ass against me, wiggling it left to right and back again, keeping her buns tight against my crotch. I slid my hand up to her hip and then to her waist, taking her dress with me and leaving her legs exposed beneath the blanket. My hand went backward after this, cupping her left butt cheek before pulling her dress up to her lower back, leaving her butt naked and at the mercy of my touch.
Dad yawned. Mom looked in his direction. Her next breath came deep and heavy as my fingers turned toward the cushions and dipped into her crack. I pulled upward, opening her cheeks and stretching her little asshole, my fingers slipping from her soft crescent when I couldn't pull her ass open any further. Her cheek jiggled and rippled, and I moved my hand over her thigh toward her front.
Pubic hairs, damp with sweat, tickled my palm. I loved Mom's hair. I wanted more of it, a nice triangular bush that felt like a teenager's downy fuzz. I wanted to keep the edges of her mound hairless as well as the cunny meat from her clitoral hood on down. I remembered pictures on the internet of beautiful, blonde Scandinavian goddesses with wisps of blonde hair along their tan skin. Some had tiny hairs near their assholes, shining in the sun like golden threads reflecting the light. That's what I wanted from Mom, just a little bit of hair, so small and spaced far enough apart that I had to search for them under the sunlight if I wanted to see them.
Those thoughts made me cup my mother's pussy harder than I meant to.
Mom's body stiffened, and her face tightened, then she relaxed as I eased my grip on her snatch. Hot, honeyed wetness had coated my fingertips when they had slipped along the line of Mom's inner cunny lips, and they came away sticky with dew and warm to the touch when I pulled them away. I raised my hand up my mother's body, pushed my fingers against her lips, and slid them into her mouth. Her tongue licked my two largest digits clean, and I eased my hand down my mother's body again, going back to collect more of her sweet nectar.
Thick slipperiness greeted my fingers when I pressed my middle and forefinger between my mother's lower lips. I wanted to hear the wet sounds, but even though I couldn't see him, I knew my father was still awake. Mom's breathing had deepened as I played with her, and she kept trying to look at Dad through the arms of our couches. I had my right arm under her neck, and with a little adjusting, I was able to push my middle finger into her mouth. Mom sucked it down with a silent hunger that made my heart flutter and my cock ache. I mimicked the fuck-motions I liked to use when I fucked her mouth with my prick, matching them to my pussy-delving, which sent Mom's ass into a rapid fuck-cycle against my cock.
Dad yawned.
Mom reached behind her butt with her left hand and played with my belt and buckle. I needed to stop wearing a belt around the house. There was no need for a belt... unless I wanted to use my belt on my mother. Hmm.... Mom unhooked my belt without making a sound, and she pushed her hand into my pants and boxer briefs, searching for and finding my cock, our bodies moving together, giving each other room to play.
"Umm," Mom grunted as I fingered her deep, but the sound came out low, so low that I barely heard her--I felt the grunt more than I heard it.
I eased up my pussy-stroking before moving my hand from her front to her back, slipping it beneath her forearm and down between her cheeks, cupping her pussy from behind. Mom sighed, as did I as I held her softness in my palm, our sounds covered by the action on the TV. After holding her cunny bulge for nearly a minute, enjoying the heat and tenderness within those pouty folds, I slid my two biggest fingers into her pussy again.
Dad set his glass on the floor. Mom and I paused everything: our movements, our breathing, our caressing, stroking, and fingering. Dad lifted his hand back to his chest and said, "I think I'm about to pass out."
Mom pushed on my mouth-fucking fingers with her tongue, and when I pulled them out, she asked, "Ritch, do you want to go upstairs?"
"Nah," Dad said, yawning. "Maybe"--he yawned--"later."
"Okay," Mom whispered as I slid my fingers into the rubbery-wet friction of her pussy channel from behind.
For the next ten minutes, I worked my mother's pussy by rubbing upward as I pushed into her, grazing her G-spot. My thumb traced her pussy lips, gathering her natural lube before placing the tip against her smooth asshole. Mom tensed as I teased her backdoor with gentle pulses that poked her rosebud inward. A couple of these strokes was all it took before Mom closed her eyes and brought her left hand to her mouth, opening her jaw and biting onto her forefinger to keep from making the kinds of noises the TV couldn't hide.
"Do you think he's asleep?" I whispered in my mother's ear.
Mom nodded her head.
"Should we check before I fuck you?" I asked, my words a caress punctuated by the feather-like sweep of my tongue against her lobe.
Mom shook her head.
"What if Dad's awake?"
Mom shook her head.
"I'm going to fuck you." I licked her earlobe again. "I'm going to fuck you right now, whether Dad's awake or not."
Mom nodded her head.
Three drinks, and he took his pill, I thought, looking at Dad's couch over the armrest, he's asleep. He had to be, or I was a dead man, and yet, my cock still tried to get harder because I was doing this to my mother while near my father.
I pushed the blanket to the floor.
Mom froze.
Dad didn't move.
I moved up, sliding my back up the backrest, and I pulled Mom onto her front, leaving her lying prone beneath my body as I threw my left leg over her and balanced myself on my knees. Dad was asleep. Mom's dress lay on her upper back, exposing her pear-shaped ass, though the light from the TV hadn't chased away the shadows clinging to her form. Mom brought her arms forward, bracing her hands against the armrest, and there she waited, her breathing growing heavy as I laid my thick cock in the crack of her hot ass.
"What if he's not asleep," I said, speaking loud enough for my father to hear us.
Mom didn't hesitate to answer, "You own this pussy, fuck it anyway," loud enough for Dad to hear had he been awake.
My heart froze, yet precum fell from the tip of my prick and onto my mother's lower back. Dad said nothing. He was asleep. I slid my body backward, my cock riding my mother's soft crack and my knob slipping between her legs into the steamy, heart-shaped gap where her pussy lay hiding. When I touched the heat of her cunny meat, we both sighed, our sounds filling the room.
I didn't have to grab my cock to get inside of Mom, and neither did Mom, but she did reach back and grab the bottoms of her ass cheeks, spreading them open for me. My cock was already there. A stream of precum spurted onto the line of my mother's slit as she invited me into her muff. I pushed, and Mom's pussy meat sank inward and spread outward, and her clam swallowed my glans past my corona.
"Uh," Mom groaned. She let go of her ass and braced her hands against the armrest again. "Come on, baby, give Momma that big dick."
I eased my member into my mother's pussy, giving her an inch, wetting my shaft, pulling out and pushing back in, her juices slowly coating my dick's length as her pussy expanded to take me a little at a time. I wasn't lubed yet, but she was wet, and with some pushing and poking and a little force, I opened my mother's hole a little at a time as the semi-wet friction made us gasp, moan, and groan together.
Fighting that dry-to-wet friction almost made me come, the pressure on my dick sending chills through my head and shaft. My knob sang with pleasure, and the very tipped itched as though I were about to unload ropes of jizz at any second. I don't know how I didn't come, but I didn't.
"I wish we were watching porn," Mom moaned as my hips pressed into her ass. "With your father right there."
I moaned, then pulled out and pumped in, using a smooth glide through her tight hole and circling my hips with a dancer's grace. Mom turned her head and bit her arm. I pumped her faster, then harder, then eased up on her pussy to fuck her with shallow thrusts. Mom couldn't spread her legs, and even if she could, I wasn't going to let her. I pushed in, my spongy tip bumping into something soft and mushy in her depths that made Mom grunt hard.
Holding my cock inside of her felt like heaven, but when I ground my hips against her ass, swinging my cock in circles between her pussy folds, Mom uttered a surprised, "Oh," followed by several whimpers that rose in pitch. I kept my left hand braced against the armrest while lowering my right hand under Mom's body, cupping her right tit as I fed her eager beaver longer strokes of my throbbing rod. The cushions beneath us caved inward. Mom's body bounced up and down as my hips slapped her ass, and my balls banged against her thighs. After a minute of this, I sped up, giving my mother's pussy a good thumping that forced her to press her palms hard against the armrest, making it creak.
"Uh--uh--uh," Mom grunted, arching her back and trying to raise her ass. "Uh, fuck--UH!--fuck!"
"Not even a thunderbolt from Zeus," I panted.
Mom laughed, then gasped, "Oh, fuck, you get deep from that--oh, god--angle, baby." I dug my cock into her twat as far as I could and flexed my ass, driving my tip deeper into her juicy tunnel. "Oh, shit, too deep"--Mom yelped--"too deep, Mark!"
I pulled out halfway.
Mom uttered a grateful sigh, whispering, "You're going to ruin this pussy."
"Do you want to get on top?" I asked, panting.
"Are you making me?" Mom was breathing harder than I was.
"Yeah," I said, slipping my prick from the softness between her legs.
I moved to the side as Mom rose to her knees. I slid between her legs, resting my back against the armrest and reaching behind my head, finding the lamp on the end table, and pulled the chain switch, turning on the lamp. Light washed over me, a soft glow that managed to illuminate my mother's body. Her dress lay bunched between her legs, leaving her tan thighs uncovered as she straddled me.
"Ride my dick hard, Mom," I said. "I want you to come first. I want to feel your cum all over my balls."
Mom bit her lower lip and nodded her head, her smoky eyes looking into mine and her regal, elfish features appearing ready for a fight. And maybe she was. I didn't know. I had a big cock, and for a woman with a pussy as small as hers, perhaps it was like jumping into an unwinnable wrestling match every time we fucked.
Mom pinched her dress near her thighs and pulled it upward, exposing her blonde-furred pussy to my eyes. She raised her butt from my thighs, hovered her pussy above my straight-as-an-arrow cock, and sat down, grimacing and moaning as my thickness parted the silky line of flesh between her legs.



"Mmm," Mom moaned. "God, you open my pussyhole wide... every time." She lowered her cunny onto my wet shaft, moaning again. "You're never going to be easy to take."
"It's good, though, right?" I placed my hands on her thighs and rode her naked limbs to her waist. She pulled her skirt back then let it go, where it caught on my wrists, leaving her pussy exposed. "It doesn't hurt?"
Mom shook her head, then she smiled and rolled her eyes up and to the left. "When it does hurt," she whispered, "it hurts good."
"Ooh," I whispered.
Mom lowered her pussy the rest of the way down my cock, opening her mouth and offering my ears several sexy little fuck-sounds that tightened my balls and urged my heartbeat to a faster pace.
"Take your dress off," I said, turning to look at Dad. He may have been out, but I hadn't forgotten about him. "And leave it off for the rest of the night."
"So bad," Mom said, grabbing her hem and pulling the cotton up her body and over her head, leaving her naked above me as she tossed the dress to the floor. Her thick nipples seemed to harden further, pulling tight and puckering near the base, which only made their caps swell outward. "You're so bad for making your mother do this."
"Ride me." I squeezed her hips. "Make your pussy come on my cock." I moaned as she rowed her hips forward and rocked them back. "Remember, I want to feel your cum on my balls."
"Yeah," Mom said, panting. "You will, baby. You'll feel my pussy juices all over those big, cum-filled balls of yours. I'm gonna wet that sack, baby. Oh, fuck, I'm gonna wet it good."
I groaned as Mom continued to rock her pussy over my shaft, my eyes sealed to the connection between our bodies. My dick looked big and mean as it stretched Mom's pretty pink lips thin, their grip clinging to my rod as she rose on my shaft, then collapsing inward as she slid her twat down my pole. Mom leaned back, placing her hands on my knees, her body leaning backward and her back arching, pushing her little tits into the air. My eyes stayed on her pussy, her pink flesh glistened, and her clit popped outward, swollen like a whore's. My whore's clit. Drawn to that shiny pearl, I placed my right hand on her hairy mound and my thumb on her button and swirled it around.
"Ooh, fuck, ooh," Mom panted fast and hard, her tits rising and falling with greater speed. She pushed her pussy toward me, pulled it away, pushed it toward me, and pulled it away, and then she spun her little love box around my cock hard. Each swirl of her pussy's softness around my dick sucked the precum from my balls, and I shivered each time as a mini, electrified orgasm raced through me.
"Come, Mom," I whispered, my voice trembling. "Come before I do."
"If I make you come," Mom said, panting, "you'll just have to spank me for being a bad girl, won't you?"
"Did Grandpa used to spank you?" I asked before I even knew what I was going to say.
"Oh, you nasty motherfucker," Mom hissed. "Grandpa spanked me a lot, especially when Grandma wasn't around!"
"With an ass like yours, I don't fucking blame him!" I lowered my left hand to her ass and squeezed.
"Nasty, little--ooh--bastard," Mom whined. "Sick, sick boy!"
I swept her clit from side to side, then turned it in a circle, then up and down. I held her left ass cheek in my hand, squeezing her hard as she pumped her pussy over my cock. Her insides sucked at my glans and rippled across my shaft, causing tingles of pleasure to prickle over my body. Every slide of her cunny across the hot thickness of my member made my heart jump, and soon I was panting almost as hard as my mom was.
"Come, Mom," I whispered, urging her onward as I worked her clit faster, the intensity of my thumb's caresses growing rabid. "Come on my cock. Come on your son's cock." Mom's pussy tightened hard around my meat. "Oh, fuck, give me that pussy juice. Give me that pussy juice, Mom." Mom's body tensed as she released a high-pitched whimper. "Give me that incest cum." I pressed my middle finger against her asshole. "Now!"
"Oh, fuck, Mark!" Mom cried out. "Mommy's coming! Fuck, oh, shit, shit! Mommy's coming on your dick!"
I held my mother by her ass as she trembled atop my cock, the heat between her legs turning to liquid as my rock-hard shaft throbbed within her. She pushed her pussy down my prick, not stopping until her lips kissed my trimmed pubic hairs. Once down, she fell back into a superhero, bullet-dodging pose, pulling my prick downward and forcing a gasp from my lungs.
I didn't release Mom's clit as she came, continuously rubbing her pearl between one orgasm and the next, her twat coming so fast that she tried to push my hand away from her pussy as she sobbed in ecstasy. I eventually eased up on her with slower and slower turns of my thumb, forcing shivers through her body that made her little titties shake. Mom was still trembling when I pulled my hand from her dripping wet love nub.
"Mom," I whispered, my heartbeat thumping hard against my chest. "Is Dad still asleep?"
Mom turned her head toward Dad and tried to rise. I slid my hands around her sides, my fingers touching and then interlocking behind her back as I lifted her upward, bringing her tits to my lips. As I sucked the left one into my mouth, taking half of it between my lips as though I were a giant, Mom whispered, "Yes, baby, your father is still asleep," in a shaky voice.
"Mom," I said, "I need to come, but I want to come while you suck Dad's cock."
"Mark!" Mom whispered.
"We talked about it," I said, biting her nipple and tugging it from her tit with care.
"But--"
I pulled my mouth from my mother's tit and said, "I'm making you, Mom." My cock swelled within my mother's creamy tunnel, making her groan. "You have no choice." I licked her other nipple.
"Okay," Mom said, her breath rising. "But this is dangerous. He could wake up."
"Does he normally wake up?"
Mom pouted her lips and gave me a coy smile. She nibbled her lower lip and whispered, "Not really. He mumbles a few words, but he never really opens his eyes."
I kissed her breasts and licked her areolas, the sounds wet and exaggerated as I nipped at her titty buds. Finally, I said, "We'll turn off the lights." I sucked hard on my mother's right breast, pulling it from her chest. "If Dad wakes up, I'll leave before he knows what's going on."
"Oh, Mark," Mom sighed as I flicked her nipples with rapid up and down strokes of my tongue. "Okay, baby. I'll suck your father's cock for you."
"While I fuck you."
"Oh, you bad, bad boy." Mom shivered. "Say when, baby. Tell Mommy when you want her to suck some cock."
"Now."
Mom put her hands on my chest and lifted her ass into the air. My cock slid out of her narrow hole with a wet plop, spilling more of her cum onto my balls. Mom looked between her legs, saying, "Mmm, messy." She stood, and her inner thighs glistened with her pussy nectar. She walked toward Dad, looking over her shoulder at me as she knelt next to the side of the couch.
I stood and turned off the couch-side lamp. I grabbed my father's remote from where it lay upon his stomach. I killed the TV, but not the sounds from the stereos. In the complete darkness, I felt my way to the coffee table and set the remote down on its surface, and then I stepped behind Mom, straddling her hips and standing above her. There was something about standing naked over my mother with a rock-hard cock, even in the dark, that sent buzzing waves of power through my body. I grabbed the neck of my shaft and bent my knees, intent on slipping into my mother's body as quickly as possible.
We had a lot of space between the couches and the coffee table. I could have scooted behind her, the fit would have been tight, but my rod wanted to get deep into my mother's hot cunny box. Really deep. Fucking Mom from an upward angle with my legs outsides of hers was going to let me do just that. I hoped Mom could take it because I wasn't going to go easy on her pussy while I worked my way toward dumping my load onto my mother's ass.
"Suck Dad's dick," I whispered, my voice mingling with the TV's sounds coming from the surrounding stereos.
I waited, listening in the dark as my heartbeat pounded in my chest, its thumping echoing my skull. I couldn't see a thing, but I could hear my mother move Dad's blanket, her fingers shuffling with his belt as it came undone. The snapping of a button followed the rustle of clothing, then the low metallic grinding of a zipper coming undone made my cock bob. I bent my knees lower, my thigh muscles tensed, and the tip of my knob touched the very top of my mother's butt crack. She jumped forward, then held still, and that's when I heard the first wet, slurpy, sucking sounds of the night.
"Mmm, mwah, mmm," Mom hummed around my father's dick. "Mwah, mwah, mwah."
I had my cock in my right hand, just beneath the corona, and I brushed my mother's crack with up and down strokes. My precum mixed with her cummy pussy juices, creating a warm, wet palette for me to drag my cock through. Mom continued sucking, the sounds growing wetter and fuller as my father's cock thickened in her mouth.
If I could please my mother on my own, and my father could please my mother on his own, then how much pleasure could we have given her together? The thought of my mom lying in bed, curled in a ball and begging us to leave her alone as she uttered euphoric sobs sent a body-shaking tingle through my balls. A chill swam through me, causing my spine and shoulders to dance as goosebumps rose across my skin. I pushed my cock through my mother's crack once more, finding her asshole and its suction cup-like grip.
I pushed there.
"Uh-uh," Mom gasped around Dad's cock, jumping as I prodded her little, wet asshole.
Not tonight, but soon, I thought as I moved down her perineum and touched the smooth oval at the bottom of her pussy. I pushed inward, finding her pink hole slick and gummy and as soft as warm cookie dough. With a loud sigh, I sank into my mother's body, spreading her pussy channel and fucking my incest-cock deep into the tight hole between her legs.
"Ungh," Mom groaned as I pushed my cock deep into her snatch. I didn't stop until my balls rested against her throbbing clit. I hit something soft in the back of her cunny, and she grunted hard around my father's prick. I grabbed onto her sides, my hands big on her body, my fingertips almost touching. God, she felt small as I held her pussy in place right before I started ramming her pussy hard.
No finesse.
No gentleness.
"Umm-umm-umm-umm," my mother grunted around Dad's prick, her spit sputtering from between her lips. She sounded surprised, yet her slurping sounds around Dad's cock grew intense as I continued to hammer her upturned twat hard. When I bottomed out inside of her and turned my hips in a circle with my knob grinding against her guts, Mom whimpered around Dad's dick, yet she never pulled her mouth from his salami.
I wanted to spank her.
I wanted to make her come.
I fucked her faster, not harder, giving her half of my cock at a time as I glided through the tightness of her hole. Her insides clung to me, wet and sticky and oh so fucking hot. My glans tingled, and pleasure raced across my corona, flowing down my shaft and into my balls. My thighs tingled. The closer I came to coming, the tighter my mother's pussy gripped me.
As my balls tightened and my nuts swelled with cum, Mom's pussy gushed with new honey. Dad uttered a tight, muffled, sleep-caged groan. My balls, thighs, cock, and body exploded with pleasure, a self-contained mushroom cloud that left me trembling and gasping. Dad continued to moan, his pleasure sharp and quick, and Mom's hungry, cock-stuff mouth released a series of blissful cries as her pussy turned to gold around my throbbing shaft. I hammered her hard, the wet sounds were obscene in the darkness, and she came again as I poured thick streams of cum into her trembling snatch.
I held myself tight to my mother, my heart pounding and my mind waiting for any sign of Dad waking up, but he never did, not fully.
"Uh-umm," was all he said, almost making me pull out of my mother's snatch and run away as he struggled to rise.
Damn it! I had forgotten to pull out and come on my mother's ass.
"Okay, Mark," Mom whispered in the dark after Dad had calmed. "Mommy needs to sleep. You've broken me, baby. You've broken your mother's pussy."
I laughed, the sound a whisper. "Okay. Let me go first; then, you can turn on the lights and clean up down here."
"Okay," Mom said, her voice heavy and tired. "Hurry up. I'm beat."
I headed upstairs with my clothes, making sure I had my phone. Once in my room, I checked my new texts, and I had several from Jenna, and each one shared the same message: Text me back as soon as you get this. I checked the time; it was only 9 p.m.
What's up? I texted her.
Half a minute later, she answered with, This is too good for the phone. Meet me in my backyard at midnight. Text me before you come over. Love you. Bye.
Love you, I sent back as I headed to my bathroom to take a shower.
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Ready for me? I texted Jenna five minutes before midnight.
I didn't have to wait long before Jenna sent me: My parents are asleep. I'm in the hot tub. Get your sexy butt over here.
I rolled out of bed, changed into a pair of boardshorts, and made the trip down to my backyard. I hadn't bothered with the lights. I walked to the concrete dividing wall separating our yards, placed my hands on the flat top rail, and jump-pushed myself over the fence. Jenna had left her yard dark, leaving only the starlight to guide my path to her hot tub's glowing water. I jumped onto the grass and walked across Jenna's lawn, around her pool, and to her hot tub.
"It's so dark," I said, standing on the lip of the hot tub as I stared down at Jenna, sitting in the bubbling blue water. "But it always is. What if I was some stranger instead of me?"
"Shut up and get in here," Jenna said, her voice bubbly and barely contained. "Dad is going to let us have sex!"
"That's better than therapy." I stepped into the bubbling hot tub, the water crawling over my skin and warming my body. "How'd this happen?"
"I," Jenna said, standing and grabbing my hands. "I"--she smile-cringed before saying--"kissed him!"
"You did what?" I asked without thinking, my voice coming out quick and sharp and curious as my mind slammed against my skull. Her words struck me with the precision of a ball-peen hammer, and I started to chuckle. "Kissed him how?"
Jenna shrugged and looked to the side. "You said I should tease him."
"Tease, not kiss."
"I've been teasing him every night, but"--it seemed as if she tried to shrink--"but it just kept turning me on. Dad kept fucking Mom every night afterward--I couldn't take it anymore." She looked at me; her eyes were big beneath the starlight. "So, I asked him about you, and he said, 'No,' and then I said, 'Well, I need to fuck somebody,' and I kissed him." Soft, rapid laughter fell from her lips. "I sat on his lap and kissed him."
"Holy shit," I whispered, thinking, Guess what I've been doing? "Then what happened?"
"You're not mad?"
I shook my head. "No. It's fucking strange, but you're a strange girl." Should I have been mad? Was I allowed to be mad? It didn't matter because I wasn't mad.
"Shut up," Jenna said. "I needed to show him how much I needed it. You know what the strange thing was?"
"Stranger than a daughter kissing her father? No, I don't know what's stranger than that." Oh, but I knew, though.
"Dad, kinda, you know," Jenna whispered, "kissed me back."
"Oh." I tried to keep my expression blank as blood flowed into my cock, giving my dangling monster a swift thickening of size.
"Then he pushed me off his lap and went to see Mom." Jenna sighed. "I'm pretty sure he fucked the hell out of her, which he's been doing every night since I started teasing him--as you told me to do." She widened her eyes as she told me that. "Later, after he finished with Mom, he said, 'Okay. You can be with Mark, but there will be rules.'"
"What kind of rules?" Rules were good. The idea of "rules" didn't seem to bother my cock, which continued to grow beneath my shorts.
"I don't know. He wants to see you and your parents tomorrow."
I took Jenna's face in my hands and looked into her eyes. I saw the smile of an excited youth stretch her lips, not that I was so old and wise, but she was still young and inexperienced. Not like my mother. Not even like me. Jenna was a virgin. Maybe waiting a couple of years wasn't such a big deal any--
Jenna stood on her toes, wrapped her hands around my neck, and pulled my mouth down to hers. Our lips met and slid together, the perfect union of flesh that parted as our tongues merged, first in my mouth, then pushing into hers. We pressed against each other, our tongues licking and sliding together, generating saliva as we tasted each other. I moved my right hand behind her head and my left down her teen body; the muscles beneath her tight skin felt hard and thick. My hand found her ass, and I filled my palm with her meat.
Oh, yeah, I thought as my fingertips dipped into her crack and traced the thong of her bikini panties. She's not that young. Within moments, my hard-on pressed into her stomach.
"What?" Jenna asked as I laughed against her lips.
"Nothing," I said. "I've had a long week without you." But I wouldn't trade it for all the wishes in the world. "So, you're a Daddy kisser now?" What a pair we made.
Jenna stared at me, her eyes widening. Her mouth dropped open, but no words came out.
I laughed.
Jenna blushed, the light from around the spa revealing the flushing of her cheeks.
"With tongue?" I teased.
Jenna turned to the side, her eyes going wide, "Yeah, maybe, I don't know," she said, her answer spoken with a long, drawn-out embarrassment that only made my prick harder. "I wasn't thinking about it when I did it. I just did it. I only know how to kiss with tongue, okay? Teasing him was your idea!"
"Daddy kisser," I said, squeezing her ass. "What a bad little girl you are."
"I didn't kiss my Daddy," Jenna said, looking at me and shaking her head with a don't be an idiot expression on her face. "I kissed my father." Her following smile was nothing but coy sweetness and false innocence. "You're my Daddy, and I love kissing my Daddy."
"Then give Daddy a kiss."
Our lips met, and I dug my fingers deeper into her thick ass, making her moan into my mouth. Jenna pulled me down into the water and pushed me back, sitting me down on the spa's granite bench. Bubbles splashed around my shoulders as Jenna straddled my lap. Her thinly clad muff pressed into my cock as she wrapped her arms around my head. I held onto her ass with my right hand and ran my left hand up her back, finding the strings keeping her bikini top together. I pulled them apart. Her bikini's half-cups came loose from her chest and floated atop the water, bouncing with the explosions of air along the water's surface.
"Did you miss these titties, Daddy?" Jenna asked, her voice turning pouty. "You haven't been able to suck them for a week."
"I'll get to do more than suck them soon," I said. "Tomorrow?"
Jenna nodded her head, biting her lip.
"Should I suck them now?"
"Yeah," Jenna whispered. "Right now."
"Yeah," I said, thinking of Mom and our agreement. Yet, if I now had permission and I still owned Mom's pussy, then what was the problem? God, I was a bastard.
Jenna pushed her breasts toward me, rising to her knees and thrusting her hips forward. I held her back with my left hand, pressing my palm into her as I cupped her left tit with my other hand and lowered my mouth to her thick nipple. Her nipples were shorter than Mom's, yet just as thick, though her areolas were larger as well. Her tits--one of them equaled both of Mom's--were much bigger. I sucked their firm, youthful perkiness into my mouth with enough slobbering noise to dub a Japanese porno.



"Ooh," Jenna moaned, running her hands through my hair and kissing the top of my head. "I've missed--mmm--this." She moaned again. "Your mouth on my titties is so fucking hot. I tell our friends about how good you suck my titties. It makes them so wet."
I growled around her left tit, dropped both my hands to her thick ass, and lifted her into the air. Jenna gasped, laughing as I turned her around and set her down on the lip of the spa. Our mouths touched, as did our tongues. I pressed my body over hers, easing her down to the cement behind her. When I rose, she asked, "Mark, baby, sweetie... will you eat my pussy for me?"
"I thought you'd never ask," I whispered, kneeling in the water.
Jenna's ass lay on the edge of the spa. I moved forward, rising from the water so that the back of her knees rested on my shoulders. Starlight led the way between her legs, making the patch of nylon covering her fat pussy viewable. Her bikini panties had bowties at her hips. I grabbed the strings, tugged them loose, and pulled her panties to the right. Jenna lifted her butt, and I tossed them in the water behind me, the smooth lips of her bare beaver stealing my focus.
I lowered my lips to her lips, kissing the long seam of her twat right below her clit and above her actual pussyhole. Jenna purred as I pushed my tongue outward, curling it over my lower lip and laying it flat against Jenna's upper slit. With a growl, I licked upward, digging into her cleft and pushing down on her clitty, making her jump as I flicked her love button with rapid strokes.
"Mmm, yeah," Jenna moaned, keeping her voice low. "Tomorrow--mmm--I'll be doing this for you."
I moaned against her pussy. How would Jenna's virgin mouth compare to my mother's experience? I shouldn't compare, I thought, yet when I compared their bodies, I always found a way to love both of them. She'll be great.
I wrapped my arms around Jenna's thighs and placed my fingers on her outer pussy lips. Her tender skin warmed beneath my touch, and when I spread her open, the sweet fragrance of her inner pinkness filled my nostrils, sending my head into a spin. I pressed my lips to her pussyhole and drove my tongue into her wetness, tasting her smooth cunny walls and the thick honey flowing from her twat tunnel.
"So good," I said around a mouthful of pussy. "So fucking tasty."
"Yeah," Jenna whispered. "That's your pussy, Mark. That's your fucking pussy."
I groaned; the sound was hungry and desperate. That's your fucking pussy. Had she hidden a microphone in my house? Imagine if she had. Imagine her and Mom sucking my cock or bending over my bed side-by-side while I played pussy-roulette with their creamy twats.
"Ooh," Jenna hissed as I pushed my middle finger into her virgin cunny's tightness. "Your fingers are so much bigger than mine."
"Imagine how my dick is gonna feel inside of you," I said, then licked around her slit where it gripped my finger.
"You're going to have to get me so wet to fuck that big thing into me." Jenna moaned, still keeping her voice low as I sucked her clit away from her pussy. "Fuck, that feels good, baby."
Let's see if I learned anything, I thought as I closed my eyes went to work on my girlfriend's twat. We had to be quiet, but less than a minute later, I had to grab Jenna's panties and stuff them into her mouth, followed by her bra. Even then, she had to cover her mouth with her hands. I used my fingers and tongue between her legs, pulling her pussy lips open with my thumbs and licking her inner folds. I traced the line of her sweet lips, inside and out, and I sucked her clit, polishing the little pearl with the tip of my tongue as I held it between my lips. When Jenna's cream had drenched my mouth, I slipped two fingers into her muff, curled them upward, and rubbed the soft underside of her mound, finding her G-spot and making her squirm. As I gave her a two-fingered pussy stroke, my left hand strayed to her asshole, where I teased her anal bud with soft pokes that pushed her hot ring inward, but never all the way.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," Jenna cried, her whimpers and whines flowing through her wet panties and escaping her palm. "Umm, mmm, mmm, umm, mmm."
I pushed my fingers deep into her slippery hole while sucking on her clit. Jenna's thighs tensed, and she pushed her ass off the cement. The wet muscles of her pussy gripped my fingers hard, her velvety walls sucking on my digit and teasing my cock with the tightness of her hole. I doubled down on my sucking, pulling my finger from her ass and moving it to her mound. I lay my palm flat atop her cunny slope and pushed my thumb down her clitoral hood, resting the tip across her pink jewel. Jenna jumped as I rubbed her swollen nub and licked around the sides of my thumb, wetting her pearl whenever I had the chance.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, Mark!" Jenna's voice mumbled through her panties and palms. "I'm gonna cum!" And then she did, tightening her entire body and pinching my fingers hard with the creamy vise between her thick thighs.
I pushed into Jenna's teen twat as far as I could, wiggling my fingers against her grip as I swished her clit from side to side. She spread her legs wide, and I stood, finger-poking her pussy fast and hard and watching her big tits shake as she came beneath the starlight. Something happened that had never happened before--jet streams of her liquid cum sprayed from her pussyhole, reminding me of those pornos where the girls squirt their juices all over the camera's lens.
"Fuck," I whispered, not easing up on Jenna's pussy.
She fought me for a second, then turned on her side to get away from my fingers. I let her go and watched as she pulled her arms and legs tight to her body. Her knees came up by her breasts as she trembled through the biggest orgasm I had ever seen her experience.
"You okay?" I asked once her breathing had calmed.
"Fuck," Jenna said, pushing herself up and sitting at the edge of the spa. "Where did you learn that?"
Heat warmed my cheeks. I shrugged and said, "Just missing you; that's all."
"You should miss me more often." Jenna put her hands around my neck and pulled me down for a slow tongue dance before asking, "Can I jerk your big dick off, Daddy?"
"I thought you'd never ask," I said, pushing my shorts down my thighs.
Ten minutes later, after dropping a healthy dose of white cream on Jenna's tits, then rubbing my jizz into her breasts and neck, I stepped into my living room. Dad still lay on the couch with the TV on. Mom had gone upstairs. I stood above my dad, looking down at him from behind his couch, and my heart started to speed up as I leaned over him and placed my hand on his chest.
"Dad?" I asked, shaking him. He didn't stir. "Dad? Dad?" He still didn't stir, just like he hadn't stirred when Mom had sucked the cum from his balls while he had slept. Holy shit, how much cum had my mother eaten this week? "Dad?"
I leaned over, my heart starting to echo between my ears. "Dad," I whispered, "I wish we could share Mom together." Sweat pushed through the pores along my hairline. "I wish we could double team her." Was I sick? "If you don't wake up right now, I'm going to upstairs and fuck your wife all night long."
Dad didn't stir--thank fucking God!
"Last chance, Dad," I said in a normal tone as my cock thickened and lengthened, ignoring its soreness in favor of the pussy that lay in bed upstairs. "Three... two... one... I'm going upstairs to fuck Mom."
Dad never stirred, even as I dropped heavy footsteps on each stair leading upward. (What was wrong with me?) By the time I reached the second-floor landing, my cock had gained its full size. I went to my room, took off my clothes, gave myself a once over with a towel, and used my body spray to mask the scent of the Jacuzzi. Then I went to Mom's well-lit room. Inside, she lay naked atop the covers of her bed with her hands between her legs. She smiled when she saw me. "What kept my son so long?" Mom spread her pussy lips for me. "Mommy's pussy is hungry."
I smiled, thinking, I guess Mom's pussy has recovered, as I crawled onto my father's bed. How had Dad never taken advantage of this side of Mom? It was working out great for me, and even with Jenna now having permission to fuck me, I had no plans to stop fucking my mother. If Dad wasn't going to do it, then someone had to, right?

* * * * *

My alarm went off at half-past seven in the morning, but I closed my eyes and drifted back to sleep. I had fucked Mom for a long time last night, slipping my cock in her softness using long strokes, slow strokes, massaging the soreness from her pussy and my cock with easy-going lovemaking. We kissed with passion, devouring each other and matching our lips to the mellow rhythm of our fucking as my prick stirred her insides and lay within her guts. Halfway through the night, after Mom had come again, she whispered, "If you keep this up, your father's in trouble."
I laughed, kissing her neck and rising to my knees. I lifted her legs, pushed a pillow under her ass, and eased my dick into her snatch down to my balls. Sometimes I pulled completely out, watching as her tiny twat-hole gaped for several seconds before regaining its small size.
"There's no loosening your pussy up, is there, Mom?" I asked, fucking half of my shaft into her creamy channel with liquid-like motions.
Mom shook her head, panting, "We're just lucky, I guess." Sometime after that, I went back to my room after leaving the last of my cum on the inner lips of my mother's pink hole.
So, waking the morning after our fucking wasn't easy, but after Dad had left for work, the velvet wetness of Mom's tongue brushed against my prick. When I tried to rise, she said, "Relax, baby, let Mommy take care of you." So I relaxed, and Mom took care of me, then she went to her office to get some work done.
I spent the morning in bed, wondering how I would tell my mother that Jenna had convinced her father to let us have a sexual relationship. I thought about it, and I thought about it, and I decided that the best way to tell Mom was to let Mr. Mason tell Mom.
I was such a pussy.
"Fuck it," I said, getting up just before Mom was ready to have lunch. "No plan is perfect."
I undressed at lunchtime, walked downstairs, and found Mom in the kitchen, eating her regular meal of fruits and vegetables. She had dressed in white trimmed, blue soccer shorts with loose leg holes and a cropped white T-shirt.
She saw me and raised an eyebrow. "I like what I see, but this will take some getting used to." She closed her fingers into fists and shivered. "It's like I'm a teenager again, only this time I know that I'm living in a porno."
"Lucky for me," I said, smiling and grabbing my cock and stroking it. I had my phone in my left hand. "I'm going to take some pictures of you. Then I'm going to video you as you masturbate for me, using your new cock." I looked upward and through the ceiling toward her room. "And then I'm going to fuck you while we watch the video."
Mom smiled around an apple wedge. Her cheeks turned pink, and she said, "May I finish lunch first?"
"Take your time," I said. "I'll be in the living room, jerking off." I half turned away, then looked back at Mom. "Did you remember not to wear panties?"
Mom slid her left hand to her right leg hole and pulled her shorts to the left. Her bare pussy lips and some of her pubic hairs came into view as she held her shorts to the side, waiting for my approval.
"Good girl," I said as goosebumps exploded across my shoulders.
Mom smiled.
I turned and walked away, my heartbeat starting to rise. Holy shit! Where had that come from? Where had any of my behavior come from?
It's better to let me do the thinking, my cock said to me. I pictured myself in therapy ten years from now, with Frasier Crane sitting in the chair opposite me. (I may have binged watched too many old TV shows.) Old? My mother was in her teens when that show was on the air. Thoughts of TV shows and therapy left me as I sat my naked ass down on the couch and stroked my dick, thinking about Mom and what Mom was going to say when she realized that I no longer needed to make her do anything.
I used my spit to grease my cock, and as I stroked the full length of my member, pulling the neck skin over the head, I promised myself that I'd go and buy some lube. Something warm and soothing that gave a person the tingles. Something I could use on Mom's asshole. Would Mom give it up, even if I made her? That was something Jenna wasn't going to give me until she turned nineteen, so maybe I could make my mother give me hers.
Mom's footsteps sounded to my right. They were little pitter-patters on the wooden floor of the hallway and foyer before she stepped onto the living room's soft carpet. I turned my body to the left and looked at Mom as she stood behind the couch, still clothed as she said, "I need to get my new toy."
"I'll wait," I said. "And Mom"--I licked my lips--"change into some lingerie for me."
Mom's cheeks reddened as her lips widened into a big, teeth-baring grin. "You know, I've bought some for you." She nodded her head, speaking in a rush. "I'll go get it." She ran off, jogging upstairs as fast as she had spoken.
Mom had bought some lingerie--for me. Online or had she gone out for it? I didn't know, but it wasn't like I was spending all day with her, just most of it. Given Mom's horny side, I bet she had lingerie for Dad, too, only more elegant than whatever she planned to wear for me.
Stroke me harder, damn it! my cock wailed as an ache ran through my shaft at the sudden, steel-like hardness in my pole that threatened to snap my rod in two. I gave in to what the big guy wanted. Mom would be downstairs soon, and I planned to masturbate while she fucked her dildo for me. Right after she came, I was going to drop a load of jizz on her beautiful face. The thought made me groan as a bead of glistening precum flowed from my tip.
Mom came downstairs ten minutes after I had told her to change. She tossed her dildo next to me on the couch as she stepped into the living, dressed in midnight black lingerie that pressed into her skin, making her appear more muscular than she was. She wore a shelf bra that supported her hard-nippled titties from underneath but left the rest of her breasts bare. Stockings covered her legs to the middle of her thighs, held up by a lacy garter belt around her waist as silver clips kept the four suspenders connected to her stockings' thick welts. As sexy as her lingerie was, the real magic lay between my mother's thighs.
She had put on sheer black panties split down the center by twin strings of pearls that outlined her pretty little pussy lips. They glistened--the pearls and her pinkness, both shiny and bright and as smooth as soft-serve ice cream. Mom spun for me. I sighed as her mostly naked ass came into view. The back of her panties was nothing more than four straps angled across her cheeks that connected to the gusset that cupped the upper half of her pussy, but left her hole open for fucking. Nothing covered her crack. Mom spread her cheeks for me, showing off the smooth tightness of her untouched, virgin pucker.
She won't be a virgin back there forever, I thought, my mouth watering and my tongue itching for a lick of her backdoor.
"Sexy enough?" Mom asked as she completed her turn. "Or should I buy something sluttier for you?"
"It's sexy enough, Mom," I said, stroking my dick for her, "but slutty is always better."
Mom laughed, then she tugged at her lower lip with her teeth before saying in a resigned if I have to tone, "What are you going to make me do for you now?" Mom pressed her lips together in thought before speaking again. "Remember, I still have to go back to my office and work."
"Damn," I said. "I keep forgetting that you're a real grown-up."
"Would you rather I was a teenager?"
I shook my head, saying, "No," I said, "I'm happy you're my mother."
"What do you want me to do?" Mom asked, smiling.
"We're going to take some pictures." I wiped my cock-stroking hand on my thigh and grabbed my phone. "Then, you're going to play with your little pussy for me and make it come."
"You nasty, naughty bastard," Mom whispered. "I love it when you talk dirty to me."
"I wish I knew that when I was younger. It would have been easier for me to talk my way out of trouble."
Mom laughed, then she tilted her head and uttered in a suggestive whisper, "Maybe."
"Get on the coffee table and spread your pink for me."
Mom stepped onto the table, her stocking feet sticking to the glass and her long legs dominating my vision. She looked down as she ran her fingers along the pearl slit guarding her wet crease, then she pulled the pearl curtains aside to show off the golden cunny between her thighs.
I snapped a picture, zoomed in, and snapped another, then stepped close for an upward shot. Mom dipped her fingertips into her folds and pulled them open, and I snapped a picture of her glistening pink butterfly. After several more pictures, Mom pushed her fingers deeper into her hole, two from each side, and she pulled outward, groaning as she stretched her pussyhole for me.
"So fucking sexy, Mom," I whispered, getting a close-up of her glistening pink well. "Does that little kitty love her son's incest-dick?"
"God, Mark," Mom said, her voice rushed and trembling. "That makes my pussy so fucking wet. See?"
"Yeah," I said, taking another picture of her cooze. I moved in close, my nose almost touching the sides of her dewy walls as I took a deep breath. Heat cascaded down my body as Mom's flowery scent filled my nostrils, her intoxicants settling in my lungs and driving my precum from my balls. "I can see how wet you are for me. I can smell how much your pussy wants my cock."
Mom shivered.
I took more pictures.
Mom continued posing for me, turning sideways and sticking out her butt, then straightening her legs and bending over, the curve of her ass tightening as she pretended to pick something up from the coffee table. She turned around and spread her legs, looking over her shoulder at me. She lowered herself to all fours and spread her legs in a frog-like squat. I snapped pictures of her exposed holes. Her slitted panties, which only covered the front half of her pussy, gave me free access to her twat, and I lowered my hand, pressing the tip of my middle finger against the lips protecting her creamy opening.
"Mmm," Mom sighed as I eased my finger into her slippery opening.
I played around in the soupy mess of cream between my mother's thighs, twisting my finger and corkscrewing my digit into my mother's cunny. I fed her beaver one knuckle then two, fucking her with shallow thrusts before slipping my entire digit into her wet hole.
"Uh," Mom moaned.
"You know, Mom," I whispered, lowering my face toward her ass, my breath falling across her skin. "Your pussyhole is so tight; it makes me wonder how tight your asshole is."
Mom shivered.
I lowered my mouth to my mother's crack and pushed my tongue forward, pressing the tip against her pucker before sliding it downward and pressing the flat of my tongue between her cheeks. Mom gasped and wiggled her ass, pushing her smooth backdoor against my taste buds.
"That's something--ooh, baby--your father would never do to me." Mom groaned as I wiggled the tip against the center of her asshole. "You're a nasty boy, Mark. You must--ah, fuck, you're getting in there--take after me."
I was getting in there, pushing the tip of my tongue hard against the tightness of her pucker and managing to wiggle a piece of my wet flesh into her tiny hole. I didn't enter her butt, but I did lodge the tip of my tongue, the very tip, within the grip of her rubbery anal ring, and the pressure around my flesh made my cock bob up and down, flinging precum onto my mother's little feet.



"Has Dad ever used a finger on you?" I asked, pulling my tongue from my mother's butt.
"No," Mom whispered.
"Have you?"
"Yes," Mom said, panting, "but my fingers are so small."
"Mine aren't."
"I know, baby," Mom whispered. "Are you gonna make me take them?"
I smiled at the tremor in my mother's voice.
"One day," I said, "when we have more time." I touched a forefinger to my mother's rosebud, giving it a gentle push. The little crater created a suction cup around my digit's tip. "But right now, I want to make a home movie." I pulled my finger from Mom's ass and stepped back. "It's time for you to play with that pretty little pussy between your legs."
Mom turned around, staying on her knees, her hand shooting out and grabbing my cock before I could step back any further. "Just a taste," Mom pouted, looking at me with soft doe eyes, the light within them pleading for me to say yes.
She licked her lips, and I said, "Okay, but a quick one."
I let Mom tug me toward her; my knob aimed straight for her mouth as she guided my cock forward. My tip hit her lips. They rolled over my dick as she took me into her mouth, and her hand slid along my shaft, stroking me to my balls. Wet, hungry mwuh, umm, mwuh sounds came from my mother's throat, deep and rich and hungry. I switched my phone from camera mode to video mode and filmed my mother from above, then the sides while trying to watch the screen so I could capture the perfect angle of her cock-sucking face. I uttered soft moans the entire time, and I did my best not to fuck up the shot as my body trembled.
"Give me that cum," Mom said around a wet mouthful of dick.
I almost did. My mother's naughty words, spoken with her mouth full, sent tingles down my spine and into my balls, getting my jizz ready for a rocket blast down her throat.
"Oh, no," I said, bending over and pulling my hips back, the movement stealing my prick from my mother's lips. "We've got time to make a dirty movie, Mom. I want to see your pussy cream on camera."
Mom pouted. I walked away, half turning to grab her dildo while keeping my phone on her at the same time. I could always edit the sloppiness of my videos later. If some high school dropout on YouTube playing Minecraft could edit their videos, so could I, but it would be just my luck if all of those guys were four-year film majors.
I handed Mom her dildo, and she dropped to her knees on the coffee table. I filmed her stockings and the glossy sleekness they encased her legs in. The pearl slit of her panties opened, and her sexy pussy lips slipped out as her desire swelled her cunny folds and popped her clit out of its hiding spot. I panned the camera upwards, filming Mom's pink-nippled tits followed by her regal features, making her look like a queen who was doing something that no lady of status would ever do in front of a camera, or real in life, where rumors could make or break someone's social status.
But this is real life, I thought, and Mom only does this for me. Cum dripped from my cock, and I walked forward, saying, "Mom, wet your dildo with my precum."
"My son's precum?" Mom asked, reaching forward with a cat-like prowl. "My son's precum on my toy cock?" She pouted, then grabbed my cock with an overhand grip and rubbed her thumb over my piss slit. Then she rubbed what jizz she could over her fake dick. "Mommies shouldn't do this with their sons' precum."
I moaned.
Mom brought the dildo between her tits, their size not enough to pillow the fat cock in her hands. She held her dildo by its shaft as she cradled its balls, looking down and releasing a thick wad of whitish spit onto the knob. With a soft moan, she fucked the cock between her little tits, stroking the shaft and letting more spit fall from her mouth. The nastiness of seeing my mother acting so slutty sent my pulse into overdrive.
"You're so fucking sexy," I said, moving around and capturing my mother's body at different angles. "You're such a slutty mother for your titty-fucking dildo."
"For you," Mom said, eyeing the camera. "I'm titty-fucking this piece of meat for my son." She winked, nibbled her lip, looking coy, and then she opened her lips and slid the tip of her spit-covered prick into her mouth.
I groaned.
Mom moaned around her toy dick; her sounds hungry and desperate, almost whiny. I watched her gobble up the cock, take the stalk down her throat, gag, pull off, gasp for breath, and go back for more. I should have made her wear mascara. Next time, I would. She pulled the cock from her mouth and tapped it against her tongue. I reached down to stroke my cock, and Mom reached out her hand, using her fingers to call me to her. I came, letting her wrap her fingers around my prick and jerk me off as she sucked her silicone dick fast and hard.
Fuck, I thought, her jaw is going to be sore. My mother didn't seem to be the type of woman who believed in showing herself mercy. You're a great man, Dad, but you should have treated Mom like a whore every once in a while. Then again, thankfully, he hadn't.
I pulled away, my cock waving back and forth in front of Mom and just out of her reach. She glared at me, then at the camera, and her anger gave me goosebumps. She lowered her dildo to the coffee table and stuck its suction cup base to the glass, the long, curved shaft sticking straight into the air.
"Are you gonna make Momma fuck this dick, baby?" Mom asked, looking at my camera. "You gonna make my little pussy handle this big, monster dick?"
"Yeah," I said, breathing hard.
"You sure, baby?" Mom straddled the cock with her knees, looking down at the dick and then at me. She spread her knees to the sides, lowering her pussy toward the thick knob staring up at her hole. "You're going to make my little pussy take this beast?"
"No choice," I whispered. "I want to see my mother come."
The cockhead touched the pearl slit of my mother's crotchless panties right before they kissed her glistening lips. I zoomed in, and Mom uttered a deep, "Uh," as the crown opened her pussyhole and found a home within her pink channel.
"So thick," Mom whispered, sighing as the corona passed her lips, followed by the neck. Her knees continued to spread, forcing her soft pussy to gobble up more of the cock. "But not as thick as my son's, right, Mark?"
"No," I said, shaking my head. "My dick is much bigger."
Mom's knees continued to spread, her pectineus muscles straining outward from where they connected her inner thighs to her pussy slope. I sighed, knelt, and zoomed in on my mother's small lips as they slid over the dildo's shaft.
"I didn't know you could do the splits," I said as Mom's thighs bent ninety degrees to the sides, allowing her cunny to swallow the cock down to its balls.
"Ungh," Mom grunted as the last of the cock disappeared inside of her. "I danced when I was younger, and I do yoga now." Mom moaned, closing her eyes as her face displayed the pleasure coursing through her twat. "The splits are one of the few things your father doesn't mind me doing for him in bed."
I growled and said, "Is it strange that I want to double-team you with Dad?"
Mom giggled, leaned forward, and opened her eyes. "No," she said, speaking with a throaty purr to her voice. "I want both of you to double-team me too." She released a low ah sound that made her body roll with a sexy, serpentine wave. "Pussy and mouth. Mouth and ass." She turned her head slightly, uttering a low, ooh, from her lips. "Pussy and ass?" She nodded her head. "Yeah, baby? Would you fuck me in the ass while your father strokes my pussy with his cock?"
"Jesus, fuck, Mom," I whispered, walking toward her. "You need to suck my cock before your words make me waste my load."
"Come here," Mom said, laughing. "And stuff your mother's mouth with that incest-dick."
I stepped forward, using two hands on my phone as Mom gently grabbed me by the balls and pulled me to her mouth. She didn't stop fucking herself, using the muscles in her thighs to bounce her pear-shaped ass up and down. I filmed over her head and behind her back, getting a downward view of her flexing butt cheeks. Glimmers of sweat appeared on her skin, and the meat of her buns looked thick and juicy beneath the strain of her motions.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned as Mom swallowed my knob, taking time to lick the precum from my slit before polishing my glans and tracing my corona. Mom's fingers moved around my balls, rubbing and caressing them, making me shiver. When I looked down, I saw she had her hand pressed to her mound, her fingers diddling her clitty with quick, side-to-side strokes.
I let go of my phone with my left hand and brought it to Mom's head, easing her mouth down my shaft as I humped my meat-pole forward. Mom continued to roll my balls, her fingers moving faster as her garbled whimpers rose in pitch. My skin tingled, and my balls prickled, the sack tightening as my cannon got ready to fire off a massive load of spunk.
"Fuck, oh, fuck, Mom." My breathing turned rapid as my short hairs stood on end.
My thighs tensed, then trembled, and I flexed the head of my cock as my orgasm started to buzz through my dick. I waited, holding out for as long as I could, using every ounce of control I had to keep from coming until I heard my mother's cries of pleasure explode through her cock-sucking lips.
When she came, howling around my glans, I came, yelling, "Oh, fuck Mom, swallow my load! Swallow it all!"
Gulping noises followed, and Mom spat saliva and jizz from her flaring cheeks. She pulled off my cock, catching a thick spurt of cream across her face. The next shot landed on her tits and the last in her hand. I fell back as Mom fell to the side, landing on her hip and swinging her legs forward. She fell back as I crashed to the couch, and we spent the next several minutes catching our breaths as I filmed her resting body.
"Did you get that?" Mom finally asked, her voice almost accusing. "Did you get what you made your mother do on video?"
"Yeah," I whispered. "I got it all."
"Good." Mom smiled. "Download it, but don't keep it on your phone, and don't upload it to any cloud-based storage systems."
I smiled and said, "As soon as I get upstairs, I'll get it off my phone."
Mom smiled, nodded, and slowly stood, dragging herself upstairs to get to work. I lay back and sighed. I still had to tell her about Jenna.

* * * * *

Sex can wear a young man out. I slept again after I had downloaded Mom's video to my computer. Then I downloaded the video to a flash drive, which I tossed into my desk drawer, which I locked. I never had to worry about anyone going through my room before. Jenna had never asked me to let her snoop around, so I had no fear of discovery, but it still made me feel better to lock the drawer. Mom would die if that video ever got out.
And yet she let you take it, I thought as I closed my eyes and went to bed.
I woke an hour and a half before Dad was supposed to be home. Jenna had texted me, giving me a time to meet her at her house so her father could discuss the future of our sex lives with my parents. It made me laugh. That would have felt weird a week ago, but now, the thought of talking to our parents about my sex life didn't even make me blush.
I found my mother in the pool, swimming, and when she saw me standing in the sliding, glass patio doorway, she swam to the stairs, stood, walked out with water dripping from her sun-gold skin. She headed into the house, saying, "I need a shower. Do you want to dry me off?"
Fuck, I thought, I hope I have enough dick left for Jenna tonight.
Upstairs, for the next hour, I spent my time kissing my mother between her legs, licking the insides of her thighs, then slow-feeding my cock into her pussy while she held onto my ass with her legs drawn up and her knees bent to the sides. I made love to her, minus the parts where I told her how tight her pussy was and how hard she made me and asking her: "Why does your pussy get so wet for your son? Huh, Mom, why's your little kitty so bad for me?"
Whenever I mentioned our mother/son relationship, Mom closed her eyes and released a deeper moan, as if my words had brought her as much pleasure as my cock. We showered together, dried off, and I waited for Dad to come home so I could walk into the living, stand in front of the left side couch that we never used, and say, "Mom, Dad: Jenna's parents would like to talk to you tonight at six. It's about the future of my relationship with Jenna."
"What about the future?" Mom asked.
I shrugged, saying, "Dunno, but I'm sure it has to do with sex."
Dad shook his head and said, "You know, when I had you, I thought to myself, 'I can't wait for the day that I can broker the deal for my son's virginity." He laughed, smiling to himself. "You are a virgin, right? If you're sleeping with Jenna despite the warnings, what's the point?"
"Jenna and I are virgins," I said, trying to keep a straight face. "If I were going to cheat, I'd have to love that woman even more than I love Jenna."
Dad blew out his lips and mumbled, "Teen bullshit."
Mom stared at me, straight-lipped but not flat-faced. Her cheeks held a little color while amusement rippled beneath her expression, coming to life in her green eyes as a twinkle of light.
"Sure," Mom said, her tone disguising whatever it was she was thinking. "Six. Let him know we'll be there."
I nodded and went upstairs, texting Jenna to expect us at six.

* * * * *

The front door to Jenna's house opened as I led the way up the stairs to her home. My girlfriend appeared at the threshold with a smile on her face. She had dressed in a black shirt and short white shorts, her long legs and thick thighs as golden as my mother's. I smiled, stepped to her, and hugged her before she could speak.
"It feels like forever," I whispered to her.
"I know," she whispered, then stepped back to say, "Hello Mrs. and Mr. Hornsby. My parents are relaxing in the living room."
We entered the house and followed Jenna to her parents, where after our hellos, Charles said, "Mark, I know you're an adult, but I'd like to talk to your parents in private for a few minutes."
"Sure," I said, smiling.
His eyes focused on my smile, and I could read the thoughts swimming behind them. I can't believe this shit is happening, they thought, along with some mumbled curses for his daughter and me.
"Let's go to my room," Jenna said, smiling and grabbing my hand. Her eyes were bright and behind them tumbled thoughts that were nothing like her father's.
"You two can wait out front," Mr. Mason said. "This shouldn't take long."
I nodded.
Jenna rolled her eyes, and we stepped outside onto her porch. I took a seat on the wooden bench overlooking the waist-high, wooden fence. Jenna climbed into my lap, throwing her left arm around my shoulder and palming my left cheek with her right hand. I slipped my arms around her waist, interlocking my fingers along her right side. After a quick smile, she lowered her lips to mine, giving me a kiss that ended with our tongues sliding away from each other.
"Do you know what he's going to say?" I asked after I licked the traces of her saliva from my lips.
"No." Jenna shook her head. "He didn't write a speech, but it's going to be about getting you between my legs."
I laughed. "You know, you may talk dirty, but you look so cute when you do."
"I know," Jenna said, rolling her eyes again. "I love it, and I hate it. I'm too cute to pull off that slutty vibe."
I smiled, thinking, Good. No wonder why Dad puts Mom on a pedestal. It's... nice.
"What are you thinking?" Jenna asked.
"That this is nice." I hugged her closer to me. "I'm holding you again. We're going to have sex." I cheated on you. "I've missed this."
"Me too, and it's only been a week."
Our lips met again, and they didn't part until the front door opened, and Jenna's mom stepped onto the porch. She coughed since Jenna wouldn't pull away from me and said, "You're going to have a lot of time for that later tonight, so knock it off. We'd like to talk to you now."
Jenna pulled away, her eyes only for me, then she took a deep breath and stood, keeping her left hand connected to my right as she did. "Okay, Mom, we'll be right in."
Her Mom didn't close the door when she disappeared back inside. I stood and slid my hands around Jenna's back, then moved them down to her ass, my left stopping on the thick crescent of her teenage ass, but my right hand kept going, finding the center groove between her cheeks, moving lower to the cleft between her legs, and taking hold of her pussy from behind.
"Ooh," Jenna said, her eyes and smile widening. "Daddy."
"I guess this pussy belongs to me now," I said, though my voice didn't match the gritty, dominant tone I used with my mother.
"Oh, it's always belonged to you, Daddy," Jenna whispered, her tone as amused as mine had been.
I pressed my lips to Jenna's one more time before leading her inside....
"Rules," Mr. Mason said as he stood in front of his TV. "These are the rules that you two must follow if you want to have a sexual relationship with our blessing."
"With your blessing," Mom said. "I've never had a problem with our children's relationship."
Mr. Mason nodded his head, but I could tell he wanted to shake it.
Dad breathed in and out.
In and out.
In....
... and out.
Mrs. Mason smiled at Jenna and me, slipping us a not so silent wink of reassurance as Mr. Mason readied himself to repeat his rules for banging his teenage daughter.
I hadn't been there for the conversation that Mr. Mason had had with my parents when he had threatened to keep his daughter from seeing me. And it was Mr. Mason because Jenna's mom loved me. When my parents had come home from the Mason house after Mr. Mason had laid down the law, I could tell there had been harsh words exchanged between him and my parents. I never asked what those words were, but by my mother's tone and my father's sharp jokes, I knew that Mr. Mason had probably been just as pissed off as they had been.
"The rules are simple," Mr. Mason said, his voice as tight as his body and his eyes sliding toward my mother, "that way, there will be no misunderstandings. I've even texted the rules to your parents, Mark, with my authorization allowing you to have a sexual relationship with my daughter. I'll be leaving a voice mail on your phone later, so please don't answer my next call." Once again, his eyes slid toward my mother. Their movements were twitchy, as if he were trying not to look at her. "There will be no doubt in anyone's mind that I haven't consented to your adult relationship with my daughter."
Fuck me, but I wanted to shout, "We are adults!"
"Thank you, Daddy," Jenna said, pulling away from me and letting go of my hand when our arms couldn't stretch any further. She hugged her father, bounced against him, her big tits moving up and down like a paintbrush against his chest.
"Easy, Jenna," Mrs. Mason said. "Your father isn't giving you a pony."
"Mark may not be a pony," Dad said with his casual indifference to good ol' fashion decency, "but he's still something she can ride."
For a moment, everyone remained quiet, then Mrs. Mason and Mom laughed at the same time. The pitch of their humor matched each other's as if uttered by one person. I laughed. Jenna's cheeks turned red, and Dad chuckled to himself. Mr. Mason breathed in and out. In and out. In... and out. But when he spoke again, the tightness had left his voice, and his body visibly relaxed, becoming smaller as his muscles lost their tension.
"You and Jenna may sleep with each other on the weekends and only on the weekends," he said. "Starting at 6 p.m. on Friday and ending at the same time on Sunday. You can only sleep with each other at each other's homes. Those are the only two places: cars, hotels, the homes of your friends, or anywhere else, is off-limits. You will always use condoms. Your grades will remain at 'A' levels. There will be no pictures of Jenna on anyone's phone or digital devices, or anywhere else. Period. One slip, and it's over for you two. And you will always use condoms."



"You said that already," Mrs. Mason said.
"Maybe he wants them to double wrap," Dad said.
Everyone laughed again, even Mr. Mason, though his laughter ended first.
"If you become pregnant," Mr. Mason said, looking down at his daughter, "you will tell us as soon as you find out. This is not something you may hide from us, no matter how scared you may be. There will be no secrets between us, do you understand me?"
"That's right," Dad said. "We want to know what positions you use--"
"Enough," Mom said, but she was laughing.
"Yes, Daddy," Jenna said after some of the laughter had died away.
"Mark?" Mom asked.
"No secrets," I said, nodding. "I promise."
"Homes, condoms, grades, pregnancy," Mr. Mason continued, "that's it. Those are our four rules. If you agree to our rules, you can sleep with each other, but if you break any of them, your sexual relationship is over until Jenna graduates from college and moves out of this home."
"Dad!"
"We'll talk again in a couple of years."
"Then we agree," Jenna and I said at the same time, which brought more laughter from our mothers.
Mrs. Mason leaned back on the couch, an odd smile on her face as she said, "Oh, wouldn't it be great to be that excited about sex again?"
Mom burst out laughing, as did Dad.
"Thanks, Lorraine," Mr. Mason said. "Thanks a lot."
"That's not what I meant," she said, her eyes widening and her cheeks swimming with pink. She looked at Mom. "He's really very good in bed."
As everyone but Mr. Mason laughed, Jenna snuck off to pack her overnight bag. She was sleeping at my house tonight, in my bed, though we weren't planning on doing much sleeping. Mom's expression looked no different than anyone else's, but I knew the truth behind her eyes. I felt the heat of her emerald greens whenever she looked at me, and I saw her lips tighten, and her cheeks sag (as much as they could), but as I said, I was the only one who noticed.
It's okay, Mom, I tried to tell her with my eyes. You're still my pussy, and I'm still your son. Nothing is going to change between us. But I needed to show her that nothing would change before I took Jenna into my bed. How was I going to do that? I didn't know, but now that I had her, nothing was going to take my mother away from me--nothing.
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Reassuring Mom & Taking Jenna's Virginity

"All right, you two," Dad said as soon as we entered our house. "Whatever you do up there, I want you to keep it down. Don't feel like you have to go all the way--"
"--Dad--"
"--just because you can." Dad looked at Mom. "You know what; I'm going to take a pill and have a drink or two. Do you want a pill?"
"You're still having sleeping problems, Mr. Hornsby?" Jenna asked.
"Some nights more than others," Dad said. "Deb, do you want a pill?"
Mom sighed and said, "Sure." Her eyes slid toward me. "Why not?"
I tried to will some reassurance into my mother's mind as I said, "Come on, Jenna, let's go upstairs."
"Bye," Jenna said to my parents, waving for some reason.
"Hey," Dad said, not quite looking at us. "Stick to Mark's side of the upstairs, and when either you leave your room, you do so fully clothed."
"Let them go," Mom said, sighing.
I grabbed Jenna's right hand and pulled her away. She wore a big smile the entire way to my room. She opened the door for us, and I tossed her backpack onto my bed, then I shut the door behind me and locked it.
"Do you want to see a magic trick?" I asked.
Jenna giggled and slapped my chest.
"I'm going to make my dick double in size."
"You pervert." Jenna put her arms around my neck and pulled me down for a long meeting of our tongues. "Guess what?"
"What?"
"We don't have to use condoms."
I raised my eyebrows. "I love you, but I'm not ready to be a father."
"That's not what I mean," Jenna said, laughing. "Mom took me to the doctors a few weeks ago, and we got a prescription for birth control. Mom's been my age too, and Dad wasn't her first. I've been on it for two weeks."
"Why didn't you tell me?"
"I wanted it to be a surprise." Jenna smiled. "We're gonna tell my dad soon. I'm going to give the condoms to our friends."
I laughed.
"So you can fuck me bareback," Jenna said; her words were soft and coy. "I need to get ready for you. Give me ten minutes."
"Get ready?" I kissed her again. "What are you going to do?"
"Shower and change into something special my mother helped me pick out for you."
"Your mother?" I asked, laughing. "She's helping you pick out your sex clothes?"
"You're the one who told me to kiss my dad."
"Tease your dad."
"You still told me too, Daddy." Jenna's lips stretched into a sly smile beneath her red cheeks. "You're responsible for everything kinky that I've ever done. You don't get to judge me for what I do with my mother."
"You're right; I don't," I said. How would Jenna judge me for what I did with my mother? "I'm positive she has great taste."
"Give me ten minutes."
"Wait." This was my chance to get Mom alone. "You say ten minutes to get ready, but that means thirty. Take an hour and text me when you're ready for me."
"Ooh, I'm ready for you now," Jenna whispered. She licked her lips. "How about you help me take a shower, and then I'll spend the next thirty minutes getting ready."
My cock thickened, and I licked my lips, nodding, then said, "Let's get you clean, little girl."
"You're so nasty for an old man."
We laughed. Jenna took off her socks and shoes before we stepped out of my room and into the hallway. She walked lightly, her steps soft and measured, and she even looked over her shoulder once, not at me, but behind me.
"We don't have to sneak around," I whispered.
"I know," Jenna said, releasing her tension with a soft giggle. "Habit."
"We'll get used to it. It won't be as hard as you think."
"Oh, it better be," Jenna said, reaching back as she pushed open the bathroom door to press her palm against my cock. "And it's getting there."
I laughed. A week ago, I would have been rock solid by now and wearing out the threads holding the crotch of my jeans together. It was amazing how a little bit of pussy could calm down a man's habit of getting an instant erection at the thought of sex--though if I couldn't get hard as soon as Jenna undressed, I was going to think there was something wrong with me.
Jenna flicked on the lights once she stepped into the restroom. I closed the door, locked it, and slid my hands around her from behind, my fingers meeting beneath her breasts. My hands moved upward, cupping the fullness of her tits and pulling her to me. Her bra must have been thin because nothing dampened her tit's softness as I gave them a firm squeeze. Still holding her twin mounds, I turned us around until my back was to the shower, and her front faced the door.
"I'll get the shower started," I said, stepping away from her. "Then I'll undress you, then I'll bathe you, and then I'll make you come."
"Then you're going to have to clean my pussy afterward," Jenna whispered. "With your tongue."
"You don't have to worry about that," I said as I turned the shower's water handles. "I've had a week to build up my appetite for you." Once I had the warm water pouring from the showerhead, I turned around and walked toward Jenna, who looked up at me with her lips pressed together and that ever-present smile on her face. "Ready?"
Jenna nodded her head.
I pulled her by the hands toward the toilet, where I sat down and looked up at her. I ran my fingers along the hem of her shirt, which hung an inch above her shorts and showed off a thin band of her golden skin. My touch feathered her, causing goosebumps to rise across her arms. Jenna nibbled her lower lip as I moved my fingers downward, finding the button to her shorts and twisting the metallic circle through its threaded slit. I kept my eyes locked with hers as I found her zipper and pulled it downward, stopping even with the slope of her mound as her shorts opened for me.
"They're tight," Jenna said, looking down at my hands. "You're going to have to tug them pretty hard to get them off me."
"We're going to do a lot of things pretty hard tonight," I said, my cock thickening against my jeans.
Jenna's blush deepened.
I folded the waistline of her shorts downward and pulled. She wasn't kidding. I had to shimmy her shorts down her thighs one side at a time. Each short pull exposed more of her white cotton panties, the kind that hugged her mound and created a heart shape across her ass, leaving the bottoms of her round cheeks exposed. They were cute panties. Innocent panties. A virgin's panties.
"Like them?" Jenna asked.
"Love them." They made my cock ache, and I could feel the stiffness pulsating outward from the center of my drumstick. "You should wear your little girl panties more often."
"But I like wearing my sexy panties for you, Daddy."
I smiled as I pushed her shorts down to her ankles. She stepped out of them, and I went for her panties. I stopped pulling them down around the middle of her thighs, saying, "Spread your legs." She did, turning her panties into a tight roll stretched between her thighs. The warmth of her skin flowed into my hands as I ran my palms over her legs and up to the bottom of her naked ass, pulling her closer to me as I lowered my head toward her bald pussy.
I was too tall to get my mouth on her twat, but I pressed my forehead to her waist and breathed in, the hot scent of her sex filling my nostrils with her sweet smell. My head swam, the world brightened, and Jenna laughed as I growled and kissed her as low on her mound as I could manage. Her panties fell around her ankles, and she stepped out of them.
Fuck, my cock hurts, I thought.
Jenna's shirt came next, and I pulled her close to me with my knees open and my ass on the edge of the toilet's cover. As I pushed her shirt up her body, she helped, crossing her arms and grabbing the hem, using it to tug her shirt over her head as I laid my thumbs along the bottom swells of her big breasts. I wrapped my fingers around mounds and sucked her thick nipples into my mouth one at a time.
"Mmm," Jenna sighed, then continued speaking in a forceful, pouty whine. "It feels so good that we don't have to hide it anymore, baby."
"Daddy," I whispered around her tit, wondering how fast Mom's heartbeat thumped whenever I called her Mom. "Call me 'Daddy' from now on."
"Even in front of our parents?" Jenna teased.
"Yeah," I whispered. "Always, from now on."
I'm too into incest, I thought as I sucked harder on her right tit, squeezing her flesh and feeling it cave in and spring back to its original roundness the moment I eased the pressure of my grip. Jenna moaned and gasped, her body moving in a serpentine wave. She grabbed the back of my head, slipping her fingers through my hair and taking a firm grip.
"Aw, Daddy," Jenna whimpered as I sucked on her nubs. "Fuck. You've gotten really good at this."
I smiled, wondering how long I'd be able to keep my incest secret from her. Not forever, my cock whispered, because we want both pussies at the same time.
Fuck off, I thought back. I'm a gentleman.
"I need to shower, Daddy," Jenna whispered, her breathing causing her tits to swell. "I need to shower so we can fuck."
I growled as I turned her toward the shower, dropping my right hand around her side and taking her centaur-ass in my hand, squeezing it hard. So different from Mom's ass. There was no such thing as loving one single body type. No fucking way. My preference came in all shapes and sizes: short, plump, tall, slender, hard, soft, skinny--whatever. I liked them all.
"I'm getting in with you," I said, pushing the sliding glass door open.
"Do it," Jenna said as she stepped into the shower. "Taking a shower with my Daddy in his parents' home is so naughty."
I left the door open as I stripped, watching Jenna the entire time, the water splashing against her body and breaking into tiny globes that exploded against whatever they struck. Jenna's eyes stayed on my body, her ever-present smile widening as my shirt hit the floor and my pants came undone. She nibbled her lower lip as my dick came into view, and her eyes widened as the full, erect size pointed straight at her. She looked like a bird, stunned and looking for an escape, and I didn't blame her. My cock stood hard and proud, like a thick piece of unbendable rebar, swollen and purple with the strain of taking on a Viagra-like stiffness.
"I don't think I've ever been this big before," I whispered, leaving out the with you part. Mom had seen my cock this angry and hungry on more than one occasion, and my mother would again... for the rest of her life.
"Your cock looks so yummy," Jenna said with a tremor running through her voice, "but so big, too." I stepped into the shower, my spongy tip pressing into her firm tummy and then sliding upward as I stepped closer to her, the underside pushing against her stomach and the head pointed at her tits. "You can't just ram that dick into me, Mark."
I laughed.
"I'm serious!"
"I won't," I whispered. "I'll be even gentler than you need me to be."
"You do love me," Jenna said, looking upward into my eyes. She wrapped her arms around my neck, interlocking her fingers as she rubbed her stomach against my cock with swaying, side-to-side motions. "Misty, Sarah, and Katie all said their boyfriends just rammed their cocks into them their first times like it was some apartment-fuck porno scene with a rapist with a camera. I don't want that, Mark."
"I'm not going to do that, either." I lowered my mouth, pressing my lips to hers and turning my head, so our mouths slid together. Our tongues met, licked, and traded spit. "I've been doing a lot of research this week, and my cock is going to melt right into your hot, little pussyhole. Okay?"
"Okay."
"Trust me?"
"With all my heart," Jenna whispered, her words causing a pleasure-filled chill to race across my shoulders, leaving goosebumps in its wake.
Did Mom make Dad feel like this?
"We should hurry," I whispered. "I need to find out if I can reach your heart with my cock."
Laughter exploded from Jenna's lips, and I thought, Oh, man, that didn't sound romantic at all. We separated, though Jenna reached down and grabbed my prick, stroking it as I grabbed the body wash, uncapped it, and poured some into my left palm. I sighed as she soothed the ache in my shaft, my cock so hard that it felt numb.
I started with Jenna's face, working my way down to her shoulders and arms, then moving to her tits. I soaped them up as the water continuously washed the lather away. I leaned down and kissed each of her pink nipples before taking them into my mouth one by one. My body continued to move lower, my knees touching the bottom of the tub, leaving my mouth below Jenna's breasts. She leaned downward, bending at the waist, her perky tits fighting gravity as she fed me her nipple-buds, my tongue licking around them, flicking them, doing its best to bend them before I sucked them into my mouth once again.
"Oh, fuck, Daddy," Jenna whimpered. "You're making me so wet. My nipples are--mmm, god--tingling. I feel it in my pussy."
I smiled, then said, "Turn around."
Jenna did, though I caught her right nipple between my teeth. As she pulled away, her puckered flesh stretched and stretched, making her gasp when the nub escaped my grasp.
Jenna faced away from me, her back muscular from years of athletics: soccer, softball, and dance when she was younger, but still practiced, though not as much. I ran my soapy hands over her skin, tickling her sides and pushing on the middle of her back after I had cleaned it. Jenna bent forward at the waist, placing her hands on the wall and spreading her legs, giving me full access to her bubble butt and the sweet softness below her cheeks and between her thighs. This was not our first shower together.
"You gonna eat my asshole too, Daddy?" Jenna whispered, her excitement making her voice tremble.
"Do you want me to, baby?"
"I feel nasty tonight." Jenna shook her ass, twerking her butt meat for me. Her cheeks opened and closed, her pussy bounced, and her butt rippled, making my head nod. "I want you to eat my ass, Daddy. Eat my dirty ass."
My eyes feasted on her pink asshole. I thought, That's as clean an ass as a woman can have.
I soaped Jenna's legs, the front, and back, the insides of her thighs, moving as close to her outer pussy lips as I could without covering them in suds. Next, I did her ass cheeks, then her crack, the soap running down her pussy, and falling onto the tub. I saved her pussy for last, reaching around her body to wash her stomach and waist, her hairless mound, her tits once again, then cupping her pussy from behind and running my hands through her folds, being careful to not push into her slit. I waited until all traces of the soap had vanished from our skin before grabbing each of her ass cheeks, spreading them open, and pressing my tongue against her pink butthole.
"Shit!" Jenna gasped as soon as my tongue tickled the rougher sides of her crinkled pucker. "Fuck!"
I licked around Jenna's rosebud while massaging her legs with my hands, their outsides, and then insides, moving up to her pussy where I traced the line of her pink seam. Jenna's knees trembled, her butt moving up and down, and I chased her asshole with my tongue. I licked through her crack and played with her perineum, but I stayed away from her pussy as I eased my right forefinger into the creamy center of her honeypot.
"Oh, baby," Jenna whispered.
I smiled, thinking about spanking her for not calling me Daddy, but I'd save that for another day. Instead, I pumped her wet kitty with slow strokes, turning my finger as I did and probing deeper into her muff after each thrust until I had my finger buried to its last knuckle within her channel.
"I've missed this," Jenna said, her voice throaty. She sounded like a young woman instead of a teen girl. She fucked her cunny back against me, trying to sit on my finger and forcing me to push back against her ass with my left hand as she reached back, grabbed my hair, and pulled my mouth hard against her asshole. "So good. Mmm, so fucking good. Yeah, oh yeah, yeah!"
I eased my middle finger next to my forefinger, pushing Jenna's pussy lips open and finding her small hole, the membrane of her virginity made her opening smaller. There wasn't much of it left, but there was still some there--other than our fingers, Jenna hadn't spent much time slipping things into her pussy. I eased my finger into her, giving her two side by side, then turning them vertical, then turning them side by side again, corkscrewing my digits into her tiny twat tunnel. I found her G-spot and rubbed, pushing my thumb against her fat clit and forming a three-pronged pussy hook that worked her cunny's most sensitive parts at the same time.
"Oh, shit, oh-shit, oh-shit!" Jenna whimpered.
I grabbed her left hip, doing my best to hold her bucking body still. She fucked her twat onto my fingers, and she tried to run away, whining when I pushed my tongue against her asshole again. When I worked her clit faster, she clenched her teeth together and uttered harsh whooshes of breath. Within minutes her insides went from warm to hot, and thick, honey-like nectar began dripping from her snatch. A few more minutes of this, and Jenna bent her knees, clenched her pussy tight, and came on my fingers as her legs shook. As her cum flowed, her cries filled the bathroom with the sounds of her pleasure.
"Oh, baby, Mark, Daddy," Jenna panted as she slid to the shower floor to recover her breath. "It's never been that good before."



"Like I said," I said, standing, "I've been doing my research. I'm gonna let you finish showering. Then I'm gonna let you get ready for me. When you are, text me; I'll be downstairs."
"What about your cock?" Jenna asked, looking at my swollen prick. "Don't you want me to help you with that big guy?"
"You're so cute." I smiled. "You'll help me later. I want to save my first big nut of the night for you."
"We're not going to use condoms, right?"
I laughed and said, "No fucking way. See you in about half an hour?"
Jenna nodded her head, then said, "Maybe forty-five minutes. Maybe ten. I don't know. I'm going to hurry up."
I stepped out of the shower, thinking, Sure you will, as I grabbed a towel from the bathroom's closet and dried off before heading to my room.

* * * * *

Jenna was still in the shower by the time I had dressed, grabbed my phone, and went downstairs with my dick half-hard without a hint of it growing softer. Half an hour had passed since Jenna had stepped into the house. I found Mom on the couch, wearing loose, lavender boyshorts and a buttoned-up pajama shirt, both made of glossy satin. She had her hair tied in a bun, and she was alone, watching TV with the sound on low. Mom watched me walk downstairs from her usual spot on the back couch. My eyes scanned the room, searching for my missing father. I didn't see him, nor could I hear him in the kitchen or the game room that we never used.
"Where's Dad?" I asked.
"Problem?" Mom turned on the couch, bringing her legs up and resting her back against the armrest as she looked over the couch at me.
"No," I said, shaking my head. "Where's Dad?"
"He took a pill and three quick shots," Mom said. "He's sleeping by now."
"Jenna's getting ready for me," I said. "I'm giving her time to put on her makeup, her panties, and a special outfit that her mother helped her pick out for tonight."
Mom raised an eyebrow.
"Probably a nightie or a teddy," I said, my cock growing with each word and easily visible to my mother's eyes. "Nothing like what you wear for me."
"What you make me wear for you," Mom whispered.
"Oh, yeah," I said, stopping beside her and placing my hands on the top of the couch's backrest. "What I make you wear." I looked down at Mom. My eyes roamed over her body as my tented shorts peeked over the back of the couch. "I'm gonna make you do something else before I go back upstairs."
"Yeah?" Mom swallowed, her throat rippling. "What's that?"
I smiled....
"Uh, uh, uh--fuck--uh!"
My mother grunted her moans into the pillow between her teeth. Jenna was upstairs, in my room by now, trying on her clothes and putting on her makeup and getting ready to have sex for the first time. Dad was in his room with a sleeping pill coursing through his veins and whiskey warming his blood--nothing to worry about from him. Mom was with me, downstairs, completely naked, lying on her stomach and biting a couch pillow, so the moans my deep-digging cock forced from her throat didn't wake the neighborhood.
I lay atop my mother, still clothed, my shorts pushed below my ass and balls as I fucked her hard in the prone position, raising my butt into the air and then driving my dick back into her juicy pussyhole. Wet sounds squished with each thrust, almost overpowering the volume of the TV, which I had turned up to cover our fuck sounds. I had sent a text to Jenna, telling her that my mother had turned up the TV--in case we got too loud--and I told Jenna to text me as soon as she was ready for me. She promised she would.
"Uh, fuck, uh, uh, uh--fuck!" Mom continued grunting, never releasing the pillow from her mouth.
The plop, plop, plop noises of my hips slapping Mom's ass came several seconds apart. I wasn't fucking my mother fast, just hard, reminding her that her pussy belonged to me and always would. That was the point I was trying to get across, and I hoped my mother understood it.
"That's right, Mom," I panted in her ear. "Take it. Take my dick. Oh, fuck, take your son's dick."
"Mmm, mmm, fuck," Mom whimpered.
I pushed deep into her creamy muff, my left hand around her throat and my right atop her head as though I had to hold her in place. I ground my hips against her tender butt cheeks, feeling my cock up in her guts, her wet muscles gripping me tightly--creating a wet friction that had my mushroom tip tingling.
"I need you to come," I whispered, licking my mother's ear. "I need to save my nut for Jenna, but I want you to come on my dick before I make my girlfriend suck it."
"Oh, god," Mom whined, my words sparking that dark flame within her.
"Reach between your legs." I thumped her pussy hard for half a dozen strokes. "Play with your clit and come for me. Be a good piece of pussy for your son." I moaned in her ear. "Give me your cum, Mom. Give your son your cum."
Mom's hand fought to get beneath her body and between her legs. I didn't let up, feeding her fuck-hole every inch of my thickness and pounding my prick through her wet insides. Mom shut her eyes. I let go of her throat and slid my left hand down to her ass, cupping her soft cheek and caressing the firm muscles beneath her skin. Mom's whimpers picked up, her pussy creaming all over my pole and tightening around my shaft with a rippling grip.
"Come, Mom," I whispered. "Come for me. Come for me. Come for your incest-loving son, you sexy slut."
"God!" Mom clenched her jaw and came, her pussy walls wrapping around my dick, attempting to crush my swollen shaft with its tightness. My mother trembled beneath me, her butt shaking and her hips struggling to rise. I kept myself pressed hard against her, flexing my dick and filling every last bit of available space within her cunny to the brim. By the time Mom had finished coming, I was ready to come, and the sexy slut reached further between her legs, stretching her arm and opening her hand as she found my balls and caressed them with her delicate fingers.
"God damn it," I gasped, breathless as my entire body shook and poured an extra thick helping of jizz up my mother's cooze. I gave her so much cum that my sticky seed spilled from her pussy even as her little lips sucked on my shaft.
"Thank you, baby," Mom said, breathing hard. "Mommy needed that so much."
I pushed myself up on my arms and pulled my hips back, watching my softening cock slip from my mother's cum-filled clam. My dick hit her thighs, and I plopped it between her ass cheeks. Getting to my knees, I squeezed Mom's butt and used the next several minutes to wipe my prick clean on her booty, then I grabbed her shorts and used those to give my cock one last wipe.
"After I exhaust Jenna, I'm coming down here to see you tonight," I said, getting up from the couch and pulling up my shorts. "I'm going to make you lick her pussy juice off my cock."
"You nasty, nasty boy," Mom said, sounding exhausted. "The things you make me do...."
"Thank you, Mom," I whispered, leaning over her and pressing my lips to her cheek. "Because of you, your one-day daughter-in-law is going to have the experience of a lifetime." I gave her pear-shaped ass several soft, good-girl pats and deep squeezes.
The corner of Mom's lips pulled into a smile.
I grabbed my phone and went upstairs, stopping in my hallway bathroom to rinse the scent of sex from my body. Just because I wanted Jenna to taste my mother's cum on my cock didn't mean I was dumb enough to make her... yet.

* * * * *

I'm ready for you, Daddy, Jenny texted me nearly ten minutes after my shower. And I've set up my phone and your webcam to record us. Come get your little girl's virgin cunny.
I read the text while standing outside my bathroom, not far from my room, and for the first time that night, my heart jolted into a trot. What had happened to all of my new confidence? I walked to my door, my cock growing to a full, hanging thickness on the verge of turning to steel. Jesus, was I normal, or was I blessed with a magic cock? I was like a guy in a porn story, always hard with a sack full of cum dangling below his rod. If my vigor ever ended, I was bound to fall into a deep depression I would probably never be able to crawl out from under.
I stopped thinking about silly things as soon as my fingers touched my doorknob. I turned it, pushed the door open, and heard the soft sounds of instrumental strings as I stepped inside. Jenna had dimmed my lights to a soft, golden glow augmented by several candles that gave off the scent of lavender as the flames licked away at their waxy bodies.
"Nice," I said, closing the door behind me. "You look beautiful."
She did, standing in front of my bed, wearing a pink peekaboo teddy made of lace and sheer silk that hugged her body like a leotard. She wore pink stockings with bright white welts stamped with pink roses. White garters connected her stockings to her V-cut bodice, and when she spun, she revealed an oval cutout on the back of her panties that showed off the crack of her bubbly, teen ass.
Jesus, I thought, kinda like Mom's lingerie. My cock went from semi-hard to full-blown steel, filling with excitement so fast that a small groan rumbled through my throat.
"Your mom helped you pick that out?" I asked when Jenna had completed her spin. The teddy wasn't all, though; her makeup made her beauty glow, adding five years of maturity to her features and giving me a glimpse of the woman she'd become.
She smiled, her red lipstick making her full lips even fuller. "Classy, yet sexy," Jenna whispered. "Mom isn't like Dad. She knows what a girl wants." Jenna winked, adding in a sing-song voice: "What a girl needs."
"Record us with your phone, too," Jenna said. "Over there."
I turned my head, where she had set up a camera mount to my left that I hadn't noticed because of her beauty. I walked to it, set my camera on it, and looked through the viewfinder until I had the frame centered on my bed, then I hit record. I looked at Jenna and said, "I feel underdressed."
"I think you're overdressed."
I smiled, my hands crossing and grabbing the hem of my shirt. I pulled upward, the movement causing my back to arch and my chest to expand, flexing my muscles in a way I knew Jenna loved. I tossed the shirt aside and pushed my shorts down, freeing my cock in one smooth motion. The big guy bobbed upward, thick and ready for fucking, and already throbbing with the desire to feel the heat between Jenna's virgin pussy lips.
"Mmm," Jenna moaned. "You look so fucking delicious when you're naked." She nibbled her lower lip for a second. "That big cock looks so yummy." She smiled with a shy pull to her lips and a forward head tilt. "Can I taste it?"
"Are you ready for that?" I asked, my cock twitching.
"Yeah," Jenna whispered. "I've been waiting to taste that dick for so long."
"How long?" I walked closer to her, my cock swinging as my hands rose and came to rest on her arms.
"Since forever," Jenna whispered.
"That's not a bad thing," I said.
Jenna shook her head. "No, it's not."
I lowered my head, and Jenna rose onto her toes, meeting my lips halfway. During our kiss, I turned our bodies sideways to the bed, sliding downward and taking her with me. My nakedness caused goosebumps to rise across my skin as my sack hung in the open air for a moment before coming to rest against my inner thighs as I sat. Jenna followed, climbing onto the bed with her knees, her hands finding my chest and pushing me onto the mattress.
"I'm just going to get your cock wet for my little pussy," Jenna whispered as she smiled at me. "I need it between my legs too fucking much to suck you off completely."
I groaned, lying back on my pillows so I could look across my nude body as my girlfriend polished my knob and gobbled down my shaft.
Jenna traced the lines of my muscles as she straddled my thighs, keeping her pussy away from my vertical shaft. She bent over, planting kisses on my chest, licking around my areolas, and flicking the tip of her tongue against my stiff nipples. Her firm tummy pressed into my dick, and then the bottom of her breasts caressed my cock as she continued to plant her lips along my body. She licked my abs and belly button, kissed my treasure trail, and feathered my waist with her tongue as her hands stroked my skin. My dick rested between her tits, pointing downward and straining to rise as her full breasts kept it pinned against my thighs. I moaned several times, and every time I did, Jenna nibbled on my skin, paying close attention to my muscles.
"I'm dripping with precum," I whispered.
"Yummy," Jenna said, moving her head to my right and resting her cheek against my thigh. She gazed at my cock, reaching up with her right hand and cupping my balls. Her left hand slid down to my ass cheek, grasping the curve of my backside.
"You're so hard everywhere," she whispered, her breath finding my cock, "except for here." She rolled my sack, her fingers gentle on my balls as the warmth from her palm relaxed the ache throbbing beneath my wrinkled flesh.
"Oh, that's nice," I sigh-moaned, drawing out the last word. "So fucking nice. You make me tingle all over.."
"Yeah?" Jenna said in a teasing voice. "What does this make you feel?"
Her tongue pressed against my sack, where it connected with my shaft, and she licked upward with a sideways raise of her head. I moaned. Jenna licked downward on my cock, bringing another moan from my lungs. She moved lower and over the tops of my thighs, her lace and silk-covered breasts touching my skin as her tongue swished along my sack.
"Good," I whispered, trembling. "That feels really fucking good."
Jenna laughed. I could hear her smile. She took hold of my cock with her right hand, moving it out of her way as her mouth danced around the base of my dick, her tongue washing my hard flesh with some saliva that she brushed toward my knob. She licked the length of my cock, then the long, thick, dorsal vein running along the underside of my shaft, and finally running the flat of her tongue around the corona circling my crown.
"Yeah, oh, yeah," I moaned.
Jenna licked upward, brushing her tongue across the spongy tip of my prick, the heat from her mouth dampening my crown as she licked me like a lollipop. Pushing on my inner thighs, Jenna forced me to spread them as she lifted her knees and knelt between my legs, her body in the Child's Pose yoga position. She cradled my balls with her left hand while she stroked my thick, saliva-wet shaft with her right hand. She jerked me off from the base of my cock to its neck, her tongue swirling around my glans and collecting the precum that her cock-stroking pumped from my nuts.
"Suck it, baby," I whispered, tightening my ass and forcing my cock toward her mouth. "Give me that mouth."
"Ha," Jenna laugh-breathed. "What mouth?" She licked her lips. "This mouth?" A full, wet, umm, sound followed as she opened her lips wide and swallowed my knob.
"Yeah," I breathed. "That naughty mouth."
I tried hard not to think of my mother as the heat of Jenna's oral-hole billowed over my cock. Mom had experience, knowledge, and practice--she was a completely different woman than Jenna, the Teenager. The difference, outside of technique, was that this was Jenna, someone I had thought would give me my first blowjob, and in a way, with her inexperience and tentative mouth, she was. She didn't gobble my cock down the way my mother could. Jenna went by feel--testing my reactions and easing herself onto my pole half an inch at a time. She gagged sooner than Mom ever had and laughed at the amount of spit that fell from her lips as she did.
"Is it good?" Jenna asked in a quiet, mousy tone.
"Worth the wait and then some," I whispered, looking down into her eyes. "You don't have to stop."
Jenna smiled, then gave me a grin as she tilted her head in that sarcastic oh, really kind of way. But she went back to work, and my cock thanked her by spitting up a healthy glob of clear, cummy liquid that she was sure to taste.
"Mmm," she moaned as she rolled her tongue around my shaft, swinging it left to right and around the sides of my prick, not letting her mouthful of dick keep her from swirling her tongue around my glans.
My thick knob bumped the roof of her mouth and slid against the velvety texture of her tongue. I poked her cheek as she turned her head. My knob followed her cheek back to her throat, hitting her uvula--she gagged, sputtering spit onto my cock--and my sexy little girl tried to take down more of my dick despite her gagging. She gagged again when my tip found her throat-hole just beyond the downward slope of her tongue.
"Ah-umph," Jenna gagged, pulling off my cock, but jerking it quickly. She wiped her eyes, her mascara running, and a double handful of precum shot up from my cock slit.
"You're going to make me come if you keep gagging," I said.
"I like watching girls gag." Jenna sat. "It's sexy." She looked down at my cock. "Do you want me to try again, or are you ready for my pussy?"
I lifted my hand right hand and brushed the side of her cheek. "What are you ready for?" I asked, sliding my thumb across her lips before pulling my hand away.
"I want your cock inside me." Her cheeks turned pinker beneath her makeup as the flickering of candlelight danced across her flesh. "Inside my pussy."
"Okay." I licked my lips. "I'll take care of you."
I put my hands on Jenna's waist. She rested her palms on my shoulders. We leaned into each other as our lips pressed together, then I fell back, taking Jenna with me and running my hands over her lace and silk teddy, the fabric sending goosebumps up my arms and tightening my balls. Jenna fell atop me, her breasts pushing into my chest, and I ran my hands down to her ass, my fingers resting beyond the oval cutout in her onesie's panties, their tips slipping into the crack of her ass. I squeezed her firm butt cheeks, pulled her buns apart, pushed them together, apart and together, my fingers dipping deeper into the heat nestled within her rear cleft.
"Do you want to be on top?" I asked.
Jenna shook her head and slid to the side, her body rubbing my cock and pulling it to the left. I followed her turn, moving above her and sliding legs between hers. My prick hung above her mound, and I pushed my knees up as far as I could. Jenna had to drape the backs of her thighs over my thighs, which opened her pussy even more for me, her cunny pushing upward as though eager for a taste of my dick.
I ran my hands up Jenna's body, cupping the underside of her breasts, squeezing them, then lowering my head to take her left nipple in my mouth. The lace rubbed against my tongue, and my saliva soaked the threads making up her bodice. Jenna moaned, and I moved to her other breast, licked and sucked, nibbled and chewed, then I pulled her shoulder straps down her arms, tugging until I freed her tits and trapped her elbows close to her body.
"Oh, baby," Jenna moaned as I took her nipple into my mouth again. "Mmm, Daddy."
My cock jumped. I knew what Jenna meant when she said Daddy, and maybe one day, I could tell her what I pretended she meant when she called me Daddy.
I moved down her body, taking her teddy with me. My tongue traced the circle of her navel; dipped inside, making her stomach wave. I left her skin wet, kissed her sides, and slid my hands down to her ass after bunching her teddy around her waist. I kissed the edges of her mound, planting my lips against the cut of her muff-triangle outlined by her thighs. She tasted of strawberry and vanilla, hints of herbs, and whatever else her expensive lotions had blended into her skin. Growling, I had to breathe deeply to keep myself from devouring her body the way I would my mother's.



"So fucking sexy," I whispered against her silk-covered mound. "Your pussy smells so fucking good, like sweet-scented flowers."
Jenna giggled--talking about her pussy's fragrance had a way of making her shy.
Tugging the teddy lower allowed me to kiss her smooth mound, her skin so soft and tender that Jenna must have waxed her pussy earlier. I pulled her teddy lower, thinking, I'd love to fuck her in this, as I pushed her legs straight up and held them together with my left hand so that I could pull her teddy from her body with my right. I looked down at her precious little virgin pussy, her pouty folds swollen between her thighs, looking so pure, and I took my cock in my hand and ran the tip through her bulging cleft. Jenna moaned. I tossed her onesie to the floor, letting go of her legs. Jenna dropped them again, her hamstrings landing on my thighs.
"Do you think your pussy is ready for this dick?" I asked, stroking the full length of my cock, letting her see my swollen size. "Do you think it's gonna fit in your small hole?"
Jenna smiled and shook her head. She narrowed her eyes, giving me a sexy, dirty look.
"Should we try?"
Jenna nodded her head.
"Tell me," I whispered, my blood rising. "Tell Daddy what we should do."
"Ooh, Daddy," Jenna pouted, "I think we should try to get your big, fat dick up my little teen pussyhole."
I moaned. Still holding my cock, I leaned over Jenna and to the left, grabbing a thick pillow, and I slid it against her round ass. Jenna lifted her hips, and I pushed it under her bum. Her body looked like a launching pad, her shoulders low, but her torso angled upward, offering the slope of her mound and the pussy-lipped hole below for sacrifice. I ran the tip of my cock through her silky folds once more, her pussy lips melting softly to the sides while every touch coated my tingling knob in her luscious cream.
"So fucking hot," I whispered. "Your pussy is so fucking hot right now."
"I know, Daddy," Jenna whined. "I'm hot. I'm hot all over." She ran her hands over her big tits, squeezed them, and then moved lower, stopping with her palms against her lower tummy. "And here." She uttered a soft pout. "And here, it's so hot." She ran both hands between her legs, resting them in the hollow between her thighs and cunny. "I need that cock, Daddy. I need it so much."
I ground the underside of my tip against Jenna's hood, giving her clitty several teasing brushes. The way the upper portions of her pussy lips moved beneath my crown fascinated me. I placed my left hand on Jenna's hairless mound, then moved upward until my palm rested between her breasts. The thudding of her heartbeat sent vibrations through my palm.
"Nervous?" I asked.
Jenna nodded, saying, "Excited. Horny. Ready."
"Play with yourself for me," I whispered. "Play with your little pink pearl for me, baby."
I moved my cock out of the way as Jenna moved her right hand from her thigh to her mound, her fore and middle fingers pressing down on her swollen nub and moving the fat jewel in soft, side-to-side motions. I watched her face tremble as I ran my knob through the lower portions of her pussy lips, concentrating my movements over her pussyhole and pushing her folds apart.
"Oh, yeah, yeah, oh, yeah," Jenna moan-whispered, her face twitching in pleasure.
"Baby," I said, licking my lips, "reach below your ass and rub your butthole too."
"God," Jenna gasped as my cock's head split her muff's folds.
Jesus, Mom, what have you turned me into?
Jenna didn't argue. She slid her left hand around the side of her cheek instead of going behind her back. Her middle finger found her pussy-juiced soaked pucker in an instant. "Fuck," she moaned as she massaged her tight crinkle. "Oh fuck, Mark. Fuck, that feels so fucking good." She whimpered. "It feels so naughty and--mmm--nasty to be doing this for you."
I slid my left hand to her tits, cupping them in turn, squeezing them, and pulling on her nipples. Jenna continued to moan, her sounds getting louder and higher in pitch. I kept waving my cock through her slit with fast up and down strokes, making sweet, wet music as her cream dripped onto my knob and fingers. Every couple of seconds, I paused my pussy strokes and gave my dick a quick tug, polishing my shaft with Jenna's slippery lube so I could fuck my big boy into her body as smoothly as possible.
"How's that pussy feel, baby?" I asked, now poking her hole and the remaining membrane of her hymen--that circle of pink flesh that made her hole look so small whenever we pulled her pussy lips to the sides. It wasn't intact, but some of it was still there bordering the entrance to her cunny channel, and as strange as it may have sounded, we had pictures of Jenna's virgin opening with the thin membrane showing.
"It feels good," Jenna said, her voice trembling. "So fucking good, Daddy. Fucking great."
"Tell me when you're about to come," I said, still stroking her slit with the head of my cock while I massaged her body with my left hand, caressing her breasts and sides, her ribs and stomach, the insides of her thighs and the space between her pussy and her asshole.
Jenna's face tightened. She took her lower lip between her teeth, her head turning to the right as her skin turned pink. I slid my left hand between her legs, using my fingers to spread her pussy lips open, creating that pretty pink butterfly between her thighs. I pushed my knob into her, my piss slit kissing her hole while the last of her hymen kissed my glans. Jenna's moans turned into whimpers, then whines. She nodded her head as fast as her fingers moved over her pretty cunny gem, then she cried out, "Daddy, I'm coming!"
I waited until I felt the first jet of warm, honey-like cream squirt from her pussy onto my cock, and then I tightened my ass and pushed my hips forward hard, sending my cock into the buttery softness of her virginity. Jenna's mouth and eyes widened, her pleasure-filled whimpers turning into a single, rough, elongated moan before breaking apart into whimpers of ecstasy. Her no-longer-virgin pussy fought against my thick member as I continued inward. The evidence of her virginity stained my cock as her orgasm clamped her pussy around my shaft with one of the wettest, warmest, and sweetest sensations to ever make me shudder.
"Jesus," I gasped, stopping my thrust as I filled Jenna's cunny with the first five inches of my prick. "Keep coming, baby, keep coming for me."
Jenna's body shook, her left hand flying to the side and grabbing onto my comforter. Her pussy squeezed me, pulling the precum from my balls as her insides sucked hard on my member. I slid my left hand around Jenna's thigh and grabbed her ass, helping her pump her pussy up and down my cock as her orgasm made her thrash. Her right hand had come off her mound, and I placed mine on her smooth skin with my thumb resting along her clitoral hood, the tip pressing down on her magic fuck-button.
"Oh, fuck," Jenna moaned as I gave her tender love-nub some side-to-side joy.
With her ass on the pillow, her legs spread, and her body still shaking, I watched as Jenna danced her pussy on my cock with rolling motions of her hips. Another, smaller orgasm ripped through her right on top of her first. Jenna grabbed my right hand with her left and tried to pull my cock into her. I gave her clitty several more swishes before allowing her to move my hand. Then I spread my knees and bent my back, lowering my upper body over hers until my pectorals lay pressed against her big, perky tits.
"Ready for a fucking?" I asked, my lips against hers, then opening hers as my tongue slipped into her mouth.
"Mm-hmm," Jenna moaned, lapping at my tongue as though we were in a Japanese porno.
I pulled my cock from Jenna and pushed back in, feeding her dripping wet clam the same five inches as before. I used a slow fuck-stroke on my girlfriend, moaning into her ear as her tender softness baked my cock with her warmth. Silky and smooth, with rolling cunny walls that sucked at my shaft with wet pulses, that's what I felt when I buried my prick within Jenna's twat. I went deeper than five-inches, feeling my meat throb as my iron-hard shaft bent to the contours of her channel. The pressure on my rod rolled down to my balls, where my cum roiled. The tingling was so strong that my short hairs stood on end as my sack constricted, sending tingles of ecstasy through my body.
"Fuck, that's a good pussy," I whispered in Jenna's ear, licking her. "So fucking hot around my cock."
"Mmm," Jenna moaned. "Oh, fuck, you're so fucking--uh--hard, Mark."
I had wrapped my arms under Jenna's shoulders, with one hand cradling the back of her head and the other resting atop it, in her hair, ready to hold her in place when I really started to rock her body with my dick. Jenna had lifted her feet from the bed, hooking her heels around my thighs and splaying her knees outward like a pair of wings, making it easier for my cock to slip into the pool of wetness between her legs. But she was so fucking tight, even as creamy as she was, the friction of her insides against my prick made every pass through her channel an ecstasy-filled journey.
"Oh, oh, oh fuck," Jenna moaned, then adding in a whimper, "Fuck, Daddy, that dick gets deep."
I had about a third of my cock left to give her. I smiled against her cheek, the thought, That's what Mom likes, sliding through my mind before I could push it away. "And I'm only going to go deeper," I said, slipping another half-inch of cock into her muff, spreading open the untouched cunny meat within her channel.
"Oh, god," Jenna whimpered. "I can take it, Daddy. I can."
I kissed Jenna's cheek several times before bracing my weight on my knees and forearms and rocking my slick pole deeper into Jenna's creamy folds. I could feel her pussy lips sinking inward with each thrust and chasing my cock outward as I withdrew. I fucked my little girl with slow strokes, picking up speed, then slowing down, listening to her whimpers and whines, her soft moans, and the deep grunts she uttered whenever I fed her teen twat new inches of my prick. Another inch and another, I slipped into her pink box until my balls came to rest against her asshole. Inside of her, I felt something soft rubbing against my glans, causing streams of precum to leave my body. Fuck, but that thread-like stream of jizz made me shiver.
"Oh, Jesus," Jenna groaned, "you're in my guts, Daddy."
"Fuck," I growled, pumping her little pussy faster.
Tiny yelps left Jenna's lips as I humped her pink pussy full of cock meat. I sped up, listening to her cries and adjusting my speed and depth to her moans. Her nipples rubbed my chest, her big titties shook, and sweet, wet, squelching noises sounded from her pussy every time I dipped into her juicy hole.
"That sounds so fucking sexy," I said into Jenna's ear. "Hearing your pussy take my dick--it's talking to me, baby. Faster or slower? How does my little girl want it?"
"Oh, oh, oh, fuck," Jenna moaned. "Faster, Daddy. Mmm, fuck, faster!"
I sped up, moving faster, not harder--Jenna wasn't ready for a hard fucking.
"Yeah, oh yeah," she whimpered. "Oh, god, baby. Oh, fuck, Daddy. I'm getting hot. So fucking hot. Mmm, mmm, fuck!"
Jenna slid her feet up my thighs and over my ass, then crossed her ankles together at the small of my back. Her hands slid from my shoulders down my sides, her body folding as much as it could beneath me as she reached for my ass cheeks, found them, then pulled me into her. She circled her hips, grinding her pussy on my cock as I moved in and out of her tiny twat, never going all the way in, never coming all the way out, and always keeping her pussy half-full of my hard pole. As the signs of her orgasm neared--wetness, creaminess, her cunny walls tightening, and her whimpers growing louder--tingling streams of pleasure swirled my glans, flowing through my shaft and into my balls.
"Fuck, I'm gonna come," Jenna whispered, panting hard in my ear. "Kiss me, Mark. Kiss me--mmm--Mark."
"Fuck, Jenna," I gasped, finding her lips with mine and pushing my tongue against hers.
Jenna's whimpers continued, filling my mouth as her tongue darted, licked, and stroked mine. The pleasure in the tip of my cock forced my thighs to tremble as Jenna's cunny walls rippled over my shaft. I pushed in deep, as deep as I could, and she uttered a whiny, "Mark," right before she cried out and came.
"Jenna," I moaned as the muscles in my glans turned to liquid, and my balls released an extra thick torrent of creamy cum into my girlfriend's pink depths.
We shook and trembled, my hips pumping my dick into Jenna's pussy with a mind of their own. I shot my cum while fucking my dick into Jenna's hole, spraying her insides with jizz, my cum quickly mixing with her pussy juices, turning into a thick white cream that my cock pulled out with each withdrawal.
"Fuck, oh, fuck," we panted together, our voices merging as my cock softened within her cunny, eventually slipping out of her hole and dragging a thick glob of honey along with it.
"Daddy," Jenna said some minutes later, still breathing hard. "Can we do that again?"
"Fuck yeah," I said as my cock lay on my sack, resting in its half-hard salami state. "I need some water. Do you want some water?"
"Yeah." Jenna purred. "Go get it? I'm going to keep myself warm for you."
I got up from my bed and looked down at Jenna, then a light bulb went off above me, and I said, "Wait." I grabbed my phone from its tripod and held it in front of me as I walked to Jenna. "Let's get a close-up of your freshly fucked pussy."
"Daddy, that's so nasty." Jenna grabbed her pillow, placing it beneath her butt and spreading her legs. She planted her feet on the bed and lifted her lower back, creating a downward sloping bridge to her shoulders. "For the best view."
I laughed and zoomed in on her smooth, golden muff. Aside from the deep pink color of her lips, my baby girl's pussy didn't look battered at all. I'm gonna fix that, I thought, then I wondered why it made me so hot when I thought of beating up Jenna's pussy. After several minutes of videoing Jenna with my phone, I set it back on its tripod, grabbed her phone, and made another video of her slippery clam for her. Then I handed the phone to her as she sat up and recorded her snatch herself.
"Your cum is dripping out of me," Jenna whispered. "Look."
I laughed and crawled onto the bed, peering between her wide-open thighs. Thick, white liquid dripped from her pussyhole, staying together like a string of honey.
"Touch it," Jenna whispered.
I slid my right hand between her legs, my fingers extended, and I touched her tender flesh. Wet stickiness greeted my fingers as our cum collected on their tips.
"Feed it to me, Daddy," Jenna whispered. "I want to taste it."
I lifted my fingers to her lips. We met each other's eyes. Beneath my chest, my heartbeat soared as Jenna opened her lips, her expression innocent, shy, and curious. Her pink tongue came out as her cheeks reddened, and then I slid my cum-coated fingertips into her mouth.
Jenna sucked, and from her throat came the purr, "Mmm," as she closed her eyes in ecstasy, her mouth sucking our juices from my fingertips.
I was rock fucking hard by this time.
"Get that water, baby," Jenna whispered after she had cleaned my fingers. "And then you can get this pussy again. Oh, and a Coke. I have a surprise for you."
"Okay," I said, having to wait for my hard-on to soften. I wouldn't have, but Jenna mentioned that my parents didn't want to see how hard I was for her.
"Hurry back," she said when it was safe to head downstairs.
I nodded, having to force myself to leave Jenna's side. I pulled on a pair of shorts and walked downstairs with my semi-hard-on, thinking that my mother had already gone to bed. Instead, the living room lights were on. I saw my mother on the couch, in our spot with her butt near the cushion's edge and her boyshorts sitting on the coffee table, next to a bottle of wine. The glass was on the end table to her right. An adult movie played on the TV. A blonde, flaxen-haired MILF took the cocks of two young men--one in her pussy, the other in her ass. Mom had her right hand in her lap while her left hand caressed her breasts beneath her buttoned-up pajama shirt. She didn't notice me as I walked to the couch and stopped behind her.
"Mom?" I asked.
Mom's breath caught, and she turned her body to the left and her head around as much as she could, looking up at me with big, wine-glazed eyes. I saw redness around her eyelids and the lines of tears where they had fallen down her cheeks. I reached out, cupping her face in my hands and running my thumbs across the wet lines her tears had left behind. Mom turned her body, getting to her knees. She rested her hands on the backrest of the couch.
"It's okay," I whispered as I lowered my mouth toward hers. "You'll always be my mother. You'll always be my first love, and you'll always be the woman I love most."
I pressed my lips to Mom's mouth. The taste of her tears collected on the surface of my tongue as I swept the tip across her lips before sliding into her mouth. Mom's hands went around my neck, pulling me hard against her, and her return kisses grew urgent and hungry as she pushed her mouth upward against mine, forcing me backward. Her hands went to my chest and pushed, breaking our kiss, and as I stood, she ran her hands down my stomach to my shorts, where she pushed them down my hips and freed my half-hard, cum-soaked cock--it was still wet and sticky.
"Mom," I gasped as she tilted her head to my right, opened her mouth, and swallowed the thick head of my prick. "Fuck!"
Mom turned her head upright, my cock slipping around within her mouth. Her tongue licked me from below and then the sides, then around, re-liquefying the drying cum clinging to my pole. I moaned again, keeping my voice low as I stared down at my mother's bobbing head. I slid my hands into her flaxen hair, grabbing her hair bun and picking up the rhythm of her motions, adding some encouragement to her cock gobbling. Her hands found my ass, her fingers digging into my hard muscles and pulling me forward, forcing more of my fat dick into her mouth.
Wet sounds left her mouth. My knob slid along Mom's tongue, rubbing the roof of her mouth as it found the rougher hole leading into her throat. Pressure squeezed my glans, and Mom gagged. A ripple shot through her throat, ending with her cheeks flaring and spit flying. She gagged again, but she didn't stop pulling me into her mouth. My cock bent; the strain forced me onto my toes as my missile-shaped head slid down into her neck tunnel.
"Oh, fuck," I gasped, keeping my voice low. "Clean it, Mom. Clean my fucking cock!"
I didn't have enough time to let my mother make me come, and even if I did, I couldn't allow it. Not yet. Fuck!
"Mom," I whispered after a minute of her sloppy-wet sucking. "Mom, I have to save my nut for Jenna."
Mom dug her fingers into my ass.
"Mom," I whispered, taking her bun firmly in my right hand and pulling back as I tried to withdraw my cock from her mouth. "Stop." I growled when she kept going. "Stop sucking my dick."
I had to fight Mom to get her off my cock, and when I did, she looked up at me with a pleading, almost desperate look in her smoldering green eyes. She wiped her wet lips with a backhanded swipe of her left forefinger. I bent down, pressing my lips to hers, then pulling away and saying, "Stay down here tonight. After I wear out Jenna, I'll come for you. I promise. Be a good slut for me, and do as I say."
Mom nodded her head, looking up at me and then falling back on the couch. She spread her legs, still looking at me. I reached down, cupped her wet pussy bulge, and slid two fingers into her as far as I could.



"Uh," Mom groaned, biting her right hand and adding a pout when I pulled my fingers from her twat.
I headed to the kitchen, breathing hard and pulling my shorts up with my right hand as I sucked Mom's pussy juices from my left fingers. I grabbed two bottles of water and a can of ice-cold Coke and headed upstairs, walking fast and not looking at Mom. I couldn't look at her, not if I wanted to get back to Jenna with some cum still swimming in my balls.
Upstairs and safely back in my room, Jenna had taken off her stocking and reset the cameras around the bed. She also had a pint of unopened Jack Daniels in her hand.
"What's this?" I asked, smiling.
"Well, all my friends say that sex is better when they're drunk," Jenna said as she sat cross-legged in the middle of my bed with the bottle of whiskey between her legs. "But I wanted to be sober for my first time, but...."
"Not for the second," I said as her voice trailed off.
She smiled and nodded her head.
"Do you want to get drunk?" she asked.
"Sure," I said. "Let's get wild."

* * * * *

Jenna passed out around one in the morning. From midnight until one, I kept her tight body full of cock, her moans getting louder with each orgasm that rippled through her core. We may have gotten a bit carried away with how hard we went at it, and I was sure that my baby would be sore in the morning. I was a little sore myself, but I had been fucking a lot lately, and it appeared that my cock wasn't as superhuman as I had thought. I could still get it up, and I could still deliver a cum-shot, but I was feeling the ache of overuse. (Still, that's pretty fucking superhuman, I'm proud to say.) Yet, I had made a promise to Mom, and I planned to keep that promise.
"Jenna," I whispered, shaking her by the shoulder while she slept. The pitch-black darkness in my room kept me from seeing her face, and she didn't snore, but I had no doubt that she had passed out for the rest of the night. My head swam with a buzz that made my eyes shake--half a bottle of Jack Daniels was no fucking joke--and since I had seen Jenna drunk before, I knew she wasn't waking up.
She drunk-slept nearly as soundly as my father on his pills.
"Jenna?" I asked one more time.
She either mumbled something or growled; I couldn't be sure. I cupped her pussy from behind, giving her tender meat a gentle rubbing. Though her legs spread open and her breathing deepened, she didn't wake.
"I'll be right back, baby," I whispered in her ear as I pulled my hand away from her twat and stroked my cock with her juices. "I drank too much. I'll be right back."
Jenna said nothing.
Naked, I slid out of bed, not bothering to find my clothes. Walking across my room to my door turned out to be harder than it should have been. I reached for the wall before realizing that the doorknob was two feet to my left. I found it, turned it, stepped into the hallway, and swayed toward the stairway. I didn't turn on the hallway lights, but thankfully, a soft glow from downstairs allowed me to see.
Fuck, I thought, I should have brought my phone.
I wobbled downstairs, keeping both of my hands on the rail. Mom had left the end table lamp on as well as the TV. She hadn't bothered to turn off the hardcore porn. I stopped behind the couch to admire a lean black girl with midnight skin and wavy hair, taking a thick white cock into her pale, pink pussy. I'd have to change the channel before I went back to bed.
I looked down at Mom. She had put her boyshorts back on, but only one pearl button held her pajama shirt together--the one even with her nipples. I smiled down at her, wondering if I should disturb her. My eyes searched for her wine bottle and glass, and I saw that she had emptied both of them. Fuck, this could be fun. Making my way around the couch almost cost me my footing, but I managed to kneel next to Mom's waist without waking her. I slid my hands over her stomach and sides, enjoying the smoothness of her skin, its warmth, and its slender-softness.
"Mom," I whispered. "Wake up."
My mother didn't stir.
I slid my hands upward, beneath her top and over her smallish breasts. Her semi-hard nipples grew against my palms as their rubbery skin constricted into two tight nubs of puckered flesh. I squeezed them. Mom stirred then, her head rolling from right to left and her left leg, near the back of the couch, pulling back as she raised her knee.
My head swam as I leaned down to kiss Mom's stomach. I squeezed her tits again, a bit hard, and Mom uttered a sleepy whimper before I pulled my fingers down her body and hooked them into the waistline of her shorts. I slid my fingertips beneath the fabric, touching and playing, then pulling downward with my nose near her twat. The thick scent of her pussy filled my nostrils, sobering me for a second as her floral musk sent a fiery hunger into my heart.
I kissed a trail down Mom's mound as I pulled her shorts off her ass and down her legs. I licked my mother's pubic hairs and inner thighs, her legs fighting to open as I pulled her shorts past her knees and ankles, then off her feet. Mom spread herself for me, uttering soft noises. I slid onto the couch, between her legs, catching her right leg before it could fall off the cushions. I lifted Mom's left leg and hooked it over the backrest. Then I eased her right leg open until I had my mother's pussy lewdly displayed before my eyes and open for my mouth.
Drunk, buzzing, and with my head swimming, I slobbered my way down my mother's inner thighs, each lick making my mother squirm. She didn't wake. Even when I turned my head and took her swollen pussy lips into my mouth at a vertical angle and slipped my tongue into her slit. I found Mom's pink pussyhole on the first try, tasting the sweet cream that had pooled within her opening. I lapped her honey up, not stopping even when Mom fanned her hands through my hair and curled her fingers into fists.
"Mmm, baby," Mom hummed in a languid, drunken tenor as I parted her folds up to her clit.
I had turned my head straight by then, and I sucked her clit into my mouth. As I sucked on her jewel, my dick dug into the couch cushion below me. My balls tingled. I licked, sucked, and tongue-fucked my mother's pussy with closed eyes, moving as if in a dream--guided by my instincts. Mom pulled on my hair, tugging me up her slender body. My mouth came level with the button holding her pajama shirt together, and I took it in my mouth and pulled, tearing it from its threading and releasing my mother's tits.
"Fuck," Mom moaned as I sucked her breasts, one then the other, then the other, then the other. I kept my hands moving, sliding up and down her sides, squeezing her ass, and ringing the base of her tits. Her little mounds coned upward, and I pulled them into my mouth one at a time, licking and abusing her nipples until she nearly pulled the hairs from my head to get me to stop.
Our mouths met as our bodies rubbed against each other. Mom's tongue found mine, dancing and licking along my wet appendage and sliding along my lips. My cock had bumped into her pussy on the way up, then slid upward against her wetness and between our bodies. Her mound and stomach rubbed my hard length as she squirmed beneath me, making me gasp.
"Put it in," Mom panted, sounding as drunk as I felt. "Get that big fucking family dick inside of your mother's pussy."
I kept my eyes closed as I reached between our bodies and lifted my ass into the air. The head of my cock dipped down, poking Mom's mound, and I ran my knob through her pubic hairs and between her open thighs. Wet heat steamed around my hand, wetting my cock further as I rubbed the head against my mother's dewy cleft and collected her juices. Without much thought, I found the base of her slit and plugged her pussyhole with my thick crown.
"Ungh," Mom grunted from deep within her throat. Her back arched, and her tits pushed into my chest. "Oh, god, fuck, that's a big, hot dick you're putting up my sloppy snatch."
I didn't do anything fancy. I couldn't. Alcohol drove my movements, lifting my ass and bringing my cock back down, filling the living room with a steady plop, plop, plop melody as our bodies bounced hard against each other. I felt like Billy Bob Thornton fucking the hell out of Halle Berry's hot pussy in Monster's Ball. Every thrust pushed Mom deep into the couch, her moans coming fast and hard and her body sweating beneath mine.
Sometime during our fucking, with my cock slipping through the wetness between her thighs and my knob tingling with each plunge between her pussy walls, I pulled Mom up and turned our bodies so that I sat on the couch and she sat astride me. I opened my eyes, seeing a blur at first, and she was looking down at me with a drunken, hungry, half-lidded stare. Mom leaned back, keeping her right hand fastened behind my neck and her left hand braced against my knee as she rolled, swung, and turned her hips like the sluttiest dancer in a strip club.
"Fuck, Mom, fuck," I moaned, holding onto my mother's taut ass as she used my cock for her pleasure. "Fuck my dick. Fuck, fuck, fuck my dick, Mom. Fuck it good!"
We fucked like that for a while: Our bodies moving on their own, and my mind tumbling about in a waking dream. I sucked Mom's titties, and I kissed her lips. I held onto my mother's ass, kneading her buns, spreading them, and pushing them together. I fingered her butthole, lodging the tip within the rubbery snugness of her sphincter. Each time I rubbed her there, her hips twirled faster and harder, sucking the precum from my balls as her pussy channel spasmed around my shaft.
Mom's first orgasm hit her hard, leaving my crotch drenched with her cum. God, she was glistening with sweat by then. Her second orgasm wet my balls further as her soft whimpers filled my ears. She kept fucking, close to tears, as every part of her body, save her hips and ass, went limp. I helped her ride my dick, humping upwards and holding onto her butt, forcing her back and forth along my rigid pole until she couldn't take it. By the time I was ready to come, Mom was nothing more than a panting, whimpering little fuck-doll while I couldn't even open my eyes anymore. While I was coming, I thought, I don't even care who knows. I wish I could tell the world that my mother was my lover.
Afterward, we fell asleep, and I woke an hour before dawn with Mom lying atop me. "Fuck," I whispered, waking her up.
"Shit, shit, shit," Mom said in a rush, moving as fast as my heartbeat as she dressed.
We stumbled about, my buzz hadn't left me, and my body still had the alcohol in its veins, wobbling my movements. We manage to clean up and stumble upstairs. I showered, I guessed that Mom did as well, and when I returned to my room, there was Jenna, still passed out as if no time had passed since I had left her hours earlier.
I'm so fucking lucky, I thought.
I crawled into bed and curled my body around Jenna's, spooning her as I laid my head down and went to sleep. It was only Friday, and I had an entire weekend of fucking ahead of me. As sleep sucked me down into its darkness, I thought, How the fuck am I going to keep this up for the rest of my life?

22


Keeping It Going

What a weekend!
What a fucking weekend!
When we woke Saturday morning, I could barely keep my eyes open, and Jenna had a hangover banging around her skull that matched the soreness my cock had pounded into her pussy. It turns out that orgasms are the best cure for both ailments, though, to help soothe Jenna's soreness, I spent the morning caressing her swollen folds with my fingers and tongue, using nothing but the gentlest of caresses on her body.
We barely left my room the entire day, and Jenna stayed upstairs the entire time, only visiting the restroom to clean up while I made the trips downstairs for food and water. Mom and Dad didn't say much to me--not that I saw them often--and when I did see them, they were always together. My mother surprised me Saturday evening by sending me a text that read, May I fuck your father tonight?
Holy shit, I had thought. Mom actually asked me for permission.
Yes, I sent back before Jenna pulled me back into my bed.
Later that night, I said to Jenna, "Get on your hands and knees and spread your legs wide."
Jenna did as I instructed, and I grabbed onto her hips and pulled her knees to the end of the bed. Bellow me; her ass cheeks and pussy lay spread open, hanging golden on the outside and pink down the centerline. Her pussy lips formed a beautiful, pale, upside-down butterfly covered in a dewy film.
"How do you feel in this position?" I asked after Jenna shivered while I looked down upon her.
"Vulnerable," she whispered. "Open. It's like I have no power. I'm just waiting...."
"Waiting for my cock?" I asked, smiling and dragging my forefinger through the crack of her ass.
"Um," Jenna hummed, "yeah."
"This is the bitch's position."
Jenna laughed. "I'm a bitch?"
"A sexy bitch." I feathered the pink meat of her pussy with my fingertips and wondered if my time with Mom was about to get me into trouble.
"Yeah?" She asked, shaking her ass up and down in a tight, rippling twerk. "You gonna fuck me like a bitch, Daddy?"
I groaned, and after wetting my cock with the lips of Jenna's dripping cunny, I held her still and slipped my prick into her snatch, giving her the fucking a sexy bitch deserved. Afterward, she said, "Get down like I was."
"What?" I asked.
"On your knees." Jenna stood beyond the edge of the bed with her hands behind her back and a smile on her face. She looked sweet and innocent as she batted her eyelashes and swayed her shoulders front to back. "Tell me how it feels to be on all fours."
"You're kidding," I said, sitting up in the center of my bed. "I'm not doing that."
"Do it."
"No."
"Yes!"
It took some more convincing and some bratty pouting, but eventually, I found myself on my knees at the edge of my bed with my feet and shins hovering in the air. After several pushes against my spine, I dropped onto my hands, and after several nudges against the insides of my thighs, I spread my knees for her. God damn it, but it felt weird to be in that position.
"How's it feel?" Jenna asked, putting her hands on my ass cheeks.
"As you said," I whispered, "vulnerable." I shivered. "Exposed. Open. Like I'm surrendering myself to you."
"Mm-hmm," Jenna whispered. "When I do it, it makes me so wet. Your cock is getting hard again."
I laughed as my dick turned rigid while hanging below me, the head angled toward the bedspread beneath me. I felt big, with a rubber-like hardness that could yield but not bend.
"Do you like the taste of my asshole?" Jenna asked.
"Yeah." I licked my lips. "Why?"
"I want to try something that I saw online." She spoke in a quiet voice, not a whisper, just quiet. "Something dirty."
A chill ran through me as Jenna slid her hands down my ass and over the backs of my thighs. Her right hand slid to my balls, ringed them, stretched them, which made goosebumps dot my skin, then she continued forward and gripped my cock. Her left hand replaced her right hand on my sack, and a cold ripple of adrenaline resonated through my body. My precum dripped, and Jenna collected it with her fingers and jerked the sticky fluid over my dick.
"I can get on my back and--"
Jenna's breath warmed my asshole right before the tip of her tongue pressed against the smoothness of my rim. After that, I grabbed onto my bedspread, turned my mind off, and allowed Jenna to take me to new, unimagined heights of pleasure. The one thought I had was: Mom would love doing this to me... if I made her.
Since Sunday was our last day together, we spent the morning fooling around, talking, and eating in my room. We were wondering if we should shower when Mom knocked on my door. I knew it was Mom because while Dad was allowing me to have fun with my girlfriend, he didn't want to come anywhere near us.
"Come in," I said after Jenna, and I pulled on a pair of shorts, and Jenna pulled a blanket over her breasts.
My door opened enough for Mom to stick her head in. She looked around, inhaled deeply, and said, "Open your windows and let the air conditioner, or a fan, run through here." She shook her head, and her gaze shifted from me to Jenna and back to me. "I'm going to spend my day getting ahead of next week's workload." She gave me a serious look. "But I want you two to take a shower. It smells like"--her stare slid from me and focused on Jenna--"pussy in here." Mom pulled her head from the room and shut the door.
"God," Jenna said, her cheeks turning pink and getting rosier by the second. "Why does your mom have to be so blunt? Does she hate me now?"
I shook my head and crawled onto my bed, pushing down my shorts. "She'll never hate you," I said. "But you're another woman having sex in her home. Imagine how that feels?"
Jenna shrugged, then she frowned and said, "Oh, no.... What do you think my dad's going to say when we fuck at my house?"
"I don't care what he says," I said, sighing and pulling the blanket from Jenna's body. "Mom wants us to shower, but I think that we can get a little dirtier before we do, don't you?"
"Your Mom," Jenna said. "She's not my mom."
"But if she were, I'd fuck you anyway."
"Ooh," Jenna hummed, puckering her lips and narrowing her eyes. "You're nasty."
We spent the last hour before she had to go home making slow, passionate love. We didn't rush. We didn't experiment. We didn't see what felt good. We shut our mouths, ended the dirty talk, and I stroked her pussy channel with long thrusts, using my entire cock to massage her insides. Jenna came several times, her last orgasm shaking her body as I shot the last of my load into her pussy. We had five minutes to spare by the time we had finished coming.
Six o'clock came, and Mom knocked on my door as Jenna's phone rang. Her dad was on the other end of that call. She showered by herself, and I followed, then I walked her to her house next door. We kissed before she went inside, and I went back home to rest, but mentally, I prepared myself to fool around with Mom should the moment come. But the moment didn't come. Mom went to bed with Dad even though he had taken his sleeping pill early in the night. I thought about texting my mother, and I thought about getting her and dragging her to my room, but in the end, I decided that I'd rest for the night and see her in the morning. We had agreed that our affair would go on, hadn't we?
My mind spun as I fell asleep. My mother was no virgin. My mother was looking for casual sex with someone she loved. My mother wanted adventure and everything that she wasn't getting from Dad. Mom wants you to make her do things. That was my last thought before I fell asleep. When I woke, my first thought was, All right, Mom, I'm going to make you do things today--naughty things.

* * * * *

It took me several minutes to decide if I wanted to go downstairs naked or clothed. That was a hard choice, but I stripped down to nothing, took a soapy shower, dried myself, and I didn't put anything on as I headed downstairs. It was past eight in the morning, and I had heard the soft rumble of the garage door opening and closing, so I knew my father had left for work.
Would Mom be naked?
I hoped so.
Had Jenna's visit hurt feelings?
I hoped not, but I mean, I think I knew... it must have.
Did Mom remember our drunken fuck on the couch after I had taken Jenna's virginity? My shoulders tightened, and my heart sped up as I headed downstairs, taking each step one at a time and using slow, heavy movements. Please, Mom, I thought, no drama.



Mom wasn't in the living room, so I turned right at the stairs, swung around one-hundred and eighty degrees, and walked straight to the kitchen through the shortcut hallway. My cock, hanging heavy on my sack, thickened with each step. I took a deep breath as my heartbeat swelled. What kinds of thoughts were running through my mother's head?
I stepped into the kitchen and walked straight to the marble island. Mom sat at the breakfast table as she always did in the mornings, reading the paper as the sun shined through windows and sprinkled her in brightness. She looked clean--angelic--her skin glowed, and the color of her makeup held a subtle, yet vibrant, beauty. She had done her hair up in a bun again, but with long strands hanging down her back. They looked unintentional but were too stylish not to be on purpose. An off-the-shoulder satin crop top covered her body, stopping just below her breasts, and a small pair of tight, satin boyshorts hugged her lower body.
I took a deep breath and asked, "Did you remember not to wear your panties?"
The right side of Mom's lips twitched, pulling into a smile that she quickly hid. She ruffled her paper, set it down, and turned toward me. Mom scooted her butt to the edge of her seat and spread her knees wide. With her left hand, she reached down to the right side of her crotch, curled her fingers into the leghole, and pulled the fabric to the left. The sun-golden meat of her pussy came into view, her folds pressed together, looking thick and tasty and making my cock go fully hard between one moment and the next.
"Good," I said.
Mom fixed her shorts. "Now that you have your teen pussy to play with, I guess you don't need to make me do anything anymore."
I hoped this was a game.
"That's not true."
"How so?"
"I only get Jenna from Friday evening to Sunday evening," I said. "If I try to touch her any time before or after, her dad might throw another fit."
"Maybe."
"And," I said, "there are things that I can make you do that Jenna won't do."
"Dirty things?" Mom asked, dropping her chin and giving me a big, doe-eyed pout.
"Too dirty for a teenager."
"Like what?"
"Come over here; I'll show you."
Mom stood and walked toward me, her body taller but smaller than Jenna's. She had more grace and less bounce--less shape--though my cock throbbed just as hard for her body as it had for Jenna's. An ache pulsed through my balls, and the image of my testicles filling with cum shot through my mind. Cum for my mother, I thought, and she was going to get every sticky drop of it.
My hands came up as Mom reached me. I put my right hand behind her neck, and my left hand found her side and slipped around and down, pushing beneath her satin shorts and riding the crack of her ass to the cleft between her thighs. Mom gasped as I cupped her soft pussy from behind, finding her clam damp and the slot between her lips sticky with dew.
"You're already ready for me," I whispered, looking into Mom's eyes as the underside of my cock settled against her stomach.
"Like a good slut," Mom whispered. Her eyes searched mine. "Am I good slut for you?"
"The best," I said, my words coming out with a groan as I pressed my lips to my mother's. Our mouths melded together, sliding and turning, then our tongues slipped forward and touched. Wetness greeted me as I pushed my tongue into my mom's mouth.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," Mom moaned as I sawed my fingers through her pussy lips. She grunted and rose to her toes as I hooked my middle and ring fingers into her snatch and pulled her upward. After several minutes of pussy stroking, I lifted her into the air, my fingers still inside her. Mom spread her legs, circling them around my waist and trapping my cock between her pussy and my stomach. She locked her ankles together, and my fingers stayed buried in her muff, only deeper than before, her wet folds turning mushy beneath my touch.
"Like that, slut?" I asked, my lips moving against hers as the underside of my shaft pressed against her clit.
"Yeah," Mom moaned, her face trembling as I massaged her insides with my digits. "What things are you gonna make me do, baby?" Mom bit her lower lip as she ground her clit against my cock with side-to-side hip motions as I stroked her from behind. "Dirty things? Nasty things? Naughty things?"
"Very," I whispered, licking a vertical line across her lips. "Come on."
I carried Mom out of the kitchen and through the living, putting her on our couch. I curled my fingers into the waistband of her shorts and tugged them from her body, the effort pulling her legs straight into the air. Mom crossed her arms and took hold of her shirt's hem, taking it off as her small feet fell to the floor. She tossed the shirt over the back of the couch and looked up at me with a wild smile on her face and a playful light in her eyes.
"I want you to eat my asshole." My heartbeat rose, knocking against the underside of my chest with a beat that sent chills throughout my body. "Jenna did it yesterday."
"The little slut," Mom whispered.
"It felt great," I said, "but there was a lot of laughter involved. She's too young to take it seriously."
"I can do better, baby," Mom said, scooting to the edge of the couch. "I promise."
Jesus, I thought. Mom loves this. How had she kept this side of her suppressed for so many years?
"Show me," I said.
"Sit down, baby," Mom said, sliding off the couch onto her knees.
I sat, and Mom placed her hands on my shoulders and pushed. I sank back. She grabbed me behind my knees and pulled, and I slid my butt toward the edge of the couch. She urged my legs up, and I lifted them. A strange sensation passed through--this position was weird--and a light, hollow buzz swam through my limbs, making them want to shake. I closed my eyes and tried to calm my breathing as I held my legs up, back, and wide, giving my mother's mouth access to my cock, balls, and asshole.
I'm not going to do this position often, I thought as Mom's tongue pressed against the bottom of my scrotum and licked upward. I moaned as my face twitched with pleasure. Mom's tongue traveled up my sack, around it, then up it again, not stopping until she rolled her mouth over my glans and took my mushroom tip into the warmth of her mouth.
"Oh, shit," I moaned.
"Mmm," Mom answered with a thick and wet accent.
I kept my eyes closed and my legs up, thinking, Pornstars do this all the time; it's no big deal! Meanwhile, moans left my lips as my mother covered my cock and balls in her drool and jerked me off at the same time. Her tongue seemed to be everywhere, on my cock, on my balls, the inside of my thighs and lower, finding my asshole and taking my rim for a ride as she jerked off my wet prick. She used a featherlike touch on my backdoor, then wiggled her lingual muscle against my asshole, then feathered me again--her intensity bringing tingles to my skin. The tip of my dick started to itch with the need to come.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I moaned.
"Yeah, baby," Mom whispered, her lips never leaving my skin. "You're making Mommy do dirty things, baby. Making me lick your ass like this...." And she licked my ass, my toes curling, and my fingertips digging into my skin. "What would your father think?"
I gasped.
Mom never tried to replace her finger with her tongue--I would have freaked out--and her tongue proved to be more than enough to get my pulse racing. My balls tightened within minutes, and that swirling itch of pleasure continued to dance atop the tip of my prick. I wanted to grab my knob and squeeze. Mom jerked me faster as my cock swelled, and her other hand rose to massage my balls in a caress that made me whimper.
"Fuck, I'm gonna come," I moaned, my voice trembling and the darkness behind my eyelids exploding with color. I dug my fingertips into the backs of my knees. "Mom, fuck. I'm gonna come hard, Mom. Fuck, Mom. Fuck-fuck-fuck--Mom!"
"Umm," Mom uttered as she took the head of my cock between her lips and sealed them shut. She never stopped jerking me off or rolling my balls within her fingers. I came, the cum within me seemed to explode from my tip, and Mom sucked it down, drinking it fast and quick. The sounds of her throat gulping down my jizz filled my ears.
I released my legs as my body turned to liquid. Only my orgasm remained, and it continued until I had no pleasure left within my body to give, leaving me an empty husk that could only tremble. As I lay panting and trying to regain my breath, I opened my eyes. Mom had stood, and she was smiling down at me as burning embers backlit the green of her eyes.
"I didn't just get ahead of my work yesterday," Mom whispered with a hungry tremor. "I finished today's work completely." She turned and started to walk away. "I'll be upstairs. Your room or mine?"
"Mine," I said as my pulse slowed and my breathing calmed. "Always mine during the day, where you belong."
Mom uttered a throaty, excited laugh and went upstairs. I sat on the couch, thinking about what naughty, nasty, and kinky things I should make my mother do next.

* * * * *

I didn't have many options when it came to getting kinkier with my mother. I didn't own any toys, straps, restraints, plugs, or dildos--dildos! I went upstairs, turning to the right and walking to my mother's room as my cock stayed semi-hard against my sack. Inside, I looked in her bedside drawer, where her dildo lay next to a palm-sized bottle of lube. I grabbed them. Before leaving her room, I stopped and looked at my parents' bed and their bedside drawers.
So much trust between my parents, I thought. As the words lingered in my mind, a chill ran down my spine. Did I count as a betrayal? No. A mother can't cheat on her husband with her son, right? Yeah, right.
I turned and left the room. Whether it was a betrayal or not, I wasn't going to stop, and if one day I discovered my own son fucking his mother or even my mother, I'd say, "Way to go, son. Way to go."
"What the hell is wrong with me," I said as I reached my bedroom.
Mom hadn't closed the door. She was on my bed, near the edge, standing on her knees with her hair atop her head, held by two braids that seemed to have no end as they swam through her sunlight hair. How long had I been downstairs? She had grabbed two of my belts. One lay crosswise on the bed in front of her knees. She had folded the body over itself the way a pissed-off father might before he threatened to spank his daughter, and the other she had wrapped around her neck like a leash, the long end pulled forward and hanging over her left shoulder.
"Well," Mom whispered, looking at the dildo in my hand. "What have you come here to make your mother do now?"
I sighed as I dropped my eyes between my mother's legs. She was standing with her knees spread, and the point of her blonde pussy glistened, ending in a wet, pink line that the sunlight pouring through my bedroom windows lit from behind.
"Everything," I said and walked forward with my heart thumping and my cock swelling.
Our mouths met, our tongues danced, and I dropped onto the comforter in front of the belt laid out in front of my mother's knees. My right hand grabbed onto Mom's makeshift leash and pulled, not hard, but Mom reacted as if I had.
"Uh," she groaned, tilting her head back and arching her spine as she pushed her hips forward. I pressed my lips harder against hers, and I brought my left hand forward, cupping her silky pussy and pushing my middle finger into the dewy slickness between her cunny lips.
"Have you been a bad girl, Mom?" I asked, the words pouring out of me with no thought behind them. "Has my mother been bad?"
"Yes," Mom whispered, nodding her head and looking up at me. Her eyes looked big and glazed, as though she were drunk, and her movements had a slow sensuality that reminded me of walking in a dream. "I have."
My cock rose from my sack, turning rock-hard and pushing into my mother's stomach. Mom's hands came up, grabbing my shaft, one atop the other, and she started a double-fisted jerk over my cock. I looked down, moaning, and so did she, opening her mouth. Her spit landed atop my knob a second later, and her hands rolled over it, pulling the saliva down my shaft toward my balls. Mom jerked me fast and hard, producing sticky-wet music as she drooled more of her spit over my prick.
"Ah, you fucking slut," I moaned.
"Yeah," Mom said in a rough voice. "I'm a dirty, naughty slut who needs a spanking."
I laughed, thinking, I was getting to that! But what I said was, "You've needed a spanking for a long time, haven't you?"
"Too long, baby." Mom's words trembled. "It's been at least eighteen fucking years since your father last hit me."
"Hit?"
"Spanked," Mom whispered, "but it sounds so fucking hot to say 'hit.'"
I nodded my head as I slid a second finger into my mother's slippery muff. She was so soft and warm on the inside, and the deeper I went, the slicker and hotter her insides grew. There was another world within my mother's pussy, made of tenderness and gooiness and elastic softness that made me tingle down to my very soul.
"Get on all fours," I ordered in a harsh whisper.
Mom pouted, but she let go of my cock and turned to her left, dropping down onto her hands in front of me. I pulled her leash, first to my right, then forward and away from me, having to stretch my arm and lean my upper body over my mother. The belt loop tugged on her neck, and she turned away from me, crawling around and forward until she had presented me with her little feet, her sexy pussy, and her small ass.
I dropped to my knees, my instincts taking over. Mom's small feet seemed spotless. My mouth descended, my tongue came out, and I watched--a silent observer--as I placed the tip against the sole of Mom's foot and licked upward.
"Ooh," Mom gasped, her words light, airy, and trembling.
I licked her foot again, concentrating on the center, and Mom's entire body trembled. I grabbed her foot, lifting it, her knee bending, and I took several of her toes into my mouth. (Thank god Mom kept her floors in pristine condition.)
"Shit," Mom hissed. "Oh, baby, no, they're so sensitive--oh my god!"
I devoured her toes, sucking on each little nub, moving my tongue across their length, and licking between each one. As I wet them, I moved my thumbs over the soles of her feet, massaging her, and Mom's body shook with every push across her skin. I kept my eyes open, looking at her feet and upward, between her legs, where her pussy pulsed whenever I licked, sucked, or massaged her extra hard. I went from one foot to the other, making sure to give each foot the tender care it deserved. Mom whimpered and gasped the entire time. The longer I did this, the wetter her pussy became until a thick sheen of honey left her pussy crease bright pink and glossy and ready for some thick and meaty family cock.
"Bring your feet together," I said as I stood, but I didn't rise all the way. I kept my knees bent, and when Mom's heels touched, as did her toes, I took my cock and slipped it between the narrow, oval gap between the inner sides of her tiny feet.
"Oh," Mom rasped. "You've become a nasty fucker, Mark. Nasty, nasty, nasty, fucking my feet like that."
I don't think I'd ever heard her voice sound so rushed before.
I fucked her feet for a little while, saying, "I'm going to come on these tiny beauties one day, and you're going to lick them clean."
Mom moaned, and her shoulders and back contorted as a shiver trembled through her body. I gave her feet several more strokes before I straightened and grabbed the second belt from the bed. I held the belt just under its midway point, still folded in half, making it easier to swing. Mom tensed, and when I grabbed the leash around her neck and pulled, forcing her neck and back to arch, she dug her fingers hard into the comforter beneath her.
"How bad have you been, Mom?" I gave the belt-whip several light practice swings off to the side. Mom tried to turn her head to the right. "How bad?"
"Very bad," Mom gasped. "I've teased my son until he couldn't take it. Until he had no choice but to put his bid, incest dick in me." She moaned. "I'm an incest whore, Mark. I'm a family fucker. A son sucker. I've been so--ah!"
The belt snapped against her right ass cheek. A red mark appeared across her flesh. I hadn't hit her hard, and I didn't plan to, but I had hit her harder than I had meant.
"Oh, baby," Mom moaned as if she had just come. "Spank me again."
I brought the belt up so that the folded loop landed on my right shoulder, then I snapped it down. Mom yelped as a white line formed across her cheek. It quickly turned red. I spanked her again. A growl left Mom's lips, almost a bark. I lifted my left arm high, stopped only by Mom's leash, and I brought the belt across my body and to my left, spanking my mother's other ass cheek.
"Baby," Mom whined. "Oh, baby, spank me harder--harder!"
An ache ran through my cock as my stiffness nearly snapped in two.
I spanked my mother harder.
She whined.
"Play with your pussy," I whispered. "You're going to come while I punish you."
"Oh, yeah," Mom gasped. "Make your mother come with that belt."
And so I did.
Mom's left hand appeared between her legs, her fingers pressing into her soft muff. First, she gathered her juices, then she banged her pussy with her middle and ring fingers, pushing her pussy lips inward as she dipped into her softness. I rained blows upon her ass, light ones, hard ones, stiff ones, stinging ones, loud ones, and everything between. Mom's pussy gushed. She spread her knees wide, lowering her body, and I slackened my grip on her leash. She planted her forehead on the bed and went at her pussy with both hands, diddling her clit while she slid several digits into the pink cleft between her legs. Her lips bulged, and her asshole spasmed--her moans came in harsh, animalistic grunts. When Mom came, she cried, squirting her cum onto my bed as my leather belt snapped against her ass again and again.
"Fuck, oh fuck, fuck," Mom panted, falling to the bed as I let go of the leash.
I had reddened her ass, but I hadn't left welts. She probably wouldn't mind, I thought, but I preferred my mother's skin smooth.
"Oh, fuck, baby boy," Mom said, sighing and crawling up the bed. "What's next?"
I swallowed, having to work my lips before I managed to say, "Your virgin asshole."

* * * * *

"Oh, oh, ooh, oh," Mom moaned into the pillow beneath her face. My mother--my fucking mother--lay naked in the center of my bed, with one thick pillow beneath her hips and stomach, propping her ass into the air and another beneath her face, unable to muffle her moans. "Ohhhhh--fuck!" I had removed her leash from around her neck.
"That's it, Mom, take it," I whispered.
Mom's ass shined with her lube. I had gotten carried away, pouring the thick liquid in her crack and around her cheeks and down between her thighs, making her swollen pussy folds glisten. She had her legs spread wide, her knees out to the side in a frog squat. I was kneeling between her calves, with my left hand rubbing her pussy as I pumped my middle finger in and out of her virgin asshole.
My finger looked huge as it pushed her little pucker inward. Her wrinkled rosebud didn't want to give, and the rubbery muscles refused to relax. Even with the lube, the tight seal of her anal ring around my digit felt like it was going to crush my finger. I couldn't wait to get my cock into her, but first, I had to loosen up my mother's butt.
"That good, Mom?"
"Oh, fuck," Mom moaned. "It's so... so... so god damn good."
I eased my middle finger into her ass up to the second knuckle and wiggled it around. Mom purred as I rubbed the sides of her hot anus. The sensation came from her anal ring and where my fingertip brushed her insides, but there was nothing gripping the length of my digit within her ass. I pushed into the last knuckle, mashing my closed fingers against her cheeks, and I felt something rubbery touch my fingertip. I pulled my finger out and pushed back in. Out and in. Out and in--Mom groaning--and then I finger-fucked my mother's rear passage as fast as I could.



"Uh, uh, uh-uh-uh," Mom panted, her yelps coming so close together they were almost one word. "Holy fuck, Mark--god!"
I slowed down.
Mom sighed.
I sped up.
Mom gasped.
I straightened my forefinger and eased it against Mom's lubed-up asshole alongside my middle digit.
"Oh, no, baby, no," Mom groaned, but she never used the word stop.
I ringed her pucker with the tip of my finger, gathering the extra lube that made her skin shine. I eased the tip between my middle finger and her sphincter and found that there was no room to get inside her anus. I prodded my mother's asshole, pushing the rubbery skin inward and easing it to the side so slowly that I could see her sphincter expand.
"Uh, ooh, umm-uh," Mom continued to utter, her body moving beneath me in a continuous wave.
Slowly, so fucking slowly--it seemed as though I was moving backward through time. The tip of my forefinger crawled across Mom's pucker-flesh and wriggled its way past the rubbery gate of her rosebud.
I sighed.
Mom groaned.
"That's my girl," I whispered in Mom's ear, kissing her and licking her lobe. "That's my mom. Take it, slut. Take it like a good whore."
"Yeah," Mom growled, biting her lip and pushing her ass against my fingers. "I'm your good whore, baby. I--fuck--always will be!"
Between the two of us, we eased my forefinger into her ass alongside my middle finger, and I started a slow-drilling ass-poke through the tightness of her butthole. While I massaged my mother's pucker, I ran my left hand over her body, caressing her back and shoulders, her butt cheeks, and then slipping my hand beneath her to massage her little breasts. Inside of her ass, I wiggled my digits, finding the sides of her anal walls and rubbing her hard. Mom uttered her loudest moans when I thrust quickly along her butt-ring. The constant friction against her backdoor had her breathing hard, spreading her legs, and clawing at my bedspread.
"Up, Mom," I whispered when I found out that trying to reach her pussy while lying atop her put too much weight on her slender body. "Get up on your knees for me."
I planted my left hand on the bed and pushed myself upward. I didn't take my fingers from my mother's asshole. Mom pushed herself up, raising herself to her knees, her backward momentum fucking her butt onto my fingers down to their last knuckles.
"Shit," Mom groaned, turning her head to the side. She had her eyes closed, and her face wore a mask of intense concentration. "Oh, god, that's so fucking good." She spoke through gritted teeth.
"Dad needs to know what he's missing," I whispered.
"Convince him, baby," Mom whispered back.
I stood on my knees, looking down at my mother's ass and the hole between her cheeks, stuffed with two of my fingers. Sweat and oil glistened across her shoulders, back, ass, and thighs, making her golden skin shine. I reached around Mom's side with my left hand and cupped one of her smallish breasts, giving it a firm squeeze that made her hiss before I pulled her into a standing position on her knees. I had my two fingers in her ass with my palm facing upward and my fingers fish-hooking her butthole while I slid my left hand up to her throat and pulled her close to my body--then I started jabbing her starfish hard.
For the next several minutes, Mom and I humped our bodies together, using my two fingers as a substitute cock for her asshole while my prick rubbed against her oiled back. Mom reached up and back over my shoulders, locking her fingers together behind my neck. Her back arched, and her little titties pointed upward, their slopes ending in two pink nipples puckered as tightly as possible, begging for a sucking.
"Make me fucking come, baby," Mom growled. "Oh, fuck--mmm--make Momma come!"
"You've earned it," I whispered in her ear before I licked it. Mom shuddered. I dropped my left hand down her front, stopping long enough to play with her tits and nipples, then moving down her stomach and over her mound. I laid my palm against her blonde pubic hairs and cupped the upper half of her pussy with my fingers, laying my middle finger along her clitoral hood with the tip pressing into her clit, turning it in soft circles.
"Oh, oh, oh--oh, fuck," Mom whimpered as I matched the rhythm of my ass-fucking fingers to my clit-strumming digits.
It didn't take long for Mom to come.
"Mark, baby, oh, no," Mom whispered. Her noises turned to whines, then sobs. "It's--oh, no--too intense, baby. Oh, fuck, I can't, I can't"--she shook her head as she babbled nonsense to me--"I can't take it. Baby, no, please--oh-oh-oh--oh, fuck!"
Mom came hard. Her asshole tightened around my digits, threatening to pinch them off. Her body trembled with electric shocks, and her breasts heaved. I thought she was about to hyperventilate. I held her close, digging my fingers into her butthole, getting deep, and touching her in places a son should never touch his mother. I held Mom tightly as she whimpered through her orgasm, the hand on her clit stroking her jewel faster and harder and forcing her through several more body-shaking orgasms, one atop the other, and leaving her limp in their aftermath.
"Please stop," Mom sobbed, panting hard in a shaking voice. She had her eyes closed, and her hands had fallen to her sides. Mom would have fallen onto her face if my left arm hadn't have been around her body. "Please?"
"Okay, Mom," I whispered as she cried beneath me. "But not for long."

* * * * *

I let my mother rest for a couple of minutes, washing my hands--though they were clean--before I turned her onto her back and rested her head on a pillow. I grabbed another pillow and slid it under her ass, propping her pussy into the air. I didn't know why--maybe I did--but I wanted to see my mother's face when I slid my big dick into her virgin butt. Would her expression match the one my father had seen when he had taken her virginity?
Mom watched me as I spread her legs and ran my hands over the insides of her slick thighs. She didn't say a word. If she was curious about what I had planned, I couldn't tell. She just watched me like a mother would watch her son as he tried to figure out how to play with a new toy.
I massaged her breasts as I scooted between her thighs, stopping when my knob pressed into the softness of her pussy lips. Her wet crease sunk inward as my crown opened her petals. Mom uttered a low moan as I slipped the tip into her pussyhole, pushing her meat aside without hesitation.
"You like that, Mom?" I asked as I pulled my hips back.
"Yeah," Mom said, moaning as I pushed several inches of my cock into the heat between her legs.
"You're so fucking creamy." I slid my hands down her ribs and grabbed onto her sides. I spread my knees, lowering my ass toward the bed. "So fucking creamy for my cock."
"That's what happens when sons fuck their mothers, baby."
This woman drove me nuts.
"Did you like my fingers in your ass?" I squeezed her sides hard and gave my mother an extra hard thrust, making her grimace. She grabbed onto my wrist and held me tight. "Are you ready to take my big dick up your little asshole?"
Mom bit her bottom lip and shook her head from side to side. That sent a jolt of pleasure through my dick, but it was my mother's eyes that made me tingle. She was looking into me, deeply, the weight of her desire filling her gaze with hunger.
"Tell me you're my whore," I said.
"I'm your whore," Mom whispered.
"My slut."
"I'm your--uh--slut."
"I can do anything I want to you?"
"Uh, mmm, oh, shit," Mom panted as I fucked her harder and faster. "Anything. You can do anything you want to me, baby. Oh, god. You can fuck me anytime--oh--anywhere--uh--in any fucking hole!"
Mom's titties bounced with my every thrust, moving across her chest so fast they were almost a blur. Her head slid across the pillow, and I had to pull her back onto my cock to keep from fucking her off my shaft.
"Oh, fuck, Mom, suck it," I said, pulling out and climbing up my mother's body. She grabbed my cock, opened her mouth in a wide "O," and took my dick between her lips. She bobbed her head fast, slurping on my dick, and then I pulled out and slid back down to her pussy, fucking her tender clam before pulling out and going back to her mouth. I kept this up for a while, making Mom lick my shaft and balls--making her deep throat my meat, and this time she didn't gag. It wasn't until I was about to come that I pulled my cock from her mouth, though she chased the tip, then pouted as I dove between her legs with my mouth and fingers. I licked her snatch until she came again. When her cum had dripped down to her asshole, I moved back up her body and pressed my big mushroom tip against her sweet, little divot.
Mom grabbed my wrists. I didn't need to grab onto my cock to help guide it into Mom's ass. I was so fucking hard I could have crushed diamonds with my knob, and Mom's little butthole had suction-cupped me up against its tiny opening. Her cheeks closed around my glans, the wetness sucking me inward as the thickness of my head pressed against her rim. Mom's ass cheeks flexed, massaging my crown and sending rings of pleasure down the sides of my mushroom and along my shaft, down into my balls.
"God damn, Mom," I panted, "your asshole feels like heaven."
"Come on, baby," Mom dared me, "fuck it. You're not even past the gates yet. Fuck your Mom's ass, you dirty little shit. Fuck your dick into heaven."
I growled and pushed my hips forward as I pulled down on my mother's sides. An explosion of friction rolled over my glans. I gasped from deep within my chest as Mom groaned out a loud, "Ohhhhhhhhh," that didn't seem to end. Her butthole resisted, trying to stay shut, then it pulsed, and the rubberiness of her sphincter widened around my spongy crown. Mom's eyes and mouth opened wide, and it looked like she tried to say something, but nothing came out. I'll never forget her face, but then Mom's butthole tried to crush my glans, bringing me back into the moment. I flexed my cock, spurting a long stream of precum into her anus.
"This is so fucking good," I growled. I felt like I was going to piss my cum into her when I finally reached my nut. There would be no torrent or river but one continuous stream of thick, creamy jizz that would paint the inside of my mother's asshole white with heat.
Mom answered me by groaning again as her butthole expanded fractions of a fraction of an inch at a time. Even with the lube, her butthole took its time sliding over my knob. When her rear had finally swallowed my cock beyond its corona, I whimpered as her sphincter tightened around my head, seeming to squeeze out buzzing wads of pleasure from my prick. I had to fight to keep from blowing my load up her butt right then and there.
"Jesus, baby," Mom said, breathing hard. "Fuck, that stretch feels sooooo fucking good." She uttered a strangled grunt. "This really does hurt so fucking good."
I let go of her left side, swung my right hand out, and brought it back, spanking the side of my mother's small ass.
"Ah," Mom yelped.
"Yeah, baby," I said, spanking her again and caressing her cheek after. "You deserve it."
Mom looked up at me with a new fire in her eyes that I'd call worship.
I took a deep breath. Mom stared at me, focused and intense, and I pulled out a fraction and pushed back in. Mom sucked in her tummy and dropped her chin to her chest, growling through closed lips as she gave me a how dare you do this to me stare that only made my next thrust into her asshole harder. Mom arched her back, pushing her tits upward as she dropped her head. I pulled out and pushed in, her butthole widening around my shaft while trying to pinch my cock flat. I let go of Mom's sides and dropped over her body, catching myself on my elbows then pressing my chest against Mom's sweat-glistening tits.
"How bad do you want your son's cock?" I whispered, looking into my mother's eyes as her nostrils flared.
Her hands grabbed my sides and slid downward, not stopping until she had my ass in her hands. She licked a vertical line over my lips, then nipped at me--the expression on her face was one of angry lust and primal need. She looked ready for a fight and a fuck.
"Do it," Mom whispered. "Fuck me. Fuck my butt. Fuck your mother's butt." Mom pressed her lips against mine. "I want your big dick all the way up my little ass."
I growled, returning her kiss as I slipped my left hand beneath her shoulder and under her head. My right hand slid down her side and around her thigh, grabbing onto her ass cheek. I slipped my fingers into her crack, the tips touching her rim and the sides of my cock.
I thrust my hips forward, sinking my cock into my mother's butt down to my balls.
"Uhhhhh," Mom grunted; the sound was low and guttural.
I pulled out, the lube helping me slide through pucker despite her asshole spasming around my prick. When just the head lay nestled in the viselike grip of Mom's asshole, I held still, trembling at the tight constricting torturing my glans.
"Fast, baby," Mom whimpered. "Do it fast. Oh, fuck, it feels better when you fuck my butt fast."
I slid back into my mother's rectum.
"Uh," she grunted.
My cock slid into the emptiness of her rear passage, but where her sphincter gripped my cock, there was nothing but her asshole's tightness and an unreal constriction. My balls slapped into Mom's butt, spanking her. She yelped as my cock hit something soft and deep within her hole, pushing it inward. I pulled out and pushed back in, out, then in, moving faster, soon giving her only a few inches of my dick at a time but always tickling her little asshole with constant movement.
"Oh, oh, oh," Mom moaned.
I humped my cock hard into her ass.
"Uh," she grunted.
Then fast and shallow again.
"Oh, oh, oh," Mom moaned.
Hard and deep.
"Uh," Mom grunted.
I kept that up, fucking her shallow and fast, then hard and deep, her moans turning into grunts then back to moans. We kissed, pressing our lips together and making our tongues dance. Her littlish titties rubbed my chest as our bodies danced together. I squeezed her ass with my right hand and moved my left hand to the top of her head, holding her in place as my thrusting grew faster and longer, quicker and deeper, but never harder. Never too hard, anyway.
When that long-awaited tingling swirled around my balls, I panted in Mom's ear, "I can never make Jenna do this, Mom. Only you. Only you could handle my big dick in your ass."
"Baby," Mom moaned, "you make me do such nasty fucking things. Oh, you little shit. You little shit!"
"Play with your pussy for me." I sped up my thrusting, but I kept my strokes shallow so that my glans constantly passed in and out of her back door. "I want you to come when I come. Fuck, I need you to come with me."
Mom reached between our bodies with her right hand. The backs of her fingers brushed my pubes, and I felt her digits circle her clit. Mom's face tensed, then broke, her lips twitching in that grimace of beautiful agony as she punished her love-nub with pleasure.
From deep within my core, my orgasm rumbled to life. I closed my eyes and held my mother tight to my body, hugging her hard as I fucked my knob through the grip of her backdoor. Mom whimpered and whined as her asshole spasmed. My body tensed, then shook, first in my thighs, then working its way up to my balls. Around my glans, a throb began, turning into a thick pulse that needed relief. I raced toward my orgasm, gasping for breath against my mother's neck. Mom wrapped her legs around me, crying out for a moment before she raised her head and bit me hard on the shoulder.
"Fuck!" I growled against her as my balls released their cum.
My world turned black as every nerve ending within my body came to life before exploding and turning me into a shivering mass of bliss. I pushed my prick all the way up my mother's butt, stretching her depths inward. She bit me harder, though her cries of ecstasy still escaped in ragged breaths from between her teeth. We came together, holding each other close and moving our bodies through the aftershocks of our pleasure. I don't know how long I came for--forever and yet not long enough, but eventually, I found myself lying next to my mother, holding her hand and breathing hard as I struggled to regain my breath.
"I'm going to make you do that again," I said when I could talk again.
"The hell you are," she said, laughing.
I laughed, saying, "Every Monday, for the rest of your life."
Mom laughed.
"I mean it."
"Well," Mom whispered, "if you're going to make me...."
"No choice."
It wasn't until our breathing had finally calmed that Mom said, "Good."
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After

What's left to say?
Did Jenna and I break some rules along the way? Yeah, we did. Did our parents know? Yeah, I'm sure they did, but what could they do by then? We didn't make a big deal about it, and we didn't throw it in anyone's face, and Jenna's dad seemed to be able to live with that.
Mom's sex drive only grew after I started sleeping with Jenna. Not just her appetite for sex, but for the things she had always wanted to do in the bedroom but never could. I had a closet full of ropes, restraints, leashes, paddles, gags, plugs, dildos, hooks, and kinky toys that a son would never expect his mother to buy for him, let alone buy them so he could explicitly use them on her. Insatiable. My mother's appetite had become insatiable.
Jenna's appetite was nearly as ferocious as my mother's, but not as kinky--though that changed when she reached her twenties. Like many couples, Jenna and I ran into some problems during our college years--we went to different universities. We parted for a time, and I met a few young women who loved having threesomes with a young man and his leashed MILF. I never told them that the leashed MILF was my mother, but I don't think they would have minded if I had. With all of the incest porn on the internet these days, I'm sure a few of these sluts got wet at the thought of riding family cock (or grinding against some juicy incest twat).
The relationship break was good for Jenna and me. It allowed us to grow as individuals and to realize that there was no one else for us in the world that we'd rather be with for the rest of our lives (outside of family). Sometimes people have to grow apart before they can grow together. I never got to double team Mom with Dad, though his insomnia never went away, so there were times where I did get to share Mom with him, even if he slept through every damn "threesome" we had together.
Jenna found out about us when I decided I was going to ask her to marry me. Mom and I had planned the big reveal before I popped the question, and she took it better than I had expected. She took it so well that she admitted that the only man she had slept with during our break was her own father. (And it turned out that he was very good... but not as good as me.) He had never forgotten that kiss she had shared with him, and neither had Jenna.
This didn't lead to any foursomes between our parents and us. The thought never crossed our minds--Mom, Jenna, or mine--and I had no problem with Jenna continuing her affair with her father. As far I know, up until he passed away, he always thought they were fooling around behind my back, which was probably pretty hot for him.
That didn't mean we never had foursomes... or fivesomes. Jenna and I had twin sons who grew up in my image and a daughter as tall and slender as my mother but as athletic as Jenna. When the boys turned eighteen neither Jenna nor I had any problems with them joining in on the family fun. I suspect my mother had something to do with their discovery of our taboo activities. Our daughter was no different when she turned eighteen. We didn't plan on what happened, not consciously, but we didn't discourage it either. Did that make us bad parents? In the end, it didn't turn out that way, for which I'm thankful. (We were lucky: Sex brought our family closer together instead of tearing us apart.)



My mother didn't mind either (and not because I told her that she wasn't allowed to mind). Mom, as a silver-foxed grandmother to a pair of twins, finally got her wish of having all three of her holes filled at the same time by real, porn-sized, flesh-and-blood, rock-hard cocks. After watching Mom, Jenna just had to have a turn as well, and our daughter couldn't wait for her turn, the little minx. My princess always gets a thrill when it comes to extreme challenges. Maybe I'll write about her someday.
And to think, all of this happened because my mother was worried about my future. If only all sons were so lucky and every mom so caring.

* * * * *

If you've read this far, click a 5-star.
Thanks for reading; I hope you've enjoyed it.
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1
Marcus Wolfe
"I am Marcus Wolfe."
The reflection in the mirror was not his own. His mind saw a different creature, a thing he didn't recognize. It was him, but it wasn't him. The face staring back was sharper, wilder--animal.
He folded his straight razor, never having brought it to his skin, setting it down on a white cloth. He ignored the ever-present five o'clock shadow tinting his lean jaw. He never let it grow into a full beard, and his dark whiskers remained a constant reminder of what lurked beneath his skin.
"I am Marcus Wolfe."
His green eyes caught the light, and he watched their glow brighten within the mirror.
"Telling yourself who you are won't stop what's coming," his grandfather had told him long ago.
"You shouldn't have bitten me."
"The beast bit you. Embrace the gift he's given you."
"Will it hurt?"
"It doesn't matter. The man never remembers."
"The beast better remember," Marcus told his reflection.
He entered his shower, turning the knobs until the water created a billowing cloud of steam. He soaped his sun-gold skin, running his hands through his fine black hairs to touch the only scars marring his lean body--puncture scars whose wounds ran deep.
He left his shower once clean, drying himself as he entered his bedroom. He looked through his windows that overlooked Industry Park, a vast expanse of wilderness cut with manmade pathways, streams, and a large lake, but thankfully, no zoo.
"Sometimes the beast needs to hunt," he said. They weren't his words, but he repeated them often to remind himself of why he let it happen.
The sun had begun its descent over the western horizon. His skin prickled with the coming of the night and the rising of the moon. The moon promised him power, but he could never remember the true strength of that power the following morning. Some gifts lingered, making him more than a man but less than the beast.
He took a deep breath, smelling everything in his room and filtering out all but the scents of lavender, vanilla, hints of lilac, cloves, and other botanicals of a particular choice. Hidden among them was the faintest scent of something unique to the world. The aroma was pure. Marcus embraced it, allowing it to roll through him like a mist made of warmth, love, and eternity.
A pink card lay on his bed. He picked it up, holding it under his nose as he breathed in the perfume. He let the fragrance linger in his nostrils while his chest rose and fell in time with his deep breaths.
The moon was growing closer to him. He had to hurry. He put the card down next to the duffle bag he had packed earlier. He would have preferred to stay indoors during the night, hooked up to an IV drip with enough carfentanil to kill an elephant but only enough to place him in a stupor. Two days before the full moon and two days after, he would sleep through the change, but on the fullest of the moons, he allowed the beast to hunt because it needed to.
Marcus changed into some throwaway clothes he had bought at a second-hand store. The pants, the shirt, and the long coat were a few sizes too large, purposefully bought that way to accommodate his size after the change. His shoes were his own. He'd take them off and throw them into the duffle bag before it was time. The last part of his ensemble was a black baseball cap he would never see again.
He picked up the pink card and the duffle bag; then, he left his room and exited his high-rise apartment. Every so often, he'd lift the card to his nose for a long whiff of its perfume. As always, when he left his home for his once-a-month hunt, he took one last look at his door before forcing himself to continue into the night.
2
Redonna Washington
"I'm running late," Red said. Her fingers spun, their motions a blur as she turned the dial to her combination lock to the right, then left, then right again. "Late-late-late."
"Why the hurry?"
Red answered Sandra's question with a shrug and a smile before running to the showers with her body wash in hand. She didn't have time to go home, but she always planned for that contingency. A doctor's life was one of hurrying up to wait, which threw off her schedule more often than not.
She showered quickly, cursing her need to work out instead of going straight home. She lathered her smooth, brown skin, using her hands to push the soap over her toned curves, wiping away sweat and the grime of her hospital's cold corridors. She finished showering and raced back to her locker, her small feet slapping against the white-tiled flooring.
"So, what's that hurry?" Sandra asked again.
Red tapped her left ring finger with her right forefinger.
"Oh, the fiancée," Sandra said. "The mystery man nobody gets to meet."
"That's him."
"Does he exist, or is he a book, a cat, and a bottle of wine?" Sandra laughed.
Red pulled her full lips into an amused crescent that showed off the perfect white pearls of his teeth. "He's real; you know that. We're going out tonight."
"Mm-hmm," Sandra said. "What is he? A bookish professor? Everyone is betting he's boring and twice your age. I think he's an old lawyer with a big dick."
"Hey, I have a wild side," Red said as she glared at her gym bag. "I can't leave this at the gym. Can you take it for me and drop it off at the hospital tomorrow? I'll pick it up on Monday."
Sandra's eyes did a clockwise roll before she said in an overacted, sullen voice, "I guess--since I'm not lucky enough to get the weekends off. Is your man tall, dark, and handsome at least? Is he the sexy kind of mysterious?"
"Yes."
Red opened her bag and slipped on the clothes she had brought from home. It was a simple combination of clothing, nothing someone would wear on a hot date. She had a white, buttoned-up top, a fifties style pleated red skirt that fastened around her waist, frilly ankle socks, tennis shoes, and a red hoodie.
"Dressing a little down, aren't you?" Sandra asked. "Where'd you get those clothes: the salvation army?"
"He's bringing my clothes." A little blush that didn't color her brown cheeks too much crept across her face.
Sandra's eyes studied her.
Red shrugged and shook her head, smiling. "What are you staring at?"
"Oh! I got it. You look like that girl from the 'Thriller' video. Your clothes are more modern but close enough."
"I love that video," Red said. Her eyes sparkled. "The darkness. The woods. The moon. The monster. It's all very... I don't know... sexy." She shivered.
"Okay. What's the girl's name? You look like her."
"Ola Ray," Red said. "I have to go. I can't be late."
She handed Sandra her gym bag, keeping her handbag that held her wallet, phone, perfume, and a few other, more protective items.
"Stay out of the woods," Sandra called after her, laughing. "They're full of monsters."
3
Will It Hurt?
Night had come by the time Marcus had strolled through the park. His skin trembled; his eyes shifted. He needed to move. He needed to run. He wanted to feel the wind against his face, but he kept his steps even over the curving cobblestone pathway under his feet.
Industry Park at night was not a safe place. The people he crossed under the lamplights were the kind of people that decent folks wanted to avoid. They eyed him from a distance, weighing and judging him, their thoughts clear to his mind. Those who met his eyes nodded as if acknowledging that they were on even footing, and then they hurried away from him.
Marcus hoped he would not cross their paths again as the walkway curved toward the lake.
He veered off the pathway, away from the lamps dropping their coned rings of light. He walked across the damp grass, the smell earthy, and he continued toward a thicket of dense wood only the determined would attempt to walk through. It opened onto a small clearing bordered by a dense brush and the lake. He dropped his duffle bag onto the grass and removed his socks and shoes.
"Will it hurt?"
"It doesn't matter. The man never remembers."
Marcus looked across the lake's black water. He could see lamplights across the broad expanse of its glassy surface. He could hear laughter in the distance, carried on the wind, people's steps, a bird's cry, and a squirrel's chitter. The scent of the night whirled through his nostrils, as did the coming rain. The wolf was coming, sharpening his senses to intoxicating levels.
"Will it hurt?" he asked, looking upward.
Coal-black rain clouds smudged the night's sky, but he could sense the moon. It called to him like a Siren seducing him toward the double-edged sword of paradise.
A fog gathered as the weather grew cooler. It drifted over the waters like misty snakes curving and coiling about as they slithered toward the shore. Fog and rain; maybe people would go home, making his hunt simpler.
He pulled the pink card from his coat pocket. Holding it close to his nostrils, he smelled it again, memorizing the divine scent clinging to its papered surface.
Overhead, the clouds broke, allowing the moon's silver light to stream upon him in thin white beams. A shock of lightning erupted, bringing the sharp scent of ozone. Thunder rumbled through the night like clattering sheets of aluminum.
Soon.
He took a deep breath. His skin prickled. His breathing deepened. His legs wanted to move. His clothes felt constricting despite their size. He wanted to rip them from his body and stand naked, surrounded by nature and all that was wild, holding allegiance to no master. He took a calming breath.
Lightning cracked. More thunder. More lightning. More thunder. More lightning.
His heartbeat rose, soon racing behind his chest.
It was time.
Marcus looked at the moon. His eyes gleamed underneath the light. The moon shined white and silver with bits of bluish-gray webbing its surface. It loomed above the world, enormous, crooning to him with a soft, whispery chant: Change, change, change.
He could feel it.
The beast was coming.
"Will it--"
4
Cab Ride
"Taxi," Red called, standing in the bike lane. She leaned into the street with her spirit fingers wide and waving to the passing cabs.
The sun had made its final descent beyond the horizon. The soft shades of pink and purple had melted away, buried beneath the night's darkness that the city's lights struggled to keep at bay.
"Taxi," she called again with frantic motions. "I'll fuck for a ride!"
A taxi stopped as the last syllable left her mouth.
"No way," she said under her breath, not believing the driver could have heard her through the sounds of the city, his closed windows, or his engine.
Thunder rumbled, fighting the city's clamor for dominance. A sheet flash of blue brightened the night, followed by more thunder. The rain was coming.
Red entered the taxi, taking the middle of the back seat. The cabbie looked at her briefly before pulling back into traffic. He looked grizzled, maybe twenty years her senior, with silver whiskers and thick lines crossing his dark forehead.
"Where to?" His voice was friendly yet rough.
"The front gates of Industry Park," she said, adding, "Drive along the northwest gate. I'm cutting through the park if the traffic is bad."
"You don't want to do that," the cabbie warned. "The park's a bad place at night. Muggings. Rapings. They even say there's a pack of wild dogs on the loose in there, mauling people, but no one ever sees them. What kind of city allows wild dogs to maul people?"
"Don't know," Red said. "A beast needs to hunt. It helps them remember who they are."
"If you say so."
She looked out the window as more flashes of blue broke through the breaks in the high rises. More thunder rumbled, louder than before but dulled by the taxi's windows.
"Music?" the cabbie asked. "I'm turning on the radio."
Red smiled into the rearview mirror, saying nothing. Melodic sounds filled the cab, deep, soulful sounds that reminded her of a warm couch and a small, dancing fire. She looked through the window, then back to the front, catching the cabbie eyeing her before looking away.
They turned. The moon was in full view through her right rear window. She leaned down, looking up at the bright orb with hints of blue and black around its edges. A chill ran through her body, filling her limbs with the need to run. She pressed her thighs together, looked into the rearview mirror, and then she looked back at the moon, opening her knees.
"Do you like the moon?" Red asked, leaning further down to take it in. "It's beautiful. It's hope in the darkness."
"I suppose."
Red heard the catch in the cabbie's voice as she spread her legs further apart, fluttering them and giving him a view of her firm thighs, but the tastier scenery lay hidden in shadow by the covering of her pleated skirt. She sat straight, leaning back, and rubbed her fingers over her thighs. She spread her legs again, a little wider, and she pulled her fingertips spider-like against the fabric of her skirt, inching the hem upward.
"It's impossible to hide under the moonlight," Red said. Her thick chocolate nipples had grown hard under her shirt, pushing against the fabric of her bra. Lightning flashed, thunder roared. Sam Cooke started singing You Send Me. The pitter-patter of rain tapped the roof of the cab.
Red pulled her skirt higher but not too high. She looked at the moon, opening and closing her legs, listening to Sam and thinking of her fiancée. They would dance under the moonlight tonight. How would he touch her? How would he hold her? Would he kiss her? Would there be hunger in his eyes? Would he be rough?
They hit traffic once they neared the park. There was always traffic near the park on the weekend. A fog was rolling through the city, reminding her of old Victorian London in the black and white horror movies. To her right was Industry Park and its ornate iron lamps lighting a clear pathway across the grassy fields.
"How much?" Red asked.
"How much what?" the cabbie asked.
"I'm going to walk through the park," Red said. "How much do I owe you?"
"Lady, you don't want to do that," the cabbie said. His concern sounded sincere. "It's dangerous, and it's raining. It's no good out there."
"The moon will keep me safe." She smiled at his baffled stare. She took a ten from her handbag. "Keep it."
"How about you keep it if you let me take you home safely," the cabbie said. "Industry City is dangerous enough. The parks at night are worse."
Red dropped the ten on the center console as they waited for the traffic to flow again. She got out, looking up at the moon as the clouds gathered around it. Sam sang, "Whoa, you-oo-oo send me, honest you do."
She reached into her handbag, closing her fingers around a small sprayer of mace. She showed it to the cabbie and said, "I've got protection." She smiled at the moon as the clouds swallowed its light. She didn't bother to show the cabbie her SIG Sauer P238 pocket pistol that held six rounds of lethality, each one ready for flight as soon as she pulled the trigger.
"But that's not enough to--" the cabbie's voice cut away when Red closed the cab's rear door.
The rain settled into a steady trickle. The drops beaded her hoodie with a light sheen of wetness as she walked into the park. Taking a deep breath, she smelled the strange mix of nature and the industry of man in her nostrils. She pulled her perfume from her handbag. They had custom-made the fragrance together, its depths swimming with unseen, crimson specks. She sprayed a mist into the air, walked through it, and continued into the park.
5
Hunted
Tap. Tap. Tap.
Her tennis shoes hitting the cobbles sounded unnaturally loud to her ears. She hopped down a flight of stairs, looking to her right, under a crescent bridge, and she spied people gathered beneath the keystone light.
They weighed her.
They judged her.
They let her be.
The fog blanketed the park, doming her surroundings and moving with her as she continued onward. The light from the lamps reflected about the mist, making everything bright in a dulled way. Her steps were loud. Tap. Tap. Tap. She took a deep breath and caught the smell of something animal in the wind.
Red looked at the fog covering her, thinner above than it was around. She wanted the moonlight to shine down on her and sprinkle her skin with its mystical touch. There was power in the moon; a wildness that infused her with the desire to shed her clothes and--
There were eyes on her. She stopped, turned in a circle, and clutched her handbag tightly as bumps rose along the length of her skin. There was a shadow beyond the fog's rim. It was tall and dark, and it sunk back into the dense whiteness when her eyes fell upon it.
Lightning cracked. Thunder roared. Rain fell.
Red walked faster. She had to move faster.
It was watching her, following her, its movements unheard and unseen, but she knew it was out there. Her body felt light, ready to run. She quickened her pace as she deepened her breathing, trying to control the rising excitement within her body.
Something snarled, but the fog swallowed the sound. It was almost as if it--he--wanted her to turn and look for him.
"Keep moving," she told herself.
Red's legs stretched into a skipping run down a pathway she knew by heart. She had taken every step a hundred times before. Not even the fog could blind her way through the park. She also knew a man was circling her at an impossible speed, and no amount of knowledge of her surroundings was going to let her escape him when he decided to do more than circle her.
Someone laughed beyond the edge of the fog. Someone broke a bottle. More laughter followed. The misty barrier moved with Red, and a curved iron lamp came into view with three men standing beneath it.
"Fuck," Red whispered. She stopped, but they saw her, and they took an interest in her; that wasn't good.
Her stalker's eyes were still on her as well, penetrating her and eager to see what she did next. She turned her head by instinct, catching a pair of twin emerald eyes glinting in what light the fog managed to capture, and then they were gone.
Her mouth went dry as a strange thrill rushed through her body, making her shiver all over. Those eyes made her feel small, and they were hungry, and she was what they craved. A new warmth spread throughout her core, leaving her--
"Hey, pretty girl," a man said.
Red turned her head as the three men near the lamp approached her. They were young, neither clean nor dirty, and their clothes were passable for a trendy bar or a gastropub. Red lines shot through their eyes; liquor wobbled their steps.
"Excuse me," Red said, holding her handbag close.
She tried to walk along the edge of the pathway, but one of the men with a scarf around his neck and a rooster wave haircut jumped in front of her. He spread his arms with his palms up, smiling at her with pretty boy teeth. He wet his lips with his long tongue.
"What's your hurry, pretty girl?"
His friends laughed.
Red heard a low growl beyond the fog. The strangers didn't seem to notice. Red's eyes darted around.
"She's in a hurry to give me a kiss," one of them said. He smacked his lips together. "Wanna kiss me, pretty girl? I wanna kiss you."



Red took a step back onto the grass. She opened her handbag, slipping her fingers inside. The three men didn't seem to care.
"Whatcha got in there?" the guy with the scarf asked. "We don't want your money--yet. We want something else, first... pretty girl."
They laughed, but there was no humor in it.
Red jumped as a horrible, heart-stopping roar ripped through the night. It was harsher than the thunder, raising the small hairs on the back of her neck. The strangers followed her eyes to a shadow within the mist housing a pair of green eyes that glinted like burning jade. Her stalker loped forward, using smooth, ethereal strides to cross the ground.
"Run, you assholes," Red hissed. She followed her own advice, running hard as she pulled her perfume from her purse and sprayed the air. "Run!" Her feet stamped the grass while her coltish legs propelled her forward in long strides. She entered a thicket, cursing as she stumbled through the brush and shrubbery. "Fuck. Damn it. Fuck-damn!"
Thunder roared, swallowing most of the howls and screams she heard from behind her. Lightning shot a jagged line overhead, flashing the thicket around her in shadow and color. Then the screams faded away into an eerie, nighttime silence.
She stumbled into a small clearing against the park's lake. She spun, staring into to woods around her as the snapping of branches and the crunching of leaves announced she wasn't alone. She saw the emerald eyes before her stalker's large body materialized from the brush.
Red dropped her perfume.
She dropped her purse.
Her heart thundered.
"Oh boy," she whispered.
6
The Beast
The beast didn't think like a man. Its vision swam in deep, vivid colors, and its mind acted on instinct alone. The woman was electric in her brightness. Her scent... her lovely, lovely scent, flared its nostrils and drove its need. She was all it could see. All it could smell. And she did something no other prey he had known could ever do: She met his eyes without fear.
The beast stepped forward, and from between its legs and from within a thick pelt of hair rose something very big, very thick, and very, very hard.
7
Caught
Red licked her lips as her stalker moved toward her. He was a tall, lean shadow with glinting eyes, and then, as if by Nature's will, the fog parted above her, and the light of the moon shined down, illuminating her pursuer in a halo of bluish-white purity.
He wasn't a man. He wasn't a beast. He was a meticulous blending of the two, with the primeval features of a wolf that couldn't hold back the eerie humanity bleeding through the monster's features.
His hair was wild and in disarray, like flames dancing against the wind. His face was smooth, though the jaw protruded; the bones thick and sharp, and his nose was broad and flat. His lips peeled back, baring twin rows of sharp, white fangs. And yet, despite his wolfish features, the eyes within his head were all too human.
It was a wolfish man.
A beast.
A werewolf.
A chill trembled Red's body. She closed her eyes, turned her head, and let out a calming breath before turning back toward the creature that had been hunting her.
The beast took a step forward with an unusual grace that set him apart from the world, like a drop of water gliding over an oil painting. Midstride, his hands came up, and he tore the coat and shirt from his lean body, baring fine black hairs that shined in the night. Another step, and he ripped what remained of his pants with several blurred motions of his claws, then the beast stood naked in front of her, dominating Red's vision like no other creature could.
"Oh my," Red breathed, entranced by the swinging pole between the beast's thighs. She tried to run, faking left and turning right, but the beast caught her with a swift motion and held her gently with muscles that could have crushed her with barely a thought. She knew there was no escaping his desire for her.
The beast slipped his hand around her throat, holding her at arm's length and pushing the cowl of her hoodie back with his free hand. A razor-like claw traced her hairline, her cheek, and her chin, stopping at the collar of her shirt before tearing downward, shredding cloth and flinging buttons to the ground.
Red grabbed the wrist of the hand around her throat as she ran her other hand down the front of her body. The beast had split her shirt and bra down the center. She could feel the warm path the claw had taken down her body, but there was no blood upon her skin, and neither did she see any of her crimson liquid when she lifted her fingers to catch the moonlight.
The beast howled, throwing his head back, calling to the moon. He let go of her. Red turned to run, only to be caught and pushed to the wet grass. The rain strengthened, and more lightning flared blue across the night sky. She found herself on all fours with the beast was behind her, her upraised backside at the creature's mercy.
The following seconds were a blur of motion as the beast behind her shredded her clothes from her body and tattooed her skin with sharp lines from the delicate pressure of his claws. The beast took her panties last. He took his time cutting them from her flesh in ragged strips, each soft, cotton tear echoing in her ears. Then, without warning, he lost patience and cut the waistband on both sides of her hips and flung her panties into the lake beside them.
Red watched the cotton float as the beast caressed her. He nudged her legs apart with his knees, opening her to his touch, and both of his hands palmed the smooth cheeks of her ass, spreading the night's rain across her skin. He ran his claws through her crack, forcing a shiver through her, and then he cupped the bulge of her pussy from behind, her meaty folds wet and sticky and lusting for more.
Her eyes widened when a thick finger pushed between her open lips and slipped inside of her wetness. She sighed, turning her head this way and that as her channel sucked at the penetrating digit. The claw caressed her tender walls with a surprisingly gentle touch, never once damaging her tender, pink insides. Her body quivered under the dangerous massage, and she bit her lip as a moan escaped her throat.
The beast held her by her left hip with his other hand, kneading her flesh and muscles with rhythmic pulses of his fingers. His touch melted her body as he rocked her back upon his pussy-stroking finger with a gentle yet fierce strength.
"Uh," Red moaned, trying to be quiet as a second finger entered her precious pussy. Those fingers stroked her insides deep; their combined size felt as thick as a large man's cock. Her mind flashed to the swollen, heavily veined prick between the beast's legs, and Red's inner walls grew hot and slick with floral-scented dew.
The beast snarled behind her, withdrawing his fingers and clamping his large, rough hands onto her hips. Red looked up at the moon, the bright light shining down on her as she braced her hands against the ground. She knew what was coming. She could feel the cock approaching her. She wanted this. She needed this. The wetness between her thighs invited this.
Red felt the thick knob of the beast's cock rub her juice-dripping lips. She stared at the moon as the light shined upon her dark skin. Raindrops rippled across her body, turning her into a glistening, glittering ebony goddess. Lightning struck. The beast pushed against her oven-hot muffin, spreading her small opening and stretching her pussy around its girth. Thunder rolled, she grunted as the big head popped into her pussy. The beast's cock sunk deep into her, the warm, tingling stretch between her legs forcing her body to tremble within the beast's unbreakable grip.
"Fuck," Red gasped.
The beast thrust forward under a sudden explosion of thunder. Red clenched her eyes shut as he filled her with the longest and thickest cock she had ever known. He touched her everywhere. There was no pathway through her slick tunnel that didn't bulge outward under the throbbing shaft as it filled her insides. He buried himself within her to the balls, the length and thickness of his fearsome pole causing Red's eyes to widen and her mouth to hang open.
He withdrew his cock. The subtle friction brought a whimper from Red's lips. She clutched the grass, opened her eyes, and focused on the night's light, her eyes glinting as the cock pumped through her dewy canal. Her body lurched forward with each dick-thrust as her ass jiggled under the impact of the beast's power. Gasps escaped her lips. Between her legs, her pussy throbbed, dripping wet with cunny cream and lubing her snatch as quickly as possible so the beast wouldn't split her in two.
"God, oh god, god," Red moaned, feeling her ass ripple as the beast's hips collided with the smooth curves of her cheeks. Her chocolate-tipped tits swung beneath her, their nipples tingling in time with her clitty as the big cock parted the slippery walls behind her nether lips.
The louder Red moaned, the faster the beast fucked her, pulling her pussy back hard onto his cock, slapping her ass with his hips, and banging his heavy balls against her clit. Fire burned across Red's body, her insides pulsing with heat and buzzing with each deep-dicking plunge. The fucking had turned her pussy into a juicy mess of slick froth that coated the monster cock pounding her from behind.
The beast growled as it threw a flurry of fuck strokes into her wetness. Red whimpered, gazing at the moon with a rough, underhanded stare as she bit her lower lip and clawed at the grass, unable to brace herself as the beast turned her into its pretty little fuckdoll.
So fucking deep, she thought. So fucking hard. So fucking hot inside me. She could feel her cum rising and swelling, wanting to smother the cock fucking her with an ocean of sexual heat.
"Fuck," Red groaned as the beast's rough hands slipped from her hips to the front of her thighs, lifted her, and fucked her with wave-like thrusts of his rigid prick.
If he wanted to, he could break her with that cock.
"Oh, fuck me," Red whimpered as the tingling between her legs overwhelmed her senses, and then she came, dripping liquid from deep within her body that spilled out around the edges of the beast's pussy-pounding fuck pole.
Behind her, the beast howled something like triumph as she came beneath it. He slid faster into her body, fucking her with an unnatural smoothness that showed no sign of slowing down.
"I can't, I can't, I can't," Red tried to say as the rain beat faster against her, soaking her hair and face, providing some relief against the heat surging within her. "I can't--"
She yelped as the beast pushed her forward into the prone position. Her tits slid against the wet grass. The beast straddled the backs of her thighs. He was fucking her even deeper now, both hands on her ass, spreading her cheeks apart as he pounded her with long strokes that rubbed every inch of her inner pinkness. It was too much for her little pussy to take. Another warm flood of pleasure erupted throughout her body, and she came again, clenching her eyes shut as her face trembled and pussy quivered.
Red was on the verge of tears when the beast's cock swelled, then pushed all the way into her twat, making her grunt. It ground her body into the grass, then it howled and came, filling her pussy with one long torrent of cum that felt never-ending. She could feel the beast above her as it painted her insides white with his hot jizz, hotter than a normal man's--hot enough to truly feel. Red pressed her forehead to the grass, biting her lower lip and coming again as her greedy little love-hole accepted the werewolf's seed, her pussy muscles squeezing him tight and milking his big balls for more baby-making batter.
"Oh my god," Red breathed when the beast's orgasm came to an end. He gasped for breath, panting hard, but the beast hadn't gone soft--that was something Red had never been able to get used to, no matter how hard she tried. It took forever for the beast to go soft once it caught a whiff of her in the night's air.
Red had a moment to catch her breath before the beast turned her onto her back. He grabbed her hips and pulled her toward him, spreading her legs wide. His harsh and primal appearance was softened by the all too human love she recognized in his eyes.
He was on his knees, hamstrings resting on his calves as he held her by the ass and brought her pussy closer to his cock. She planted her heels on his hips, knees spread outward, and she tried to gain another second to breathe before he was inside her again, fucking her, humping his ass and thighs upward while her body arched upward with only her shoulders braced against the ground. She took all of him with each thrust and howled as madly as the beast above her ever could.
Under the moonlight and bathed in the rain and held within the beast's steady hands, Red embraced the oncoming night of intense, animalistic fucking that she was about to receive.
As she stared up at the moon, the beast made her come again, and she cried out, "Marcus!" as her world erupted in wild, shameless ecstasy.
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Morning
Red was awake before she opened her eyes. Birds sang, crooning something soft and joyful at the dawn of the new day. She opened her eyes, and the mist from the night before had turned into a delicate, whitish veil that would hide them from any eyes across the lake.
"What?" she asked the man staring down at her.
"I'm making sure I didn't hurt you," Marcus said.
"You never do in ways I don't enjoy." She sat and kissed him once on his human lips. The beast didn't kiss, but Marcus always did. "You've never tried to, either. Even that first night when I discovered your secret."
Marcus sighed.
"And you never will."
"Here," he said, offering her a bottle of water.
He handed it to her with his left hand, and his white gold engagement ring was back where it belonged. He always woke first, and it was always the first thing he put on. She took a long, grateful drink and gave the water back to him.
"Everything went well," he said, looking around.
She brushed his rugged cheek. "We're here, together, aren't we?"
"I wish I could remember." He made a face. "I lost another hat."
"Why do you obsess over the hats?" Red laughed. "Why do you buy them when you know you're going to lose them?"
He shrugged. "Dunno."
"Hungry?"
"Starving," Marcus said.
Marcus stood. Red let him help her to her feet with one masculine tug that gave her a weightless moment before her feet hit the ground. In his duffle bag were towels and their change of clothes, simple outfits that would make them look like joggers on a morning run.
"Oh," Red said as she stretched. She caught Marcus' eyes. "Sore--in a good way."
"Hmm," he said.
She laughed. "I like the beast within you. You promised me him once a month."
"I'm not saying anything," Marcus answered.
She watched him dress, admiring his lean body and smooth cock. He was larger in all aspects than an ordinary man, but when released, the wolf made him look small... everywhere.
"What?" he asked her.
"What would you do if we found out that I had cubs growing inside me in a few weeks?" Red asked, trying to maintain a serious look while her smile fought for its freedom.
"That's not funny," Marcus answered.
Red laughed. "It could be possible."
"They wouldn't be cubs. They'd be human." Marcus shook his head. "I can't have kids when I'm not me."
"How do you know?" Red asked. "I could always take a sample back to the lab. I could get it tonight when I have you sedated. I could... I don't know... jerk you off--with my mouth--and have it tested for potency and compatibility."
Marcus didn't say a word. Instead, he wrapped an arm around her and walked her through the brush and back into the park.
"Hey, Marcus, maybe I already have tested your sperm," Red teased. She gave him a sidelong stare with a smile.
"You don't do things to me when I'm sedated, do you?" Marcus asked. "What if I woke up?"
"What if you did?" Red pursed her lips together and shook her head. "But, I can't say that I do."
"Can't say?" he asked. "Won't say?" He looked like he was going to say more, but his eyes drifted beyond her and through the fog.
"What?" she asked.
"Hard to see through the mist," he said. "Looks like policemen and paramedics and--"
"I don't want to know." Red took him by the arm and pulled him away. "Bad things happen to bad people."
"How do you know they were bad?" He was looking at her. His voice held an edge.
"Who else comes to Industry Park at night?" Red asked. "Other than us?"
Marcus kept staring. Red finally gave him a yank. It wasn't easy getting him to move. Even as a man, his strength was beyond reasonable. Traces of the wolf lingered in him.
"Red," Marcus said.
"They were bad people," Red said. "I tried to make them run, but they had plans for me, or someone else, if you hadn't come when you did. They were bad people."
"Who were bad people?"
"Three men... possible rapist," Red said, frowning. "Hey, at least you didn't eat them."
That didn't make him laugh.
"Maybe we should stop this for a while," Marcus said. "Just for a while."
"Sometimes the beast needs to hunt," Red said. "And I like it when the beast hunts me." She smiled. "We should go camping next time."
Marcus sighed.
She hugged him, wrapping her arms around him and snuggling her body against his. She loved the feel of him. She loved the smell. She loved the man and the beast, and she loved them together.
"Marcus?" she asked, straining his name as she tried to pull him away from the distant police scene.
"What?"
"Let's go home."
He turned his head and kissed the top of her head, letting her pull him away.
"So," Red said after a few minutes of quiet walking, "how many cubs are in a litter?"
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After
Marcus watched the moon through his window. Two more nights had to pass, and then he'd be free from his curse for another month. He could feel it calling to him, telling him to run wild, to hunt, and to fill himself with the power of the beast.
"Is my patient ready for sleep?"
Marcus turned his head. Red was standing at the side of the bed next to his IV drip full of sedatives. In her hand, she held a needle with the initial dose of tranquilizer that would keep him out for the night. She wore her white doctor's coat and nothing else. As always, she let it hang open, offering her smooth, brown body to him.
"Not anymore, Dr. Washington," Marcus said as he got into bed. "But I'm still going to sleep."
Sometimes the beast needed to hunt, and sometimes, the beast was better off in bed. Tonight, the beast was better off in bed.
It was safer that way.

* * * * *
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#19 Abbey


Girls' Night Part I

Entry #1 - Stranger and Stranger
Diana has changed my life forever....
Entry #2 - A Sleepover
On Thursday, Diana sent me a text, reading: We're going somewhere after school. Meet me at my car.
Where are we going? I texted back.
Don't be nosy, Diana said. Don't ditch me. It's a surprise.
I sighed.
I needed to text Vicki. We wouldn't be going to any of the special clubs today. The nasty excitement of watching live fucking had been occupying my thoughts all day long, and my little pussy was already soaking through my panties and into my extra tight, extra small, cuffed, jean bootie shorts.
(I normally wouldn't wear shorts like those to school, but lately, something has been stirring inside me. Something that wanted out in the most explosive way possible. Besides, so many guys couldn't keep their eyes off me when I wore my little shorts--Diana bought them for me--and lately, that kind of attention had been making my nipples ache until the only way to soothe them was to pinch them in when I was sure nobody was looking. I know I've been caught more than once, but I can't help it. It feels too good.)
As I was about to text Vicki, she texted me, saying, Did you get the message? I'll see you tonight?
Did I get what message? I narrowed my eyes and texted back, Did I get what message?
We're having a sleepover at Lana's.
A low, angry sigh rumbled through my throat.
"Miss Anderson," my pre-calculus teacher said, "are you texting in my class?"
"Yes," I said.
"Will you please stop?"
"No, sorry," I said, getting up and walking toward the classroom door. "I'll be back shortly, Mrs. Cooper."
Mrs. Cooper said nothing, but then I was the only student who could teach the class whenever we had a substitute teacher who was in over their head while trying to instruct us, so she gave me a lot of freedom.
Outside, at the back of the high school campus and walking toward the nearest restroom, I texted Vicki: What have you told your sister about us?
Can't talk, I'm in class.
Bullshit, I texted back, stopping around the corner from the restroom. After a minute, I texted Vicki a single question mark.
I told her about the video I showed you, she texted. Nothing else. I swear. Don't be mad at me, okay?
I turned off my phone. We hadn't spoken of what happened in the backseat of Vicki's car since that day, but that hadn't stopped us from visiting the sex clubs. During our last visit to a sex club, I had let Vicki sit next to me. While watching the show, this time it was a pair of slim Asian girls raw-bumping their bare clams together; I had let Vicki slip her hands down the front and back of my loose-fit cargo pants. She had petted my pussy from the front and back while kissing my neck. After I had come, we didn't speak of what I let her do to me during our drive home.
Resuming my walk, I caught the last glimpse of Mary, one of our senior cheerleaders, pulling her boyfriend Hank into the restroom behind her as I rounded the corner of the building I was walking along.
I hurried toward the restroom, slowing down when I reached the double doors. As quietly as I could, I pushed one of the doors inward, slipping inside and softly easing the door back into place as I listened to the hurried breathing and energetic laughter of Mary and her boyfriend.
A short hallway led into the restroom, no more than three steps in length, ending in a right turn leading to the porcelain sinks and stalls. I crept along the short hallway, pressing my little tits to the wall's black and white ceramic tiles, and I edged my head around the corner, looking into the restroom. The black-haired, big-titted cheerleader with the coltish legs was nowhere to be seen. Neither was her boyfriend, but looking in the wall-length mirror, I could see that only one stall had its door shut properly. The sounds of the two eighteen-year-old seniors (Hank may have been nineteen) were coming from that stall. One look in the mirrors above the sinks showed me their feet.
I stepped into the restroom, made my way to the first stall, slipped inside, and closed the door behind me as softly as possible. The door didn't make a sound, even when I turned the latch nor when I stepped onto the toilet seat and sat my butt down on the water tank. Once I was comfortable, I turned on my phone and its recorder.
I didn't know Mary or Hank the way Diana did. She knew everybody. Timmy knew Hank. Hank was on the football and baseball teams, worked on cars, and was at every cheerleading event, his eyes always on Mary's ass. But, if a guy was lucky enough to date a cheerleader in high school, I guess he was going to abuse the privilege for as long as he could, wasn't he? I would.
As I sat listening to Mary getting cock-stuffed by Hank, I imagined what they were doing by the sounds of their voices and what they said. I could picture Mary facing the wall, her hands on the water tank, shifting the lid against the rim of the tank. Hank would have flipped her short skirt onto her lower back, pulled her spankies, or whatever the fuck she wore under her skirt, down her thighs in a tight roll, along with her panties. He would have taken his thick cock, pushed the blunt head against her soft muff, and given her the D without much preparation. They were fucking during fifth period; they had to be in a hurry, and she was grunting hard.
"Huh, huh, huh, huh, huh," Mary panted a couple of stalls over.
"Fuck, yeah," Hank answered her, slapping his hips against her ass by the sound of it, just fucking the shit out of her as his belt jingled around his thighs.
I listened, my pussy growing wetter, making my panties sticky. Lately, I had been bringing extra shorts and panties to school, keeping them in my locker for whenever my dripping juices left me in need of a change of clothes.
"Fuck, I'm gonna come," Hank moaned.
"Yeah, baby, yeah," Mary grunted. "Come in my pussy. Come on, come in my pussy. Gimme lots of cum."
I smiled, my nipples tightening as I wondered what it would be like to say those words to a man while he was inside me, filling me...stretching me. I had to clench my eyes as thoughts of wrestling in my backyard came to me: Strong hands turning me over, arms picking me up, legs pushing me around, the weight of my--of a guy--pressing down into my lean body.
"Oh, yeahhhhh!" Hank moaned, filling the restroom with the sound of orgasmic pleasure.
After they left, I thought about pulling down my shorts and cotton, cheek-hugging panties and giving my pussy a quick massage, but the thought of playing with myself in the school restroom wasn't as sexy as listening to two people fucking. I looked at my phone for a minute, wondering if Vicki could get out of class, then I left the restroom and walked to my locker for fresh pair of panties.
Did Diana go through this?
Entry #3 - Getting Ready
When I met Diana at her car later that day, I noticed that her hair was a mess, and she had wrinkled her schoolgirl skirt. Honestly, my sister looked like she had been...well...she looked a mess.
"What's the surprise?" I asked her, keeping Vicki's slip a secret.
"I'll tell you later," Diana said.
I looked at her skirt and shook my head. "It doesn't make you feel strange that men--grown men--get off to girls in schoolgirl skirts?" I asked my sister, not quite hiding my smile. "Your looks aren't going to last forever."
"That's why I plan to marry a man twice my age," Diana said before putting her car into gear. "I'll always be young to him."
At home, she told me to shower. It wasn't like I was dirty, and I told her so, but she said, "Don't be a pain in my twat, just shower."
I had to laugh, but I needed a shower with how sticky I had gotten beneath my shorts. My second pair of panties hadn't lasted long. In the upstairs restroom, I took a cool shower, but I also left the shower door open as I used my phone's kickstand to prop it up on the sink as I played the video of Vicki's cousin Cindy getting plowed by her old man. It had taken me a week before I told Vicki to send me that video, and now I watched it a couple of times a day and always right before I went to bed. I didn't even bother wearing my panties to bed anymore. I slept with a towel beneath my butt most nights.
In the shower, with the semi-cool water running over my wiry body, I ran my hands over my small breasts, squeezing them even though there wasn't much to squeeze, but every time I pinched my nipples, my thighs shook. As I watched Cindy take her father's cock, a slow-building pulse grew within the center of my core, sending blood to my cheeks as my heartbeat rose. Then, that awful, empty feeling between my legs had me shifting my feet until I could take it no more. I dropped into a squat, spreading my knees wide, which opened my pussy.
It gave me goosebumps to be so open. I slipped my right hand down to clit from the front and my left hand down to my wet kitty from the rear, slipping my middle finger through my dewy slot. The tingling around my lips exploded outward, and I found myself coming faster than I ever had in my life. On shaky legs, I finished my shower.
"Dress as though you're going to a pajama party," Diana told me before I had my shower.
"Are we going to a pajama party?" I asked.
"Why are you trying to ruin my surprise?" she said, answering my question with a question.
So, I put on a pair of fuzzy girlfriend shorts with white laces that I tied in a bow, a small gray shirt with short sleeves, and my comfy, fuzzy-knitted house slippers. Beneath my shorts, I wore plain Calvin Kline cotton panties. Downstairs, I found Diana had dressed much the same, except she was wearing flower-printed jockey pajama shorts that couldn't hide the thong beneath them, and her cropped T-shirt had a Care Bear sitting on her chest. Oh, and her tits were much bigger than mine. Besides our hard nipples, the only other thing our breasts had in common was that neither of us was wearing a bra.
"Where's your overnight bag?" Diana asked me as I watched her go through Mom's liquor cabinet.
"Don't need one for this 'not a pajama party,'" I said, then I thought about how often I ruined my panties.
"You're such a boy."
"I'll pack one."
"Grab some stuff and put it in my bag," Diana said, nodding to her backpack. She pulled an unopened bottle of Grey Goose from Mom's cabinet as she continued to speak without looking at me. "Abbs, have you ever kissed a boy?"
"Why are you taking Mom's liquor?" I asked.
"A girl?" Diana asked, smiling.
Vicki, I thought, wanting to clench my fist in front of me.
"No," I said.
Diana nodded. I wanted to think that I knew her well enough to say that she didn't know what had happened between Vicki and me, but if she did, Vicki was dead a girl. A passing thought of asking the Man Upstairs to throw Vicki into a lake materialized within my gray matter. Or, I could get her banned from the sex clubs...for life. If Vicki had talked about us, then she'd never get to touch me again.
"You drink," Diana said.
It wasn't a question, so I didn't answer her.
"Bring your weed if you want," Diana said.
"Have you started smoking?" I asked.
Diana shook her head, saying, "Lana smokes when it's around."
"So, we're going to a pajama party at Lana's?"
Diana looked at me and laughed as she said, "Stop trying to ruin the surprise."
Entry #4 - Girls' Night
"Okay, open your eyes," Diana said as she pulled the car into Lana's driveway.
"I never closed them," I said, shaking my head.
"Surprise!" my sister said, laughing. "We're having a Girls' Night at Lana's house!"
I sighed. "What if I had plans?" I asked, but I was still laughing...a little.
"I knew you'd break them for me," Diana said. "We're sisters: It's what we do."
Lana's parents have a nice house, bigger than ours, but I guess that's what having two working parents gets a person. The home was three stories of white and gray affluence surrounded by manicured greens, trees on the sidewalks, and privacy fences around the front and back lawns. She had a pool, a pool house, and a two-story guesthouse, and it was to the guesthouse we went, even though her parents weren't home.
"She lives in the guesthouse, doesn't she," I said to Diana, who opened Lana's front door without knocking, locked it behind us, then led us through the house and into the backyard as the sun faded and the blue of late evening darkened the sky.
"She's a lucky girl," Diana said.
The glass-paneled doors to the guesthouse were already open as we walked down the lamp-lined, cobblestone path leading from the back of the main house to the guesthouse. Inside, Lana and Viki were playing ping-pong in the space between the living room and the kitchen. Lana had dressed in a light pink, buttoned-up sleep shirt with a rounded hem, exposing her legs from her upper thighs to her little feet. Vicki was wearing light blue pajama pants with white bunnies and a light blue shirt with a pink-eyed, white bunny on her chest. The sun hadn't completely set yet, and everyone had dressed for bed. How very girly of us.
"Honey, I'm home!" Diana said as we crossed the guesthouse's threshold.
"Pause!" Lana shouted, catching the ping-pong ball and slapping her paddle down on the table. She turned around and rushed towards Diana.
Vicki gave me a tight-lipped, cringe-smile. I stared at her, narrowing my eyes a little, but then they widened when Lana and my sister embraced, smashing their titties together. Their arms went around each other's shoulders, and they leaned forward, pressing their lips together. It was the first time that Diana had kissed a girl in front of me, but I had seen that no-tongue familiarity between Diana and another person before, and while that berfore kiss had surprised me, I hadn't let it show. It was a kiss Diana had shared with Timmy before school this morning, in the kitchen, though there was more passion in the kiss she had shared with our brother.
Passion with our brother, I thought as the girls ended their embrace. Did Timmy know how Diana kissed Lana? Would he care? Should he care?
"Okay," Diana said. "Who's ready to play spin the bottle?"
Spin the bottle?
What the fuck?

#20 Abbey


Girls' Night Two

Entry #1 - Spin the Bottle
"What do you mean 'spin the bottle'?" I asked.
Lana and Diana laughed before Diana said, "For drinks, kinky girl."
My fucking sister, only she could make my cheeks heat up. Don't make fun of me, I wanted to say, but what I said was, "That's what I thought." Then, I stuck my tongue out.
Diana laughed.
And here I was, a little kid again, in the shadow of my more developed older sister, who all the boys melted over and all the girls envied.
"Pour me a drink," I said.
"First, we spin the bottle, sis," Diana said.
"Why are you calling me 'sis'?"
"Because I like the sound of it," Diana whispered to me in a way that gave me goosebumps.
Our game of spin the bottle, played on one half of the ping pong table, wasn't much of a game. After each spin, the girl who drank didn't play the next round, but the last girl had to drink twice. That ended up being me. On an empty stomach, the heat hit me quickly, as did the buzz. After another round, where I finished last again, we took a break.
"Hey, you feeling okay?" Lana asked me.
I narrowed my brows, set my lips, and gave her a nod that said: "Yeah, everything is fine."
"Lana, show me what you picked out for later," Diana said.
"We'll be right back," Lana said.
I watched them walk through the guesthouse toward the staircase leading up to the bedrooms. I looked at Vicki after the other girls were gone. I narrowed my eyes, and while I wouldn't say Vicki wilted, she did shrink a little, pulling her shoulders inward and lowering her head.
"What?" Vicki asked.
"What did you tell them?"
"Nothing," she said, "I swear."
"Tell me," I said, leaning forward. "Don't make me call my"--I squeezed my eyes shut--"you know who I'd call--the Man Upstairs."
"Why do you threaten me?" Vicki asked, her voice low. "You don't have to call him. I thought we were closer than that."
"I don't know what we are." I took a deep breath. "Sorry."
"Tell me the truth this time. Is he your lover?"
I shook my head. "All hell would break loose if I fucked him." I took a deep breath. Would he be in my life more if I did fuck him? (But he'd never try to do that to me, ever.) "What did you tell Lana?"
"Fine," Vicki said. "She knows I showed you the video of her and our uncle." Vicki cringed for a second. "By it made her really excited. I think she plans on showing some of them to us tonight. Diana's seen them, so there's no point keeping them a secret."
I sighed.
"Lana gets really turned on when she thinks of incest."
So do we.
"Have you and Lana ever...?" I asked as my nipples tightened.
Vicki shook her head, saying, "Not... yet."
"Fuck me," I said under my breath. "Does she know what I let you do to me?"
"No, maybe, I don't know," Vicki said, then added as my face darkened, "I promise I didn't tell her, but I don't know what she hears in my voice when I talk about you."
"Do you talk about me a lot?" I asked, tightening my insides against the warmth growing down there.
Vicki shrugged.
"What does that mean?" I asked, my voice low as I frowned at her, my eyes focusing on her mouth.
"I'm sorry."
As Vicki's lips moved, I felt myself leaning into her, but I'd never reach her with the corner of the table between us. I stopped myself. I needed some THC in my blood.
"I need some weed."
"Outside," Vicki said. "We should smoke out there."
Entry #2 - Skinny Dipping
I took a long hit from my black glass pipe, plugging the carb hole and watching the bowl glow deep orange in the dark blue night. Letting go of the hole, I took a deep pull, filling my lungs with weed before handing the pipe over to Vicki. With four shots of vodka already in me, I waved Vicki off when she tried to hand me the pipe again. As I released the smoke, I walked toward Lana's grotto-inspired pool, shaped like an ink stain with underwater lamps set with ever-changing colors. I sat at the edge of the pool, lowering my feet and shins into the warm water.
"Sorry we took so long," Diana said behind me.
I nodded.
"Can I have a hit, Abbey?" Lana asked.
I lifted my arm with all but my forefinger curled into a fist. She must have taken it for the yes it was meant to because I heard her hit the pipe before she thanked me.
"Is it skinny dipping time already?" Diana asked.
"Yeah!" Lana said.
Then my sister streaked by me, her nude body springing from the edge of the pool arced forward before her hands parted the water, and under she went. The lights beneath the pool were pink at that moment, and they played off her naked skin, her body shimmering and swaying as she swam away from me before breaking the water's surface. Diana shook her hair, treading water with her long, sculpted legs, then she turned to me, smiled, and laughed.
Lana's semi-tanned body came next. She jumped from the edge at a full run, going feet first into the water, her big breasts looking bigger beneath the surface of the pool. Vicki walked over to me. She sat beside me, as naked as her cousin, and she dipped her legs into the pool almost to her knees.



"You're not getting naked?" Vicki asked.
I looked at Vicki, who was shorter than me, and even though her breasts were small, they were still bigger than mine. They also looked big on her smaller, shorter body. Like Lana and my sister, Vicki looked more womanly than me. I was too lean. Too wiry. Too titless. But looking at Vicki's body....
"Sure," I said, my voice sounding fuzzy and far away. I pulled off my little shirt, baring my small tits and their pink caps, then I rolled onto my back and pulled my shorts up my long legs. Water dripped down onto my stomach from my toes. I heard my sister give a cheerful yell as I tossed my shorts aside before sitting up again.
"I didn't think you'd get naked," Diana said.
Lana and my sister were standing in the shallow end, their left and right arms pressed together as they stood sideways to me. Their breasts glistened above the water, as did their shoulders and waists down to their hips before the rest of their bodies disappeared beneath the pool's aqua surface.
I shrugged.
"You looked fucked up," Diana said.
I shrugged again, saying, "I don't drink much."
The girls laughed, but Diana said, "Let me know if you need anything," as their laughter came to an end.
Vicki tried to squeeze my hand, but I pushed her away.
I stared at my sister and her friend. The weed had warmed me even more than the alcohol, and a fuzzy barrier surrounded my body. I watched Diana's sun-gold skin pressed into Lana's slightly paler tan, their tits slippery with liquid and squishing together as they wrapped their arms around each other's limber bodies. They leaned toward each other, mouth to mouth, their lips parting, then pressing together, then slipping against each other with a slow, natural glide that never seemed to end. I closed my eyes and slid my butt over the edge of the pool.
I kept my eyes shut as I submerged my body into the liquid. My nipples hurt, having tightened into hard, pink buds that wanted to constrict and expand without end. Behind my pussy, a warm throb had begun, turning my insides to honey that ran out of me and into the pool. I could feel my blood's heat rush into my cheeks, flushing my skin pink. This wasn't because of the weed and liquor, though weed always made me wet. No, the image of Diana kissing Lana wouldn't vanish from behind my eyes. Vicki's lips snuck in there, as did the feel of her hand briefly touching mine before I pushed it away. God, if only Timmy were here, I could wrestle him and work off some of the annoying adrenaline in my limbs. How long before everyone passed out and I could get Vicki alone?
Too long, the night had just begun.
I straightened my legs and stood, breaking the surface and wiping my face as I pulled in a long breath. How long had I been underwater? Diana was in front of me when I opened my eyes, looking at me with a tilted head and focused eyes.
"What the hell," Diana said. "I thought you passed out."
"Thanks for looking out," I said, my eyes falling to my sister's pink lips (the upper ones) so full, so soft, and looking much warmer than Vicki's.
Good for Lana, I thought, but Lana's lips weren't the only lips I had seen pressed against my sister's mouth.
"I need to lie down," I said.
As I pushed myself out of the pool, Vicki slid in. She had been staring at me while I was underwater. All she did was get wet; then she pushed herself out, her pale body shiny, her breasts tipped by her hard, pale pink nipples that were so pale they almost blended into her skin. I found myself staring at them. I had always let Vicki touch me, but what if I touched her?
"Hey," Lana said as she walked toward the edge of the pool. "Who wants to watch a movie?"
I looked at Vicki.
Vicki pressed her lips together and narrowed her eyes, her face taking on a somewhat squinty, apologetic cringe.
I sighed and said, "Sure, why not?"
Entry #3 - Lana's Home Movies
In the guesthouse's living room, Diana steered me to the big sofa across from Lana's huge Smart TV. As I lay down, Vicki sat at my feet, and Lana and Diana sat on the huge, fluffy white shag rug thrown over the hardwood flooring between the sofas and loveseats.
None of us had changed back into our clothes. Lana had run into the pool house, grabbed two small towels apiece, the kind boys would have given us to dry off with, and we had dried ourselves off. We threw the wet ones into a thatched hamper and wrapped the dry ones around our bodies. Lana, Vicki, and my sister wore their towels around their waists, but I wrapped mine around my small titties and let it hang, just barely past my hairless beaver. Had I had bigger tits, there's no way I could have covered my pussy while standing. Lying down as I was, the hem had risen, showing off the bottom half of my vanilla triangle as I lay with my legs extended.
The first time Vicki looked at me, I turned on my side and pressed my little round butt against the sofa's backrest. I kept my legs closed, hiding the wet, pink line between my pouty folds.
"All right," Lana said, talking to everyone, but her eyes focused on me more than they did on Vicki. "I know everyone in this room has seen my home movies."
"Mm-hmm," Diana said.
"So, don't act surprised when I turned them on," Lana said, still looking at me. "Vicki did a naughty thing when she showed what I do with my uncle."
"Sorry," Vicki mumbled.
"Stop interrupting me!" Lana said, laughing as she raised her voice. "Listen, they're sexy fucking movies that I can't show just anyone. If you don't want to watch them, you don't have to, but I'm hoping for your continued secrecy." She looked at Vicki. "CON--TIN--UED!"
"I can keep a secret," I said as I looked at Lana. "Why do you show people these videos?"
Lana bit her lower lip, smiled, giggled, and turned back to the TV, hitting the PLAY button on her remote.
I can't say I liked her answer, but I wasn't going to press, especially since my buzz had the better half of my mind pushed down into the darkness of my subconscious. I watched the video run, hardly thinking as my body reacted to the visuals before me.
"Do a twirl for me," Uncle Steve said.
Other than knowing which relative Lana was fucking, I recognized his voice from the videos Vicki had shown me.
"Like this?" Lana asked, twirling for her uncle. The skirt of her light pink, cat-print mini sundress spun upward, revealing she wasn't wearing any panties as it flared above her waist. The skirt hung loose on her body, the middle hugged her flat stomach, and the cups only gripped half of her big tits, making them look as if they were about to fall out. Thin shoulder straps left her shoulders bare. Lana had her long black hair tied in a thick, braided ponytail.
They were in a park. By the light, it looked to be early in the morning. As Uncle Steven moved his camera around, I could see grass covered in dew, sunrays streaming through trees, workers picking up trash, and cars driving down neighborhood streets in the background.
"Lana, you're not wearing any panties," Uncle Steve said, sounding playful, a little creepy (because I didn't know him), and strangely sexy because Lana did, and she loved having his dick inside of her.
"Nope," Lana said, shaking her head and holding her hands behind her back.
"Squat down and show me that fat little pussy."
As I watched, the warmth behind my mound spread outward, heating my cunny. I squeezed my legs together, squishing my lips between my thighs. My honey dripped out of me, and for a moment, I thought I could smell my pussy, but it wasn't just my floral scent I had inhaled. I could smell every snatch in the room, as if a sudden burst of pink, misty pollen had flooded the air. A thick, mind-awakening pussy-scent filled my nostrils. My cheeks turned pink, and the wetness between my legs turned dewy, almost mushy, as it leaked out from between my lips. Lana and my sister had moved closer to each other. I didn't look at Vicki, but I could sense her at my feet.
Lana squatted for her uncle, balancing herself on her white, ankle-high sneakers. She spread her knees wide, opening her skirt and forming a lightly tanned V down to her hairless lips. A smile lit her face as she looked at the camera, then she licked the middle and index fingers of her right hand and lowered them between her thighs.
"You're so nasty," Diana said, sliding closer to Lana.
Lana's fingers pressed into her pussy; her skin was soft down there as her fingertips seemed to melt into her. She rolled her clitty in a circle, pushing the upper portion of her outer lips aside. As she played with her half-Asian pearl, her lower lips began to glisten, then open, and after a minute of playing while her breathing quickened, a thin string of crystalized dew fell from her juicy pink slit.
"Fuck me, Lana," Uncle Steve moaned. "That's so hot, baby. Let's go somewhere more private."
Uncle Steve rushed Lana to the nearest stone-walled, wooden-roofed restroom. They went inside, their voices echoing as Uncle Steve made sure they were alone. He sounded happy when he said the bathroom looked like it had just been cleaned. Next, he had Lana squat again, her back against a wall while he thumped her face with his big, white dick, slipping his organ into her mouth and looking like a slinky made of fat, springy dick flesh.
"Umm, umm, umm," Lana mumbled around her uncle's meat, making slobbery sounds as he moaned above her.
"Oh, you sexy bitch," Uncle Steve said, stepping back and pulling Lana to her feet. He pushed her face-forward against the bathroom's stone wall, lifted her skirt, and slid his dick between her thighs. His cock head rubbed her, and he backed up so he could point his camera straight down. Lana's pussy folds spread apart, but she had to reach between her legs and guide his missile-shaped tip onto the gooey slit between her folds.
"Uh, yeah," she groaned as he stretched her open.
"Oh, baby, baby," Steve moaned, sliding his spit-soaked prick up his niece's tight Asian twat.
I watched Uncle Steve bang away, slapping his hips against Lana's round ass, making her cheeks ripple. He had the camera pointed straight down, and any time he pulled out of her, her cunny lips followed. Within a couple of strokes, his thick shaft lay covered in her pussy juices, which he piston-fucked into a white froth. Lana moaned and panted against the wall, breathing hard, and uttering sexy, whimpering sounds from her throat as though she were being ridden by a wild animal with more stamina than her.
"So hot," Diana whispered, leaning toward Lana. "He's fucking you so hard with his incest dick."
Lana wasn't watching the video. She was looking at my sister. Their lips met, their mouths opened, and I watched their wet tongues extend in slow motion. The tips touched, then slid against each other, moving around, and turning in a circle before Diana pushed forward. As Lana lay back, her towel came apart around her waist, and Diana pulled her own towel from her hips and tossed it to the side. When their titties squished into each other's, nipple to nipple, I felt a tingle race through me, making my pussy quiver.
Vicki made a soft sound.
I looked at her.
She was looking at me.
My cheeks filled with pink as the heat within my body shot skyward. Vicki's cheeks turned pink, then red. Her blonde hair hung around her face, her bangs nearly over her eyes. She stared at me as her breathing grew heavier. With a sigh, I turned onto my back and pulled my towel open. Vicki licked her lips as she accepted my invitation and crawled over my body.
Entry #4 - Clam Bumping
I felt Vicki's hot breath against my inner thigh before her lips touched my skin. My legs parted without my mind's say so, and they continued parting, giving Vicki room to lay between them. I stared upward, listening to the grunts of poor Lana getting her little pussy hammered by her big-dicked uncle and to the soft and slippery, liquid sounds of my triplet's lips sliding against Lana's.
"Mmm," I moaned in my quiet way as Vicki licked a vertical line through my slit. She grabbed a pillow, pushing it under my small ass and lifting my wet, cherry pie into the air. Her mouth had full access to my hot folds. I hooked my left leg over the sofa's backrest, and I planted my right foot on the floor with my knee swept outward, doing a strange-looking split that offered my muff up to my...friend's...mouth.
Another lick through my pussy brought a sigh from my lips. The weed and alcohol warmed me, but the heat within my muffin set me afire. I dropped a hand between my legs, pushing Vicki's face against my wet cunny, and she opened her mouth wide. The sexy bitch tried to swallow my pussy whole. For a minute, she tongue-fucked me while Lana's uncle fed her the cock on TV and my sister sucked her tits in real life, their slurpy sounds drawing my attention.
"Hmm, mmm, ohhhh," I moan-sighed, keeping my sounds low.
Vicki's mouth moved upward, her tongue pressing into my clit, and my asshole tightened as a new wetness poured from me. Vicki's fingers slid along my pussy lips, pushing my silky petals open enough for her to slip her middle finger into my hole.
"Uh-huh," I grunted, the sound quiet and coming from the back of my throat. As she fingered my snug kitty and licked my pleasure-filled gem, I turned my hips in a circle, grinding my fuck-muffin against her face.
I looked at my sister, who was turning her body so that her mouth was over the slope of Lana's pussy, and Lana's mouth was under the curve of her two crescent bulges. Their bodies pressed together, and their hands moved over each other's sides and butts, squeezing and groping, before moving between their thighs and playing with the soft sweetness they found there.
Vicki, the bitch, slipped a second finger into my pussyhole, making me groan as she stretched my tightness. Her fingers quickly slid through my pink canal, rubbing my pussy muscles before curling upward against my G-spot and giving me some tender love. Her tongue never stopped licking my swollen clit, and I trembled all the while.
As tingles of pleasure raced through my insides, I tried to picture Diana as a man, with Timmy, sharing a room where they brought girls home to fuck in their beds while giving each other high-fives. Would they pin their girls on their backs, forcing their legs up and over their shoulders while pounding their helpless, wide-open cunnies with big pieces of man meat? If they were brothers, would they fuck their girlfriends doggy style in front of each other, make them kiss, make them sixty-nine while they pounded their pussies hard?
Girlfriends? I thought, lifting my hips as I tried to fuck my cooze harder onto Vicki's fingers. Lana and Vicki weren't our girlfriends, were they?
And try as I might, I couldn't imagine myself as a boy. I liked being a woman. I liked the feeling of a big, strong, muscular man pinning me down while I struggled against him. I liked a man's body rubbing against mine, making me warm and wet and tingly all over. I liked how small I felt when I had a man between my legs, grinding against me as we wrestled...oh, fuck me. The only man I had ever had between my legs was my brother, and if he was between my legs, it was because our technical wrestling had turned into horsing around when I got tired of him beating me.
What was wrong with me?
I looked at my sister. What was wrong with Diana? What the fuck was wrong with Timmy?
Diana rolled Lana onto her side, then they sat up, moved back, spread their legs, and intertwined them, scissoring each other. They scooted forward, bracing their weight on their hands as they pressed their pussies together in a sexy, smooth, teenage-pussy kiss.
A loud moan left my lips.
Diana looked at me, her cheeks reddening, but she smiled wide and winked at me before turning back to Lana and leaning in for a kiss. I watched my sister turn her hips to her right as Lana turned her hips in the opposite direction. They stared into each other's eyes, breathing hard, their movements intense as a light sheen of sweat appeared on their bodies. Almost as one, they lifted their left hands and slid them down their fronts, diddling their own clits, then each other's, as they ground their hairless cunnies together.
"Oh, fuck," I whispered, pushing myself upward and pulling my leg off the back of the sofa.
I looked at Vicki, who had to sit up as I sat up. She saw what I wanted, spread her legs, and with a little fumbling, we slid one leg over and under each other's and scooted forward. With the alcohol in me, everything swooned. I was there, but not there. I was doing this but watching from a distance. When Vicki's wet pussy--soaking wet, completely drenched, little pink pussy--touched my own honey-dripping cunny, an electric shock zipped through my labia, zapping my clitty and sending ecstasy throughout my trembling body.
"Fuck yeah," Vicki whimpered, grinding her hips up and down against me.
I reached forward, grabbed her firm ass in both my hands and squeezed her butt hard as I pulled her against me. She reached between us with her right hand, taking turns with our clits while she held onto my shoulder with her left hand. Our breathing sped up. Combined with Lana's and my sister's panting breaths, it sounded like the four of us had been fucking for hours.
"Oh, fuck," Lana whimpered. "I'm gonna come, baby."
"Do it," my sister panted, sounding like she was on the verge of coming. "Make a mess on my pussy."
"Oh, god," I whined as my clitty swelled and the heat within my love-nub spread outward. I throbbed deep inside, and I tingled all over. I couldn't help myself; I leaned forward and pressed my lips against Vicki's. Her fingers went crazy between our twats, rubbing back and forth, getting both our clitties, and she came, wrapping her left arm around my neck, pulling me hard against her, and mashing our little titties together.
Lana came, whining like a little girl, and then she came on the TV, moaning like a whore as her uncle's cock pummeled her pussy into submission. I broke my kiss with Vicki, who pressed her mouth against my neck as she whimpered in pleasure. I was close, so damn close to coming I was gasping for breath. Diana turned her head, looking at me as she slid her finger through her own buttery softness. When our eyes met, we both came, cringing as the first bursts of pleasure exploded through us, and then we both opened our mouths, coming together as we stared into each other's eyes.
My body tingled the entire time, and the wetness that dripped out of me made me think I had pissed myself for a moment. I had never been so wet or slippery between my legs before. Diana smiled at me when her orgasm ended, then she fell back, as did Lana, both big-titted bitches glistening in the afterglow of their orgasms, bodies slick with sweat while Diana shined like some Greek goddess.
What a beautiful body, I thought as I looked at my sister, then I grunted as Vicki shoved two fingers up my snatch, pushed me back, and piston-fingered my soft clam until I came again, shaking and trembling with my legs wide open. The horny little cunt drank up every last drop that squirted out of me as Lana and my sister watched.
God, what had I let happen?
Entry #5 - Diana's Question
I slept by myself that night. I think I hurt Vicki's feelings, but what's a girl to do? I slept naked under my covers, and sometime after midnight, Diana came into the room with an ice-cold bottle of water for me. She was naked. I could make out her nude silhouette as she stood in the doorway, backlit by the dim hallway light, the curve of her pussy thick between the gap between her thighs.
"Hey," I said as Diana walked into the room. She climbed into bed with me, staying above the covers as she pressed her naked body against me from behind. We were nearly the same height, but spooning me as she was, I could feel how much bigger than me she was. If I was a nymph, then she was a Valkyrie.



"For you," Diana said, sliding her left hand around my body and placing the water bottle next to me on the cover.
"Thanks," I said. "I'm not much of a drinker."
Diana gave me a hug.
We lay there for a little bit before I asked, "What if I hadn't...you know...."
"Been into what we did tonight?" Diana finished for me.
"Yeah."
"We would have stopped," Diana said. "But, Lana didn't say you freaked out when Vicki first showed you the videos. She's a bad girl, that Vicki."
"Lana tells you everything?"
"Yep."
"What else did Vicki tell Lana?"
"That you were into it." Diana gave me another hug. "I'm guessing that wasn't everything Vicki could have told Lana, is it?"
I said nothing.
Diana hugged me, holding me close.
"I'm not a lesbian," I said.
"Neither am I." Diana laughed quietly against the back of my head. "I think you're like me: Sexually adventurous, but if you're going to be with someone, it's going to be a man." She kissed the back of my head. "Women are fun. Men are forever."
I said nothing.
"Speaking of men, smart girl," Diana whispered, "Have you ever kissed a man?"
"No," I said, my voice low.
"Do you want to?"
"Yes."
"Tomorrow morning," Diana said, her voice flowing into my lobe, swirling around my ear, then descending into my mind, "I'm going to kiss Timmy. I want you to watch us. If you want to kiss our brother the way I do, let me know."
I said nothing, and Diana and I went to bed, the pair of us naked, with me under the covers and her atop them.
Entry #6 - Siblings Kiss
We left Lana's house early the next morning. My head fucking killed. Someone was tossing sticks of dynamite into the center of my brain, and the explosions ringed outward while mushrooming upward--I was not happy. Diana kissed Lana goodbye, but I only nodded at Vicki, who frowned, but she didn't try to kiss me. We drove home, mostly in silence, with Diana patting my knee and telling me I'd feel better after breakfast.
"You didn't drink that much," she had said. "I called Timmy. He's already in the kitchen."
Once home, we found out that Mom was staying home from work. She was exhausted, Timmy told us, after we had showered and changed into the clothes we would wear to school. I still felt like shit, but I took some Aspirin and prayed that it would kick in the moment it landed in my stomach.
As I sat at the breakfast table, eating a hot sauce drenched, sausage, cheese, and fried egg sandwich Timmy had made us, Diana got up and walked over to our brother, who stood by the kitchen island, watching us eat. My sister took my brother's cheeks in her hands and pulled him down to her as she leaned her sleek body into his so far that she had to get onto her toes as he leaned backward.
Their lips touched, their mouths opened, and their tongues danced as they stood with their profiles to me. Sunlight from the kitchen window shined over them in golden rays, bathing them in a nimbus of light. As I watched them, my sister seemed to merge with my brother, and Timmy let it happen. He looked so big and strong with his arms wrapped around her small waist, and she looked so sleek and beautiful next to him in her ultra-short white shorts and a small, blue and white striped shirt. I wanted to cry. I'd never look that amazing next to anyone.
Watching their lips slide together, I saw that my brother was hesitant at first, but his passion grew as Diana forced him to her rhythm. They both looked so...in love.
I watched my siblings in silence as my heartbeat rose, pushing heat through my body, turning my cheeks pink. Timmy looked at me when the kiss ended, and the pink in my cheeks grew to a blazing red. I could feel my heartbeat hammering throughout my entire body. Below my waist, I was so fucking warm....
"I got to go," I said, getting up from the table. "See you guys at school."
"Hey, we'll talk later," Diana said as I left the kitchen.
I didn't get that far, though. My head hurt too much. I rode in the backseat of Diana's car on our way to school. As I left the car that morning, I looked my brother in the eyes, though I didn't know what I was trying to say to him. Kissing Diana in the way he had...? I guess I could understand how a man, almost any man, would have trouble denying her whatever it was she desired.
What did I desire?
Entry #7 - Before Bed
Before I went to sleep that night, while Timmy was in the shower, I walked into Diana's room and said, "Yes, I want to kiss him."
"Kiss who?"
"Our brother."

* * * * *
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#21 Timmy

What Ifs
Where I left off....
Diana had just finished kissing me in front of Abbey, and it had been no ordinary kiss. Abbey had watched the entire time, and then Diana drove us to school.
Friday
After Abbey had left the car--I'm sure she noticed that Diana and I stayed behind--I released a long sigh and hung my head back against my seat's headrest. What had Abbey been thinking after witnessing the kiss Diana had given me back at home? What in the hell had Diana been thinking when she had kissed me in front of Abbey? What was Diana planning? Diana, Diana, Diana....
Diana.
She still hadn't told me if Abbey knew about us. Yes. No. Maybe? My gut told me that Abbey knew what her older triplets were up to but that she didn't want to know, but maybe she did want to know. Maybe. Fuck, my logic was no better than Diana's. (Was I trying to make myself feel better?) Maybe my older sister was losing control of this fantasy life she had built for us. I had lost control of it a long time ago. I mean, I was going to help the wrestling moms seduce their own sons--any son over eighteen, but still, their sons. How the hell had I gotten myself into that situation?
Everything about this scenario was crazy.
Diana had parked in the back lot, facing the auto shop wall with a tarp-covered chain link fence on my side and Lana's big, black F350 on her side. What a truck! What did a petite, big-breasted girl like Lana need with a truck that big? But its tinted windows gave me ideas about how private a big truck could be, compared to my sister's four-door sedan.
"Hey, little brother," Diana said, "are you going to kiss me, or are you going to stare at my friend's truck?"
I snapped out of my daze, unbuckled my seat belt, leaned over the center console, and pressed my lips against my sister's mouth for the second time that morning. Thoughts of Mom and every sexual position I had done with her flashed through me as Diana slid her tongue into my mouth. My sister and my mom... how the fuck had I become their lover? I put my hands in my sister's long, blonde hair, my muscles tensing and my fingers tightening as a surge of rumbling energy shook my limbs. I placed my hands on the back of her head and pulled. She didn't fight the pressure as I lowered her head to my lap.
My mom and my sister! Every young man's dream! Now, if I could only have them at the same time....
My sister undid my buckle in a hurry, my cock in mid-sprout, pushing my Calvin's upward. She peeled back the elastic waistband and uncovered my rising prick, swallowing the spongy meat down to my balls with a soft, wet gurgle.
"Oh god," I gasped as my sister's spit-heavy mouth engulfed my prick. Her lips formed a seal around my thickening flesh while my knob rested on the back of her palate. My dick plumped up in her mouth, growing to full hardness, the tip throwing itself into her throat and beyond. Diana made a gulping sound as her mouth seemed to grow around my prick. I slid my left hand from her hair and slipped it between us and around her throat. I cradled her neck in my palm, feeling the indentation of my cockhead against her trachea.
Diana breathed hard through her nostrils, gulping for air and swallowing my meat as fast as she could. Up and down her beauty went, taking my dick without complaint--brother and sister, doing dirty things and loving it. I didn't let her lift her mouth more than a quarter of the length of my cock. I kept her close to my root so I could fuck her face and rub my glans against the wet softness of her throat. My shaft tingled, and my balls tightened as I listened to my older sister struggle around my swollen dick. As she wetly worked my meat, my thigh trembled while pleasure swirled around the crown of my cock, buzzing the corona and tickling my slit.
"Oh, Diana, god, baby," I moaned.
She responded with a series of wet, mwah, mwah, mwah sounds, then she forced her left hand beneath her face and cupped my tingling balls in her hand.
"Oh, fuck!" I cried, coming and pushing her mouth down my shaft with my right hand while holding her throat with my left. The ripples of her throat muscles massaged my palm as she swallowed my jizz.
"Fuck," Diana gasped when I let her up. Her face was a mess, her mascara ruined, her blonde hair out of place. She looked so fucking sexy, my beautiful blonde sister.
"You okay?" I asked, breathing hard.
"I need to fix my makeup," Diana said, rubbing her eyes.
She reached into her glove box and pulled out the wet wipes she had kept since we had started fucking in her car. I grabbed the dry napkins next to them and handed them to her as she wiped her face.
"You should do that more often," Diana said.
"Ruin your makeup?" I asked, laughing.
"Ruin my makeup," Diana said, "and ruin my pussy... without asking." She shivered, exaggerating the movement and the excitement behind it. "Sometimes, a girl just wants to be taken." She smiled at me. "You don't need permission with me anymore." She slid her eyes to the side, her smile turning sly. "But it's nice when you do ask. I want you to figure out when you need to ask me for permission and when you don't."
Great, I thought as I nodded my head. She laughed, looking at me, then I leaned over the center console and pressed my mouth to hers one more time, tasting my sister's tongue as the first-period bell rang. Before I got out of the car, Diana told me to meet her at our fuck-room in the drama theater during lunch.
Fuck-Room
Diana was wearing a cropped, pink-and-white-striped sweater, a black skirt, matching knee-high socks, and pink and white tennis shoes. We were ten minutes into lunch, and she had my pants undone, and her boy short style panties lay on the room's makeup counter. My sister straddled my waist as I sat in a high-backed chair, my ass near the edge of the seat as my sister half-stood on my cock. She lifted her body up and down, her athletic thighs tensing as she humped her pussy in a forward-to-down motion over my shaft.
"Mmm, little brother," Diana purred into my ear. "Give me that juicy dick."
I had my hands under her skirt, gripping her naked waist as the pink heat between her legs cradled me between its soft, velvety walls. Lana was in the room, dressed in a plaid dress with short sleeves and a white collar. Her iPhone was in her hands, and she was walking around us, recording us, whispering to us.
"So fucking hot," Lana would say. "You're so fucking sexy, Diana, the way you ride that dick."
Diana looked right into the camera. "That's my little brother's big dick tearing me up," she whispered, "getting all the way up inside me. I can feel him in my stomach."
"So bad," Lana said. "So nasty, you incest pervs." She licked her lips, then pouted: "I want some."
I moaned, closed my eyes, and tried not to come.
Diana pressed her lips to my left ear, on the far side of Lana. "Do you think my friend is hot?" my sister asked. "Do you think her little half-Asian twat is fuckable?"
I groaned.
Lana made a soft noise.
My sister bucked her hips harder, forcing her pussy faster over my prick.
Lana panned the camera behind Diana and told me to lift my sister's skirt. "I want to see that beautiful pussy between her legs getting stretched," she said.
I groaned and pulled my sister's skirt up her ass. Lana pushed the camera close to us, placing her left hand on my right thigh. She squeezed me as my sister slid up and down my pole, bouncing her twat over my slick meat until a creamy mess dripped down to my balls. The wet slapping of skin on skin, cock drilling pussy, filled the room.
"Oh, that's the shot," Lana said.
Diana whimpered, then whined, then she bit her lower lip and came. Heat smothered the length of my cock. I dug my fingers into my sister's firm ass as long buzzes of pleasure raced through my dick. My shaft seemed to grow, then the head expanded, and Lana reached between my thighs and cupped my balls.
"Oh, fuck!" I whined, coming hard as my jizz surged through my shaft, making me shake. I arched my hips upward, lifting my ass from the chair and my sister's feet from the floor.
"Woah--oh!" Diana yelped as I drove myself deeper into her soft, buttery box.
Then she came.
Later, my sister kissed me goodbye as I stayed behind to clean up the room. On the way out of the drama theater, a few of my sister's friends eyed me with silly smiles while giggling and laughing with Lana and my sister while they watched something on Lana's phone.
Holy fuck, did everyone know?
Did anyone care?
Diana's Words
I had my sister on her bed. Her head and breasts lay on the comforter, and her back sloped upward, ascending to the twin curves of her golden cheeks, which curved down into her thighs. Her knees dug two small divots into the bedspread. Her shins elongated straight back, ending with her little toes pointing toward the end of the bed.
I smacked her ass.
"Ooh," Diana gasped as the slap filled her room.
Earlier, after stripping my sister of her clothes, I had tied a red scarf she had taken from her closet to each of her ankles, fastening them with a single loop that would slide free if my sister wanted to get out of her restraints. The scarves extended to her wrists a short distance away, and her arms lay on the bed, reaching backward toward her feet, her palms up.
A light sprinkling of sweat beaded my sister's body. I had ridden her hard, using her mouth and pussy, while spanking her bare bottom and filling the room with the loud slapping of flesh against flesh, hip against butt, balls against clit. It was late, nearing midnight, and Abbey was in her room sleeping (hopefully), while Mom... well, it didn't matter anymore if Mom heard her children enjoying their sinful delights in private.
I lowered my head to my sister's crack and licked the valley between her butt cheeks. Diana hummed, moaning and exhaling, her breath wafting the strands of hair that lay wildly across her face. I pushed two fingers into the pinkness between her bulging pussy folds, moaning as the slippery heat within crushed my fingers.
"Mmm," Diana sighed.
I pulled my fingers out of her cunny, their length covered in crystalized strands of sticky wetness. I pushed my digits back into her muffin down to their last knuckles. A shiver ran through my shoulders as her softness coalesced around my fingers.
"Fuck," Diana hissed.
"You have such a pretty pussy, big sister," I whispered. "So pink and clean and hungry for cock."
"Yeah?" Diana asked, laughing with a breathless expulsion of pride. "Is that why my pussy gets so--mmm--wet? Because of cock?"
I curled my fingertips against her G-spot.
"Yeah," Diana moaned. "Right there, little brother."
I reached underneath my sister's body and cupped her left breast, squeezing the firm but yielding mound in my hand.
"And great tits," I whispered. "Tits that I'm gonna fuck tonight."
Diana made a breathy, naughty sound running with an almost daring essence as if some sensual thoughts had passed through her mind, but she was reluctant to share them with me.
"What is it?" I asked.
Diana shook her head.
"What?" I asked, matching my finger's thrusts to the force of my voice.
"My tits weren't always this big--mmm--you're fingering me so deep," she said, sighing. "Remember?"
I nibbled on my sister's left butt cheek. "Yes."
"Would you try to, mmm, fuck them if they weren't so big?"
"Yes," I said and licked the crack of her ass again, stopping at her rear passage.
"Would you still want me--uh, yeah, fucking lick my asshole--if I had small tits?"
I didn't have to think as I said, "It's you I want, not your tits."
Why was she asking me about small tits?
"Would you still fuck me as good as you do if I had small tits?" Diana whispered, gasping as I sped up my finger-fucking motions. "Little-little itty-bitties?"
"As long as they were your tits, I'd want to suck them." I rolled her thick nipple through my fingers and turned the fingers in her pussy upward, pressing my cum-covered thumb against her asshole.
"So?" Diana whimpered as my thumb probed her back door. "You wanna fuck a girl with small tits?"
I eased the tip of my thumb into her back door, slowly pushing her anal ring open in a circular, outward-spreading motion that loosened the muscles of her sphincter.
"Tell me, now," Diana growled.
"Yes," I hissed and slid my thumb into her asshole.
"Oh, Timmy," she whimpered.
Half an hour later, my sister lay on her back with her tits heaving and her legs open, our cum dripping from between the swollen folds of her cunny. Her lean stomach rolled, the faint outline of her abdominals showing, then growing faint again, then showing again as she sucked in a breath.
"Fuck," Diana whispered. "You're a fucking athlete." She laughed. "And I thought I worked out hard."
"Do you want anything to eat?" I asked. "Or something to drink?"
"Shit," Diana said. "What time is it?"
"Half-past midnight," I said. "A little after."
"Go get me some water and take your time. Leave your shirt off."
I pulled on my wrestling shorts and walked down the hall, stopping at the stairs. After a moment, I continued toward my room, which I seldom slept in anymore, and, by default, towards Abbey's room. I looked down the right-turning hallway and saw that my sister's door was closed. I turned around and walked downstairs, thinking of little titties.
Mom was in the breakfast nook, sitting at the table, sipping from a glass of wine and reading a book--a real book--made of words printed on paper and bound in more paper with glue. She set the book down and stood when she noticed me, her black, ankle-length robe coming apart and baring the smooth curves of her naked body.
"I didn't think you were coming," Mom said. "I've been playing with myself."
Diana, I thought, always keeping me on my toes. Maybe I needed to surprise her more often, as I had with the morning blowjob.
Mom turned away from me, facing the nook's table. She placed her palms on its wooden surface and waited. I walked behind her, my cock growing hard with each step. I pushed my shorts down, the cool air of the kitchen caressing my glans and shaft and sending goosebumps across my shoulders. I stopped behind Mom and put my hands on her waist, squeezing her firm body.
Mom sighed.
Slowly, I tugged the length of her robe up her legs, using my fingers to crawl the silky fabric over her body. When I reached her thighs, I dropped into a squat behind her and pushed the rest of her robe over her butt, flipping it onto her back so that her bare ass and fat pussy bulge stared me in the face.
"Mom," I sighed, breathing out her title as I pushed my mouth forward and slid my lips along the moist cleft below her crescent ass.
"Oh," Mom moaned. "Oh, baby, yes." She pounded her palm on the table once, the slap echoing through the kitchen.
I licked my tongue through her pouty furrow, loving the feel of her plump pussy lips and the tender flesh squished between her thighs. Mom tasted sweet, her juices coating my tongue in a creamy layer of thick, taboo honey. I stood, my hard cock dangling between us, the head brushing my mother's thighs, then her cunt, then prodding her pussy lips apart as I grabbed onto her hips and pushed her legs open with my right foot.
"What do you want, Mom?" I whispered.
"Your cock."
"Who's cock, Mom?"
"My son's cock," she pouted. "It's so big and hard."
I nudged my dick forward. Mom's pussy flesh sunk inward beneath my rigid fuck-stick. Heat enveloped me, and her liquid warmth spread over my crown like butter melting in the sun. I entered my mother's cunny, groaning as her pussy lips stretched around my thickness.
"So fucking tight," I moaned. "Like a fucking teenager."
"Ooh," Mom moaned. "Fuck me, baby. Fuck Mommy."
I pumped my cock in and out of my mother's snatch, humping into her like a pumpjack, my movements soft and slow, rotating up and down and all around her sticky insides. I ground my hips against her butt every time I pushed into her depths. My balls slapped her clit, forcing gentle whimpers from her throat. I sped up, and Mom fucked her pussy back against me, creating a steady rhythm of flesh slapping flesh as her pussy quivered around my prick.
"Ah, ah, ah," Mom moaned. "Fuck, ah, mmm, uh, fuck, mmm, uh."
My mother's slutty fuck sounds made me light-headed. I sped up, watching her pink lips spread around my cock, her hole looking too small for my piece of thick, teenage meat. I slid my hands up her back, around her ribs, then up to her breasts. I cupped her tits as I lay my forehead on the back of her neck and slowly kissed her skin.
I sped up again, feeding my mother's slippery twat firm strokes that rocked her into the table, creating a wooden ringing that was too loud in our quiet house.
"Uh, uh, uh," Mom gasped with each inward stroke.
With her moans spurring me on, I thrust to the bottom of my mother's pussy and swelled my cock, then flexed my ass as I tried to get deeper into her maternal hole.
"Uh, fuck," Mom grunted. "God, Timmy, you're a beast."
Heat bloomed between my mother's thighs. Her pussy trembled across my length. Mom dropped to her elbows, panting, her butt absorbing my harder strokes as my heartbeat sped up and sweat formed across my skin. Mom squeezed my cock with her walls and stroked my shaft with her inner muscles. Her skin warmed, as did mine, and her moans filled the kitchen. I raised my left hand to her mouth to quiet her, and she sucked them into her oral cavity and came on my cock at the same time.
Mom cried out, and her cum flooded our groins as though someone had dumped a bucket of warm water between us. I lasted a moment longer, coming when Mom bit down on my fingers, reminding me of Diana's off and on again brutality.
"Mo, you bitch," I groaned, clenching my teeth to keep from shouting. Several long strands of cum shot from my cock, sliding up my shaft so thick I could feel the tingling sensation leaving my body as I emptied my spunk into my mother's warm snatch.
"Yeah, baby, give me that seed," Mom whispered. "Make a mess in there."
Before I went upstairs, Mom reminded me that I was supposed to help Prisha and Justin move some things around her house tomorrow. "Remember, baby," she had said, "the Team Moms are counting on you."
When I returned to my older sister's room, her bedroom door and her closet door were open a crack. I couldn't remember if her closet door had been open or not while we had been fucking, and I don't know why I noticed it now, but I knew that I had left her bedroom door closed. I sighed and looked through my sister's wall toward Abbey's room.
Back in bed, with Diana laying over my left side, I whispered, "I have promises to keep to Prisha and Mrs. Nguyen this weekend."
"Hmm," Diana hummed, using her throat to utter the noise. "Nervous?"
"No."
"Liar."
I smiled in the dark.
"Whatever you help them with," Diana said, and I could hear the sly smile in her voice, "remember that they have to pay you for your time."
Since Diana was lying on my left side, I slid my left hand down her back, took one of her muscular, round cheeks in my hand, and squeezed it.
Diana made a soft, happy sound, then, in a half-asleep voice, she whispered, "I want to talk to you about Lana and her cousin, Vicki." She yawned. "You know, Abbey's friend, but that can wait until later."
My first thought was, Lana didn't have small tits. My second was, Does Vicki?



Timmy out.

* * * * *
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#22 Timmy


MILF Day

Saturday
Today was the day--I was going to help Prisha seduce her son while her husband was away for the weekend. We may have massaged each other's moms the other week--well, I did most of the massaging; Justin left before things got good--I had no idea if he even wanted to fuck his mom. It was one thing to know our mothers were a bunch of horny MILFs; it was another to know that they were also horny for their own sons. I didn't know how I was going to make this happen, but Prisha was set on fucking her boy, as were all the Moms, and most important, Diana wanted me to do this. (Getting others into incest made her pussy so wet I had to towel off my cock between thrusts.)
Fuck, maybe I should have asked Justin if he wanted to fuck his mom, but how do you have that kind of conversation with someone?
We had a wrestling meet on Saturday, a dual meet, early in the morning. I was at school by eight, the competition started at ten, and I had won my match with an hour left to go. The mothers in the stands cheered their asses off. The dads were almost as loud, but when I took the mat, the applause and cheers from the Team Moms erupted in a way I had never heard before. Women's voices flooded the gym. I looked into the stands, where my mother sat center among the Team Moms who liked to bikini party with their sons. Oh, how those eyes envied her, and oh, how they ate me up. A woman walking past a New York City construction site probably didn't feel as small as I did beneath those eyes. The only mother whose eyes I met belonged to Roy, a Wonder Woman-looking lady, and she ran her tongue across her lips in slow-fucking motion.
Holy shit! I was going to fuck Roy's mom! That was going to be some sweet revenge.
After our meet, Mom saved me from having to make more dates with the other Team Moms by dragging me home right away. However, Mrs. Nguyen confirmed with Mom that I'd be at her house tomorrow after our weekly Team Party, where Mom promised to have a long talk with the other moms about their schedules and mine. At Mom's car, while Justin was waiting for his mother by their car, Prisha asked me to come to her place as soon as I could. She even offered to give me a ride if that made things easier for everyone. After politely refusing her offer, Mom drove us home.
Diana and Abbey weren't there. A quick text told me they were out shopping. Visions of Diana trying on tiny panties and lacey bras in front of Abbey came to me. (Abbey may have been a tomboy, but she had great taste in lingerie.)
After texting Diana, I showered.
Mom joined me.
"Shouldn't I be saving it up for Prisha?" I asked as Mom cupped my balls.
Mom laughed. "If Diana hasn't trained you to stay hard all day long, she's wasting your potential."
I laughed.
Mom dropped to her knees and pushed me against the shower's side wall. The water rained down on her, wetting her blonde hair and golden body, slipping down her face and over my cock. Mom took my prick in her hand, holding the base as she shook my floppy meat around, each swing adding stiffness to its length.
I met my mother's eyes as she stared up at me. She uttered a laughing breath right before taking my crown into her mouth, her eyes never leaving mine. My chest rose and fell; my abs did the same, and Mom ran her other hand up to my stomach and over my chest, touching my body in ways a mother isn't supposed to touch her boy.
"Yeah," I moaned, "fuck yeah, Mom. You're--mmm--mouth is so fucking hot."
I placed my hands in her hair, holding her as she bobbed her head up and down on my dick. She licked all around my bell-end, her tongue swirling above and below it in a warm circle of wet flesh. She slid her mouth down my shaft and pushed her tongue past her lower lip to keep it swishing at my pole.
"Oh, fuck," I moaned. "God, you're fucking good at that."
"Good a what?" Mom asked, but with her mouth full, the words came out thick and sloppy and so fucking sexy. Soft, mwah, mwah, mwah sounds followed as she worked my third leg hard.
"You're a good fucking cocksucker," I whispered.
Mom gulp-laughed. She lowered her eyes and bobbed her head back and forth, fucking my dick with her mouth fast and quick. Each brush of her lips sent shivers up my back, while the billowing of her cheeks tightened my sack, and the quivering entrance of her throat cushioned my glans with wet softness.
I didn't want to come in my mother's mouth, but I could have. She was so fucking good at licking dick that my balls wanted to explode. There was something intense and decadent about looking into the eyes of the woman who birthed me while she gobbled down my fuck-meat--meat never meant for the women of my family: Mom, Diana, and--
"Fuck," I growled, tightening my grip on my mother's hair.
I pulled my mother's head from my prick, keeping my grip on her hair as I slid behind her, never letting her get off her knees. Mom's saliva coated my cock, and water splashed against her back as I pushed her head downward, forcing her to her hands with her ass up and head down, her back arched, and her knees spread wide. Her sweet muff hung between her thighs in a soft, glazed hammock of pussy-curved flesh. I grabbed my cock around its base, held my steel-hard pole straight, and aimed my missile-shaped knob at my mother's puffy lips without bothering to warm her up. I didn't have to; she was as soft and slippery as warmed-up butter.
"Uhng," Mom grunted as my crown parted her pink walls. Her slippery clam parted with a tight friction even as her pussy juices added to the slipperiness of my spit-covered dick.
"Mom," I sighed. "Why do you get so wet for me?"
A throaty, unbelievable moan left my mother's mouth as my cock filled her twat.
Mom's pink walls swelled against my shaft, the pressure bringing pleasure to my throbbing rod. I pulled out and pushed in, her pussy lips chasing me as I banged my hips against my mother's firm ass, my sack slapping her clitty with each thrust.
"Fuck, baby," Mom whimpered. "Fuck it, baby. Fuck that pussy! Oh, fuck it good, Timmy!"
I pulled out of her grip and fucked back into her again, my cock stretching her insides, making room for its thickness. I let go of her hair and grabbed her hips, holding her in place as I fuck-pumped her cunny from behind. I stood on my right knee with my foot back while raising my left knee, planting my foot on the tub floor, and swiveling my hips so I could press my dick into my mother's muff as deeply as possible.
"Uh, uh, uh," Mom moaned with each deep, plunging pussy-stroke. "Uh, fuck, oh--oh-oh-oh!"
"Fuck, that's a hot pussy, Mom," I moaned. "Jesus, fuck, you're so hot between your legs."
"Mmm, fuck, ooh," she whimpered as I poked her cunny from different angles. "Get it, baby. Get that pussy good!"
I smacked my mother's ass cheek, her firm and meaty hills rippling. Her big tits bounced below her as the warm water crashed and exploded against our bodies. Her curves and softness thrilled me, and I watched her ass ripple with each thrust. The naughty, clapping sound of our bodies smacking together filled her bathroom with an echo that spurred my thrusting to new heights.
"You like this dick, Mom?" I asked, spanking her butt again, then again. "Do you love it when your son fucks you?"
"Oh, god, yes," Mom growled, expelling her breath from her lungs. "Oh fuck, baby, yeah, fuck Mommy. Fuck Mommy's pussy, Timmy." She moaned several times as I thrust harder. "Oh, it's your, baby. This pussy belongs to you!"
Her asshole winked at me. The little sunken divot of crinkled flesh was pink and clean, making me wonder if she had ever had it bleached. I laughed at my stupid thought and threw a firm fucking into the softness between my mother's thighs. A tingle shot through my glans, and a tight strain ran through my shaft. I squeezed the muscles in my tip as I fought off my need to come.
"Play with your pussy, Mom," I said, spanking her again, forcing a gasp from her lips. "Play with my fucking balls too."
"Oh, baby," Mom whispered. "So fucking naughty with your mother."
Not naughty enough.
I lifted my left hand to my mouth and drooled spit over my middle. Mom stroked my sack with her fingers, giving me a limb-shaking buzz. I moaned, tilted my chin down, and let a wad of spit fall onto my mother's asshole. Water washed over us, but it didn't matter; my spit stayed put. I lowered my middle finger and pressed it to my mother's silky back door.
"Uh, fuck," Mom groaned as my finger wiggled against the snug ring guarding her insides.
"Let me in that ass," I gasped, spanking Mom again and again.
"Uh, fuck," Mom grunted. "Fight it, baby." She grunted again as I applied more pressure to her anal ring. Even with the spit lubing my finger, Mom wasn't gonna give it up easily. "Fight your way--mmm--up Mommy's tight butt."
"Fuck."
But I did as my mother told me to do. I wiggled my fingertip against her rear end. Mom played with her pussy, whimpering, and slapping her clit, rubbing it, then slapping it again, only stopping to caress my balls. My entire body shivered, and the chill of intense pleasure buzzed across my scrotum. Fuck, but my nut was about to bust soon.
I grunted, closed my eyes, and twisted my finger against her asshole. Mom clenched her ring hard as I slowly--so fucking slowly--spread her pucker open. Mom whimpered when the tip entered her insides. She also stopped fighting me, and my finger slid up her snug butt to the last knuckle.
"Oh," Mom moan-gasped as my finger prodded her guts.
I felt my cock through the membrane between her anal cavity and cunny canal. Mom fell to her forearms, dropping her head between them with her fingers threaded for prayer.
"So fucking nasty," Mom whispered. "You fucking nasty--uh--nasty--uh--boy!"
I lost it, growling, and pounding my mother's juicy cunny hard while leaving my finger buried up her bum, the friction against my cock unreal as I rubbed my prick through her fascia tissue with my finger. Jesus, my dick felt big. I thought about Prisha and her son.... What would DPing a girl for real feel like?
"Oh, fuck," I cried out. My body flushed red, and my balls tingled, the sensation starting at their center and staying there, then radiating outward before shooting up my sack and through my shaft to the tip. I came--unable to stop myself--my hips going into overdrive. As my balls emptied load after sticky load into her juicy hole, I continued to fuck my mother's pussy, gasping as my knob grew sensitive and tingled all over.
Mom whimpered throughout my orgasm, taking the hard fucking like a pro. When the last of my cum slid from my cock, I stayed hard within her, kept my finger in her ass, and reached around my right hand to play with the swollen pleasure-nub capping her pussy.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh--Timmy, baby, Timmy!" Mom howled as her cream flowed.
I could imagine what we looked like: Mom and son, locked together hip to ass with my finger up her butt and my cock deep within her twat, our hips turning in circles as she squirmed against me. Fuck, I never went soft, and when Mom came, she surprised me by sucking a small orgasm from my shaft that left me whimpering.
We cleaned up after regaining breath, toweled off, and dressed. Mom wore jeans and a gray shirt with MILF spelled out in pink across her braless tits, her nipples showing. I threw on some basketball shorts and a tight, muscle-hugging workout shirt. Mom drove me to Prisha's house. I texted the Team Mom before we left that we were on our way to her house.
Mom gave me some advice in Prisha's driveway.
"Let her know that you're in charge," Mom said. "Diana's made it clear to everyone--"
--To everyone?--
"--that you belong to her, but us moms don't watch you boys roll around, sweat, grunt, and moan because we want to baby you."
"You don't?" I asked, smiling.
"No," Mom said. "We want our big, strong sons to show Mommy that she's raised a gentleman-animal."
A gentleman-animal....
"We fantasize about you being good sons in public, but in private, we want you to show us just how much you love us and how much you want us to love you back."
"I can do that," I said.
"Yes, you can," Mom said in a throaty voice as a smile widened her lips. "Now, give Mommy a kiss before you go inside and show my friend a good time."
I did as Mom said, then exited her car, the click of the door as certain a sound as the double clank of Justice on Law & Order. I traveled the walkway up to Prisha's front door, and before I could knock, it swung inward. In the shadows beyond the threshold stood the beautiful, caramel-colored Indian MILF who had invited me over to help her convince her son to give her his dick. She was wearing a pink robe, open, leaving her yoga-firm body and small black landing strip bare to my eyes.
"Come in," Prisha whispered, voice shaking a little. "Justin went out for a little bit, but that doesn't mean we can't get started."
Timmy out.

#23 Timmy


The First MILF

Prisha
I stepped inside Prisha's home, looking around the open, wraparound layout of white marble floors and painted white walls decorated with vases and greenery. Prisha slowly backed away from me, her robe still hanging open and her yoga-fit, tennis-trim body slipping into view as she stepped away from me.
I licked my lips as her movements bared her tits one at a time, her dark nipples sticking up long and thick, forcing a reaction in my cock that brought a rise to my shorts, the fabric stretching upward and outward in near slow motion. Prisha's caramel skin complemented her darker-than-dark hair, which she wore up, and the small rectangle of vertical hair centered on her plump mound sent my heartbeat up a notch. A man can only have so much hairless pussy before he wants to rest his cheek on some downy softness.
"I didn't think you had any pubic hairs," I said. Why the fuck did I say that? "I mean, I couldn't tell in those tiny bikinis that you... ladies... wear around the team."
"You mean your 'mothers' wear around you?" Prisha smiled. "You young men seem to like those little bits of cloth."
"We do."
Prisha raised her right hand and held her thumb and forefinger up with the tips opposite each other in a vertical line. "I like just a little bit of hair," she said. "I know how young pussy wants to stay young forever, but I'm a woman." She reached behind her head and let her hair down, its length dropping down her back. "Does your mother have hair between her legs?"
Fuck me. How in the hell was I supposed to control a woman who talked like that? My eyes slid past her to her coffee table, where an open bottle of chardonnay sat next to a half-full crystal glass with a long stem and a shallow bowl.
"Pour me a drink," I said.
"You're allowed to drink?"
"I didn't ask you for a drink." I walked forward, sliding past her as my cock bobbed in my shorts, and the blood-pumping muscle beneath my chest grew to twice its usual size. "I told you to pour me one."
I let my left hand drift to the side and caught Prisha's hand. My momentum forced her to turn with me. She followed, a shaky breath leaving her as she moved toward her coffee table. I sat on her couch, and she grabbed the chardonnay bottle and refilled her glass, then handed it to me with an extended arm, her robe now covering her nipples but sweeping away from her flat tummy, soft mound, and firm thighs. I could see her caramel pussy folds hanging between her legs, its centerline dividing her tender folds as they curved away from me.
I took the glass, fit the rim to my mouth, and drank from it with a deliberate slowness as I tried to compose myself without appearing as if I was calming myself down. Prisha stood between my open knees, looking down at me as I looked up at her, admiring the delicate lines of her face and the small signs of age at the corner of her sloe-eyes and the edges of her lips. As I drank my wine, I used my left fingers to sweep her robe apart, revealing her entire body. She shrugged her shoulders as I touched the silk covering her skin, and the robe fell to the floor, leaving this MILF naked in front of me.
How old was she? Late thirties?
I finished the wine and leaned forward with my right arm extended. My lips touched Prisha's stomach below her belly button as I set the empty wine glass behind her on the coffee table. I opened my mouth and licked outward with my tongue, the tip grazing her flesh and catching the upper wall of her navel. She sucked in a breath, her stomach pulling inward as visible goosebumps rose across her skin.
"Have you ever cheated on your husband before?" I asked. What the fuck kind of question was that to ask--again? I should have practiced with Diana.
"No," Prisha whispered, her flat stomach rolling as she drew in a shaky breath, her big tits shadowing my head.
"But you want to." I pressed my forehead against her stomach; my eyes cast downward along the line of her landing strip. I brushed it with the side of my left forefinger. As she quivered from my touch, a thick, musky scent from between her legs bloomed, her sexual need unmistakable as it filled my nostrils and watered my mouth.
"Is sharing my pussy with family cheating?" Prisha asked.
"Am I family?"
"You're gonna help me fuck my son," Prisha whispered. "You're earning this pussy today."
I moaned.
I lowered my hands to her ankles, sliding them upwards and pressing my fingertips into her calves. I raised them over the back of her knees and thighs, curling my fingers between her legs from behind. My fingers continued upward, her flesh growing warmer and damper, the scent of her sex growing hotter and stronger. A throb of desire raced through my shaft as I breathed in Prisha's pussy-aroma.
"I'll make it happen," I said.
I stopped moving my hands, the swell of her outer labia a breath away from the touch of my forefingers. Her nectar had dripped onto her thighs by then, and I sensed those plump crescents pulse as if reaching for my touch.
"Have you fucked your mother?" Prisha whispered. She put her hands in my hair and smoothed her palms over my head. "Does your sister think that's cheating--oh, boy!"
I had cupped her pussy from behind with my right hand, grabbed onto her meaty MILF ass with my left, then lifted her into the air before she could finish her question. Prisha tangled her hands in my hair as her body rocketed upward, her weight nothing but a feather in my arms. I turned her onto her back as I laid her on the sofa's soft cushions and moved between her legs.
She brought her knees up and wide, calves to hamstrings, and my mouth landed where her mound sloped into her pussy lips, where I swallowed her clit whole. I waved my right hand to the side and brought it back in, my fingers open and pressed together. The stinging slap of my palm spanking the side of her left cheek filled the living room.
"Oh!" Prisha gasped.
I tasted her freshness, along with the vanilla lotion she had used on her pussy, and the inner sweetness of her taboo-craving cunny. Beneath her brown pussy lips, she was a bright, buttery pink color, and I wanted to eat it all up. Prisha's body bowed as I tongued the pinkish gem capping her lips, and she growled when my tongue slid between the caramel curtains hiding her inner wetness.



I spanked the side of her ass cheek again.
"Mmm," Prisha moaned. "Yeah, spank my ass, you nasty man."
Spank.
"Yeah!"
Spank, spank, spank.
I slid my hand between her legs, palm up, my middle finger feathering her perineum before slipping into the steamy puddle of cum between her thighs.
"Oh, fuck," Prisha sighed. "Oh, fuck, that feels good!"
The inner swells of her pussy closed around my finger as I sunk its length into her warm tunnel. Fuck, she was hot and wet in there and so slippery, her juices thick and slick. I ground my cock against her couch, moaning into her cunny, and I licked downward from her clit. My tongue parted her pink curtains, finally hitting my finger where it lay buried up her hot slot. Right on top of my finger, I pushed my tongue into her pussyhole as far as it would go, then licked all around, making sloppy wet noises as I pleased her small opening.
"Fuck, your sister taught you well--fuck!"
I spanked the side of her ass hard.
"Your sister and your mother," she gasped, "have taught you how to eat some pussy, baby."
"You like that?" I asked, pulling my mouth away from her cunny. "You like it when mothers take their sons between their legs?" I pressed my tongue against the gleaming gem peeking out from her clitoral hood.
"Yes," Prisha humped her hips at me. "God, fuck, yes--I love incest! My father, and my brothers, they used to share me--god!"
Holy shit, I thought as I fastened my lips around her pussy pearl and sucked. She quivered, her whole body shook, and her big tits swung from left to right, their weight heavy on her chest as they buoyed side to side. I moaned against her twat as I slid a second finger into her tight pussyhole. Prisha threw her right leg up, hooking her ankle over the back of the couch. Her left leg swung outward at a lewd angle as she opened her labia to me.
"Mmm, mmm, hmm, umm, uh," Prisha whimpered and moaned. A second later, she gasped as I licked her thighs, then I nibbled her clit; all the while, I pumped her pussy with two fingers and curled their tips against the underside of her mound as they went in and out of her body. My motions feathered her G-spot as my tongue circled her clitty time and again.
"Fuck, your mother's a lucky fucking woman," she whined.
Her insides seemed to swell and shake. Prisha grabbed her big tits in her hands and squeezed, dragging her thumbs and fingers upward until she could pinch her nipples and pull them away from her titties. A loud, pleasure-filled groan rumbled through her throat. As I ate her pussy, she pressed her feet into the couch and floor and pushed her sopping wet clam against my mouth, feeding me her softness as I finger-fucked and pussy-lapped at the meat between her tapered thighs.
"Shit, oh, shit yeah," Prisha gasped. "I'm gonna come. Oh, god, you're making this pussy"--she gasped--come!"
Liquid flooded my mouth in a hot stream of cream that left my chin wet and her couch stained. She arched her entire body upward, everything between her shoulders and feet hung in the air, and I slid my fingers from her gash, cupped her ass cheeks, and buried my tongue in her snatch as deeply as I could, completely wetting my face in her pussy juices.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, holy fuck," Prisha moaned, her words turning into whispers before fading away to little quivers of breath.
Holy fuck was right.
As she lay on her back with her eyes closed and her long hair fanned about the snow-white cushion under her head, I rose to my knees. I tossed my shirt aside and pushed my shorts down my thighs, my thick cock springing outward, iron-hard and forge-hot.
"Do you want this, Prisha?" I gasped, stroking my cock and wetting its big fucking shaft with her pussy juices. "C'mon, Momma, tell me what you want."
Prisha opened her eyes, and they went wide.
"Do you want this big dick?"
"Yes," Prisha gasped, her breasts rising and falling as her breathing quickened. "I want that big fucking dick."
"Am I bigger than your husband?"
Prisha nodded her head.
"Tell me," I said and spanked her pussy, slapping my mushroom tip against her clit.
"Yes!" she gasped. "Your dick is bigger than my husband's." She licked her lips. "A lot bigger, you big-dicked, wrestling stud."
I held my cock below the head and pushed it down through her clam as slowly as possible. Her caramel lips parted, their softness melting like butter as my tip pushed against the pink seam behind them. My glans found her hot little hole and pushed inward, kissing that rubbery, wet opening. Prisha's breathing deepened, and the heat around my crown tightened my sack. I pushed into her delicious wetness, my knob stretching her pussy walls with a tight, cock-tingling friction.
"Uh," Prisha grunted, low and guttural, as my head popped into her muff. "Oh, fuck--that's a big dick."
I moaned and pushed my prick into the creamy depths of her tight-little cunny tunnel. Her pussy muscle hugged me, pulling at my skin, adding a pleasure-filled strain to the crown of my cock as she squeezed my shaft in her silky tightness. The Team Mom was so wet it felt like her insides were licking my cock, especially along the underside of my mushroom tip.
Whimpers and moans and the slapping of my pubic mound against Prisha's moans filled the room. She kept her legs spread wide as I worked my fuck-pipe between her thighs, her pink lips stretching to almost white as she opened for my thickness. I fed my cock into her slowly, not letting her close her legs around me as I placed my hands on her inner thighs right next to her outer folds. Her moans turned to grunts when I pulled back and hammered her caramel cunt with several hard strokes, really making the bitch feel it, then whispers of pleasure left her lips as I slowed my thrusts and circled my cock into her from new angles.
"Uh, uh, uh, Timmy, fuck," she whimpered. "You're gonna make my son fuck me like this, aren't you?"
I let go of her thighs and hugged her body around her waist, lifting her as I sat my ass on my heels and raised her butt into the air. She wrapped her legs around me, locking her ankles behind me and arching her back, throwing her arms up and backward along the couch's cushions. I rowed her body into me as I humped my cock forward, looking down to watch her almost hairless muff swallow the length of my shaft over and over again. Squishy wet sounds fluttered from her pussy with every inward stroke, and the tip of my cock tingled with the need to come as her pussy lips gripped my shaft tight.
I gasped and moaned, I started to sweat, her big tits swayed and bounced, and I leaned over to suck them into my mouth one at a time. Prisha gasped as I sunk into her deepest depths, touching a wall of pussy flesh her husband never could. I moved my lips to her mouth as I ground the spongy head of my cock against the soft meat within her hole, making her pussy even juicer with each stroke.
"I'm going to come again," Prisha gasped while our tongues danced, and my hips rocked my cock into her firm body.
I fucked her MILF pussy faster, my cock tingling and my balls trembling as the cum within them readied for release. My cock swelled as Prisha whimpered and came, her soft cries charging the room. She dug her fingers into my ass, pushing into my muscles, so I pumped her pussy harder and faster, riding her through her orgasm. As she lay gasping, my body stiffened, and I threw my hips into her with a wild energy, feeding her limp body my cock as she grunted beneath my final assault on her cum-dripping snatch.
"Not in me, Timmy," Prisha begged me in a panting voice. "Don't come in me. Uh, fuck, uh--uh-uh-uh--come on my stomach." She gasped. "Come on my tits. Timmy, fuck come on--oh fuck--come on my tits, baby! Come on my tits!"
My body shook, and I pulled out just in time to shoot my first rope of jizz across her body. The first milky splash landed between her breasts, reaching as far as her neck, and the second sprayed forward across her stomach. I grabbed my cock and jerked it, crawling up her body and painting her with wild droplets of spurting cum. She raised her hands, catching my hips just as I shot the last of my load across her lips and chin.
"Open," I said, voice rasping. "Open your fucking mouth."
Prisha did as she was told, and I brushed the head of my prick across her chin and lips, coating my tip in sperm before sliding it into her mouth.
"Mmm-um," Prisha moaned, the sound wet and thick with her saliva.
"Oh, fuck," I gasped, "that's a hot fucking mouth." I moaned several times as her tongue worked the tip of my dick. "Let me just--god, damn--fuck your mouth for a bit." And so I pumped the head and neck of my cock against her tongue, gasping as my sensitive glans trembled and begged me to stop.
But Prisha swallowed my knob and licked around the head, cleaning me off, and just because I could, I pushed my still-hard cock deeper into her mouth until she gagged. When I pulled out of her mouth, I told her to stick out her tongue. She did, and I squeezed the last of my beaded pearls onto her tongue's surface and watched her swallow every last drop of jizz I had given her.
"Good fucking mommy," I said, brushing my softening cock-log over her cheeks.
She smiled and blushed, her eyes watching me as she lay naked and freshly fucked beneath me.
After, as I sat on her coffee table, she seemed to be waiting for me to say something. It took me a second to realize what she wanted now.
"So," I said, "now that we're comfortable with each other--"
A silky, purr-like sound tumbled from her lips.
"--let's talk about getting your son's cock between your legs."
Timmy out.

#24 Timmy


Prisha's Desire

The Plan
As we discussed the "hows" of Prisha getting her son between her legs, my cock grew hard again. I picked her up and carried the Indian MILF upstairs to her shower. I had her pressed into the corner of her glass, and white-marble stall, her legs around my sides with her breasts level with my mouth. She dug her fingers into my shoulders for balance, and I sucked her dark nipples between my lips, licking and chewing on her thick nubs as if I could magick some milk out of them.
"Mmm, so, how--ooh--are we going to get my son to fuck me?" Prisha moaned. "I need some incest so much."
Fuck me.
My cock was on the rise, thickening, swelling, and lengthening, my shaft a bit sore after already coming twice in the day. After catching one of Prisha's nipples between my teeth and hearing her gasp when I stretched the rubbery nub outward, my cock said, fuck it, and pointed straight up beneath the wet folds of her slippery twat. I lowered her body, letting her crescents of tender flesh graze my knob. I shuddered, she shivered, and her silky folds parted to give my crown a warm, wet kiss made from MILF-lust.
"You gonna fuck me again?" Prisha pouted. "Fuck me while we talk about my son?"
"Maybe," I said, teasing her hole with my tip. "Does your son know you want to fuck him?" I could have called him "Justin', but I knew what this MILF wanted to hear.
"I don't know," Prisha said. "Maybe. Don't all of you boys know what we want?"
I rowed her body back and forth, her pussy crease slipping along the tip of my prick. I shivered and squirted a drop of pre-cum into her pink well.
"Maybe," I said. "With those bikinis you wear at our private mother/son parties."
Prisha smiled, crimson adding a warm layer to her honey-gold cheeks. "You boys like those?"
I eased Prisha's pussy over half of my knob.
"Uh," she moaned, staring me in the eye. "I guess you--uh--do."
"Whose idea was it to wear the bikinis?"
"We were drinking," Prisha panted. "It was a dare. The idea belongs to all of us, some of us. I don't know which mom suggested it first. Mmm, your dick feels good. I don't--uh--remember."
I had the head and neck of my hard cock inside her twat while the rest of my shaft swelled with a hot, all-to-stiff ache that needed soothing. Even with the water running over us, I was sure I could feel the runnels of her cunny juices flowing down my shaft.
"Your bikinis are all we talk about at the parties," I said. "We talk about them at school, fuck, at practice."
"We see--mmm--you boys staring at our cunts," Prisha said, panting. "Our cameltoes. It makes us wet." She bit her lip as another inch of stiffness slid into her muff. "We get drunk and talk--mmm, fuck me--about how much we--oh--want your dicks inside us."
I moaned and pumped my hips upward, fucking half of my throbbing rod into Prisha's defenseless pussy. She grunted at the sudden invasion of fuck-meat into her little, warm hole.
"Have you tried to seduce your son yet?" I asked, my cock slipping and sloshing through the bulging lips between Prisha's inner thighs.
"Mmm," Prisha said, turning her head and moaning, then looking back at me with a trembling face as I fed her my dick. "I wear--uh--tiny clothes." She gasped as I pulled her pussy down on my cock hard. "I--uh--hug and kiss him a lot! I try to--uh, uh, uh--get him to cuddle with--oh--me!"
She closed her eyes. I held her by her ass and piston-fucked my prick into her for half a dozen strokes, grunting the entire time, her body shaking from my thrusts. When I backed off, I lifted her so that her cunny lips kissed the tip of my prick again.
"What else?" I asked. "What else do you fucking do?"
"I wear small skirts and no panties while his father is home," she whispered. "Tight shorts that hug my pussy--they show off my cameltoe. I tease him without letting his father see me doing it." She shook her head as I slowly pushed my cock back into her until our pubic mounds pressed together. As my cock came to rest in her warm guts, she grunted. "Fuck, I bet you're bigger than my son."
"Does it matter?"
"No," Prisha gasped, shaking her head. "But don't--fuck--show off in front of him if you are. Please?"
"Never," I said, heat warming my cheeks. "Does your son notice how you dress?"
Prisha nodded. "He blushes and has a difficult time talking to me when my nipples are hard, or my pussy is showing for him."
I pulled out of her cunny and pumped back in, the hot water against my skin relaxing my muscles as the heat between Prisha's legs soothed the ache in my shaft. I fucked her slowly, pushing all the way in and turning my hips in a circle, rubbing her cunny from different angles, before I pulled out and then went back in. Prisha's breath came quicker and heavier, a soft panting that matched the throbbing pussy hugs across the length of my shaft.
"Has he ever tried to touch you?" I asked, starting to breathe heavily. "Fuck, your pussy is so fucking hot, momma."
"He hasn't," Prisha said. "But after--oh, yeah--the tanning with your--mother!--he doesn't flinch when I kiss him on the lips goodnight anymore. Oh, fuck, fuck me with that big dick."
I turned the Indian MILF away from the wall, holding her underneath the spray of water. She closed her eyes, tilted her head forward, then opened them, staring into my eyes with an under-lidded pound my fucking pussy hard stare. I bounced her up and down on my cock as I pumped my hips up and down, her titties swaying and shaking as the loud slapping of our groins filled the shower.
"Does your son drink?" I asked.
Prisha shook her head.
"Would you let him?"
She bit her lower lip and whimpered as I sped up, but she managed to nod her head. A glazed, liquid-like film coated her eyes as I pumped her pretty pussy faster, harder, building the tingling within my balls and the heat between her legs.
"I have an idea," I moaned. "After our shower and we move whatever needs moving, we'll--"
"My husband moved everything last night," Prisha whimpered, holding me tight. "I'm going to--mmm--lie about forgetting to fuckin' tell you. Oh, god, I'm gonna come again!"
I groaned and set Prisha down. She whimpered as my cock slipped out of her hole, then gasped as I spun her around and pushed her against the wall. I slid my left arm under her arm, over her breasts, and took hold of her throat. She gasped. I grabbed my cock with my right hand, slid the knob between her thick cheeks, rubbed her asshole as I did, found the juicy pink opening at the bottom of her slit, and fucked my prick into her velvety tightness without finesse.
"Uh, fuck," she grunted. "Fuck!"
"We're going to tan again," I said, moaning. "And wait for your son to come home to catch us."
"Yeah, oh yeah," Prisha said. "Tell me!"
"Wear your smallest, stringiest bikini for him."
"I have a micro bikini--oh fuck, you're fucking me hard, boy."
I grunted and grabbed onto her hip with my right hand. I pushed my cock into her and pulled it out, slapped her ass with my hips, pumped her pussy full of my prick, then spanked her hard, making her ass shake.
"Wear that little fucking bikini," I growled in her ear. "We're going to get your son--"
"Yes!"
"--drunk, and then he's going to fuck you."
"Yes, oh yes, drunk fuckin' incest is the best!"
I shut up and listened to the mother of my friend moan as I pumped her snatch hard enough from behind to make her stand on her toes. She told me how her father used to make her drink before him, and her brothers used to gangbang her. I listened, grinding my cock into her, spanking her ass, getting carried away with how excited her stories--true or not--made me. I reached around her waist, cupped her nearly-hairless pussy, and pressed my fingers against her slit. My cock grazed my fingertips. I pulled them back up, found Prisha's jewel, and circled her love-nub as I humped my cock into her muff with a matching rhythm.
"Uh-uh-uh," Prisha moaned. "Uh, fuck, oh, fuck--yeah! You're fucking my pussy good, Timmy."
"Have you ever been DP'd?" I gasped as the very tip of my dick shivered, and a tingling pulse shot down to my balls.
"Yes," Prisha gasped. "It's so fucking intense!"
"I want to DP you with your son!"
"Yes--fuck yes! Oh god, I'm coming!"
As she came, so did I, and I forgot to pull out of pussy, filling her creamy insides with my hot jizz. I fell back onto the shower's marble-tiled floor, my cock slipping wetly from her gash. Prisha hugged the wall, trembling and gasping, her body wet from head to toe. She turned and looked down at me, her yoga-toned muscles taut from the strain of taking my cock so hard. She widened her stance, pressed her fingers to her pussy lips, and spread those soft folds open. I watched, fascinated as thick globs of my spunk fell from her pussyhole, splattering against the marble before swimming down the drain.
"Holy fuck," I said, "I'm living in a porno."
Prisha laughed. "Do you want to lick the rest out of me?"
I had eaten my own creampie out of my sister before, and so I rose to my knees and opened my mouth, and extended my tongue....
Later, Prisha and I waited in her backyard near the pool. She lay on her back in a lounge chair wearing a bright pink bikini that only covered her nipples, areolas, and inner pussy lips with rectangular bits of cloth. And the floss circling her hips connected above the crack of her ass and disappeared between her round cheeks so that her ass looked naked to the human eye. When her cheeks parted, I could see the sides of her caramel-skinned asshole.
"All of the mothers own a suit or two like this," Prisha said, smiling with her eyes hidden by a pair of pitch-black sunglasses. "And we can't wait to wear them for you boys." She smiled at me. "And thanks to you, we'll soon be able to."
I smiled and waited for Justin to return from wherever the hell he was. According to Prisha and the text she had sent him, he would be arriving home within half an hour.
Timmy out.




#25 Timmy


Getting It On

Prisha's Son
Justin arrived home while I was in the kitchen with a shot of tequila in front of me. The wine from earlier had given me a light buzz since I wasn't much of a drinker. I heard the key in the lock, followed by the turning of the knob, the opening and closing of the door, and then Justin whistling as he walked through his house.
"Who whistles?" I asked myself, staring down at the shot that was sure to push me that buzzed cliff and into real drunkenness. I gave a little whistle. I was going to need that shot.
"Hey, Mom--oh shit, fuck!" Justin said off to my left. "Jesus!"
I turned my head, looking in his direction. I smiled. He didn't seem aware that I was wearing a pair of his father's boardshorts.
"You scared the shit out of me," Justin said, shaking his head. "What are you doing here?" He was wearing a pair of dark blue basketball shorts and a tight red T-shirt.
I shrugged and said, "I thought you needed help moving some furniture."
"We moved everything last night," Justin said, shaking his head. "My mom was supposed to text your mom or something."
I shook my head, saying, "No one told me, so here I am."
"Where's my mom?"
I nodded toward the sliding glass door leading to the backyard. Prisha lay outside, face down on a lounge chair. Her caramel skin didn't yet glisten with oil, but it still looked smooth and firm from where I stood.
"So, what are you still doing here?" Justin said. "You should have called me. I was playing pick-up games at the park."
I took a deep breath. "Your mom asked me if I'd put some lotion on her," I said, using a quiet but firm voice. "Like last time, remember?"
I looked at Justin.
He turned his head toward the backyard. We were the same age, but at that moment, he looked much younger than me... innocent. He looked back at me, his eyes shifting downward. He nodded. "I remember. Is your mom here?"
"No." I sighed. "I was hoping you wouldn't be home for a while. Your mom told me to make myself a drink and to bring her one too."
"She did?" He looked up at me, his eyes narrowing. "Why?"
"She said I looked nervous." I licked my lips. "She said my nervousness reminded her of you whenever she walked around in a bikini." I looked back at my shot as my heartbeat rose. "Your mom--Prisha--said she didn't want me to be nervous around her when we were alone."
"Why'd she say that?"
I shrugged, then said, "Don't know, but I'm going to find out."
Justin lowered his head to his left, brows narrowing, lips twisting.
"Do you notice something about our moms?" I asked, grabbing a second shot glass on the counter from behind the bottle of tequila. I filled it as I spoke. "Not just our moms, but all of the wrestling moms?"
Justin looked to the side and shrugged.
"Yeah, you do," I said, sliding the shot of tequila over to him. "You notice something." The liquor rippled, with some splashing over the rim as it came to a stop in front of him. "What do you notice about them?"
About a minute passed before Justin mumbled, "They're friendly with us."
"Not friendly," I said, picking up my shot glass. "Our moms are flirty with us. All of us. Cheers with me--to flirty moms."
Justin's hand rose, dropped, then rose again. He uncurled his fingers, keeping them in a C shape as he reached for his glass. When his fingers were almost around the glass, I added, "And to their desires," to my toast. Justin's hand pulled back a couple of inches.
"Drink the shot," I urged him in a whisper, leaning forward. "Your Mom's wearing a micro bikini with a low-cut pair of panties. I can see some of her landing strip when she's facing me."
He shot a sharp look in my direction.
"I know you've seen your mother's pubes when she wears a skirt around the house." The heat beneath my skin turned my cheeks red. "No panties, right, when your dad is home?" Sweat began to push through the pores at the edge of my hairline. "You can't tell me you don't like looking at your mother's meaty pussy."
Justin's face, beneath his very light caramel skin--a combination of his mother's Indian heritage and his father's German, I think--reddened.
"I," I said, "love looking at my mother's pussy whenever she's willing to show it." I took my shot, enjoying the burning sensation as the tequila rushed downward through my throat. "And my sister's."
Oh, fuck, I thought. If this doesn't work, I'm going to have to kill Justin!
I poured another shot of tequila for myself. "If you don't want to touch your mother, you can jerk off while I touch her for you." I held out my shot glass. "Deal?"
Justin swallowed. His fingers curled around his glass as he looked up at me. His eyes seemed to tremble, and his hand shook. I eased my shot glass forward, moving as slowly as I could, moving closer to him, then closer, then closer.... Justin pushed his glass toward mine. The rims collided, spilling tequila, but we had more than enough to seal our fates to one another.
Poolside
I managed to get Justin to take one more shot. No one on the wrestling team was much of a drinker--Roy may have been--but the rest of us spent a lot of time managing our weight, even in the offseason. It's easier to stay in shape than getting back into shape, our coaches loved to tell us.
We didn't go outside for another ten minutes, but that's because we had to figure out what kind of drink to make for Justin's mom. After five minutes of reading through a bartender's guide, Justin finally said, "I can make her a piña colada. That's what"--he cleared his throat--"she taught me to make her when Dad's not around the house."
"Why didn't you say so ten minutes ago?" I asked. "Here I am, getting a degree in mixology when you already know how your mother likes it." I tossed the bartender's guide we had found at the kitchen bar back onto the counter. "Mix away...."
At the patio door, Justin hesitated. I had to reach for the handle, but before I opened it, I said, "I know you know what your mother wants from you."
Justin looked at me. His eyes held a slight tequila glaze.
We are lightweights, I thought, then said, "You don't have to do anything, but all of the wrestling moms want something from us. All of them. If your mom can't get it from you, then she's going to get it from the team." I tilted my head. "Who would you rather have give it to her, you, or us?"
"Open the door," he said, his voice trembling and trailing off at the end.
I swear I could see his heart beating through his chest as I slid the door open.
"Boys," Prisha said, turning and head. "Just in time. Take off your shirts and get some sun, and you can't say no to Mommy."
So much for acting surprised to see Justin with me, I thought as I took off my shirt. Justin followed my lead.
Prisha pushed herself up from her lounge chair, turning to sit before standing up. Today's micro bikini was smaller than the black one she had worn when my mother and I had arrived early for the team-building party. It was nothing more than pink dental floss and narrow, rectangular patches of see-through cloth covering her thick nipples up top and only her caramel slit down below. When I say only her caramel slit, I meant only her slit. The meaty portions of her outer labia lay uncovered, as did most of her small, dark-haired landing strip. Back up top, the bikini only covered her nipples, leaving the outer edges of her dark areolas bare. God, her yoga-toned body looked sexier in that bikini than it had naked inside the house.
(Or maybe I just liked to see a partially dressed woman attempting to hide her sexy bits.)
"Here, boys," Prisha said, turning to the side and revealing the profile of her thick ass to us. She grabbed the bottle of suntan oil sitting on the table next to her chair. "Put this on me so that I don't burn."
I wanted to laugh. The idea had been to seduce her son, not assume he was ready for her pussy. Justin had run away the last time. But, when I looked at Justin now, I saw the fascination in his brown eyes, some red in his light, honey-colored skin, and a growing lump in his shorts that he didn't seem to be able to control.
Fucking tequila, I thought. We should pass it around at our next team party. But what did that say about me, the man who had needed no alcohol in his system to fall in love with his sister?
"Here, Mom," Justin said, pushing the drink toward his mother.
"Oh, baby, thank you," she said, stepping forward to hug her son. Their arms opened wide. Justin had a bit of stiffness to him, but that melted away as his mother pressed her big tits into his body. She took the drink, and he took the oil, then she lay down again as Justin moved to her left side.
I sat down on the right side of the lounge chair.
He looked at me, mouthing the question, "What now?"
What now? What the fuck did he mean "what now?"
I nodded at the bottle, then jerked my head toward his mother's back. Justin tossed his head back in an oh, yeah, duh moment. He took his time uncapping the bottle with slow-moving fingers. Too slow. Each rotation lasted a lifetime. His eyes stayed locked on his mother's back.
Hurry up, I thought, ready to reach across and snake the bottle from him, but, finally, after forever, he twisted the cape off. With a shaky hand, he held the bottle over his mom's shoulders, tilted it sideways, and poured a stream of thick liquid onto her back.
That a boy, I thought as the oil brought a shine to Prisha's skin.
As willing as Justin was, he still didn't quite know what to do. I had to place my hand on his mother's right shoulder and rub, rowing my thumbs across her skin as I curled my fingertips into her muscles. Justin followed suit, mimicking me the way a child would his father when learning how to shave. A part of me slipped away, moving upward and over us, watching us freely molest Justin's mom in real-time.
You're not here to join in, my out-of-body self told me. You're here to open the door for your friends and their mothers, but you don't have to follow them over the threshold.
"Oh, yeah," Prisha moaned as Justin moved his hand down her back. "Right there, baby."
Justin pushed harder into her skin, bringing out a long purr that had Prisha opening her legs. I eased up on the pressure I was touching her with, slowing down as Justin spread the oil over his mother's back and sides. His fingers brushed the outer swells of her tits, shy at first, teasing the beginnings of their outward bulge, then venturing further as she uttered sensual moans that bordered on obscene.
Yet, despite Justin's new enthusiasm, I still had to guide his hands down to her mother's waist. I did so by moving lower, then up, then lower until he followed my lead. I ran my fingers over her floss-like waistband, then under, pulling it away from her skin, and he mirrored my movements with a lighter touch now that things were about to get serious.
I nodded at the oil. Justin picked it up, holding the nozzle over his mother's ass. Her round cheeks curved upward, not outward, and the string riding her crack disappeared between those two hills at the start of her back only to reappear at her perineum, widening into a half-inch strip of cloth that held her pussy crease in its protective hands. Justin poured the oil. His mother moaned as her crack filled with the slippery, lubricating liquid.
I raised my left hand with my forefinger extended, pointing it at the pussy bulge between his mother's thighs. I loved how I could reach a woman's pussy from every angle as if God had known a man should be able to fuck a woman from every angle.
God bless pussy, I thought as Justin poured the oil onto the meat of his mother's cunny. I stared, trance-like, at her slit as the oil turned the gusset of her microkini see-through. Her bald, naked pussy lips sang to me....
Together, we massaged her ass cheeks, pushing our fingertips into her round cheeks with enough force to leave comet trails across her brown skin. I looked at Justin, who started at his mother's ass with a strange fascination. I ran my right fingers beneath the waistline of her panties once again, stopping at the start of her crack, and lifted the string between her thick cheeks upward.
Justin sighed.
I gave the string a long tug, pulling the gusset of Prisha's panties hard against her muff, giving her a pussy-wedgie that made my balls tingle.
"Ooh," Prisha whispered. She spread her thighs. The motion made her ass cheeks tremble from side to side. "Everywhere, Justin. Oil Mommy everywhere."
I pulled Prisha's G-string to the right, hooking it over her cheek. Her exposed crack shined with oil, making my cock throb. The cum in my nuts stirred, shaking and quaking and looking for a way out of my sack. But she's not your mother, I thought. This is for her and Justin.
Maybe so, but I could enjoy myself a little. I ran my left hand down Prisha's thigh as Justin slid his hands onto his mother's cheeks, grasping them hard. As his mother moaned, I ran a hand down her thigh and the other up her side, not stopping until I had cupped her tit from below. She moaned as Justin slid his thumbs into the crack of her ass. He pushed upward, forcing a wave of oil through the valley between her buns, the excess spreading over her tailbone. Back down went his thumbs, stopping at his mother's asshole. When he pulled her cheeks apart, his thumbs pressing hard against the rim of her little butthole, he spread her pucker open to the size of a dime.
"Uhng, fuck," Prisha groaned as her circular rosebud stretched.
My fingertips feathered the edges of the cloth that was hugging her slit. I slid them around the edges, brushing her pussy lips, then I pulled the cloth to the right, hooking it in the small hollow between her thigh and labia. Looking down at her vulnerable pussy slit, with her son right next to me, brought a healthy wad of precum from my shaft. I played with her caramel pussy lips; the dewy crescents extended just beyond her outer folds. I looked at Justin, then he looked at me and nodded. As I stiffened my middle and forefinger and pushed them into his mother's creamy cunny hole, Justin looked down at my fingers and moaned.
"Oh, boys," Prisha whimpered. "Oh, god. Justin, baby, I need to suck--oh--your cock." She moaned as my fingers sank into her wet pinkness to their last knuckles. "Justin, fuck, give Mommy that dick."
"Go," I whispered at him as I slowly pumped his mother's cunny from behind. She spread her legs wide, forcing Justin and me to get off the lounge as her knees extended over the sides and her feet hit the ground. She pushed herself up onto her hands, stopping in a doggy-style-like crouch, and looked over her shoulder at her son with a pouty expression. "Justin, give her your fucking dick."
He blinked several times, his eyes fighting the need to watch my fingers slipping through his mother's hairless clamshell. I pulled my fingers out of Prisha's wet pussy. My fingers came away soaked in her cunny honey. A thick string of her juices created a glittering bridge between my fingertips and her pussy lips. I flung the juice onto Justin's stomach with a wave of my fingers, and he finally broke eye contact with his mother's pussy and scrambled toward her mouth.
I slipped my finger back inside Justin's mother. She grimaced with pleasure, one of those faces that let you know she's been penetrated. I thought of the faces my beautiful, blonde sister made whenever I spread her pussy open with my dick and filled her with my meat... it looked like pain, but it was nothing but pleasure. Too bad my sister wasn't here; I bet she'd love to watch.
Justin's mom opened her mouth as she looked up at her son. She kept her hands on the lounge chair, her muscles tensing, back arching. I kept one hand full of her tit, squeezing and caressing, pulling down on her nipple while giving the thick, puckered bud a stretch. Justin licked his lips as he put his hands on his waist.
"Show me, baby," Prisha said, lowering her gaze to her son's cock.
Justin's trimmed brown pubes came into view as he pushed down his shorts. His shaft came next. It wasn't as thick as mine, but he had a good size to his cock. Justin wasn't small. Maybe he was above average, with a thick, circumcised head covered in precum. When his waistband cleared his knob, it sprung upward. Precum leaped from his piss slit, spinning end over end until it collided with his mother's right cheek.
"Oh, baby, you have a beautiful cock," his mother whispered, her voice distant and hungry. Before Justin could react, she tilted her head and swallowed the crown of his cock. He gasped, bending forward as he found his balance.
I pushed my fingers deep into Prisha's pussy from behind. Standing at her side like I was, it was easy for me to slide my other hand down her body. I left a trail of slipper oil across her stomach and mound as I cupped her pussy from the front. My middle finger pressed down on her clit from above while my ring and forefinger squished her pearl from the sides, making her squeal around her son's rock-hard, teen fuck-stick. As she sucked him, I finger-fucked her wetly, matching my motions to her cock-sucking mouth. She never used her hands, only sliding her mouth over her son's cock, sucking hard on his shaft, bringing him closer to her so she could take him down to his cum-filled balls.
"Oh, shit, fuck, Mom," Justin moaned, placing his hands on his mother's shoulders as his body trembled above her.
"Mmm, um, mmm, mmm, um," Prisha murmured around the slurping noises she uttered as she gave her son a sloppy-wet BJ.
When Justin finally nutted in her mouth, Prisha came, her pussy tightening on my fingers as she sucked her son's jizz down into her tummy. After, we headed inside, though I walked behind the mother and son pair. At the stairway, I held back, watching as mother and son stopped to press their lips against each other. They continued upstairs, seeming not to notice that I had stayed behind.
"They don't need me ruining this moment for them," I said, looking down at my raging cock. "But we need to get you some more pussy."
I changed back into my clothes, found my phone, and texted Diana.
Can you pick me up, I sent to her.
A moment later, my phone rang. I swiped YES to the call.
"Did everything work out?" Diana asked. "Is Prisha getting son-fucked right now?"
"Yeah," I said.
"Tell me about it while I get dressed."
So I did.
A Quickie with Sis
When Diana pulled into Prisha's driveway, she was wearing a size-to-small, white T-shirt that hugged her titties so tightly the threads had stretched thin and nothing else. Her seatbelt had pulled the hem of her shirt around her waist, revealing her naked hip and ass cheek, her bare thigh, and the triangle of hairless, white flesh between her thighs. She spread her legs as I entered the car.
"So you didn't want to stay for a threesome?" she asked, teasing me a little. "Or did they really kick you out?"
Earlier, while I had described my afternoon with Prisha to my sister, Diana had played with herself, moaning over the phone as she made me go into nasty, naughty, pornographic detail of what it was like to fuck my friend's mom.
"It didn't feel right," I said. "Maybe I'll stay for a threesome in the future and take some pictures for you, but this was Justin's time."
"Aw," Diana pouted. "Does my little brother need some pussy, then?"
"Yes," I said. "More than some, if you know where I can find any."
Diana smiled, biting her lower lip, and shaking her head.
Several minutes later, we sat parked behind the nearest strip mall liquor store with the passenger seat pushed and tilted all the way back with Diana straddling my lap. Her wet, teenage pussy kissed my shaft in a desperate grip as her lips slid up and down my throbbing pole, suction-cupping my rock-hard, incest-craving fuck-stick. We had the windows down, and some people smoking watched us from several stores away, but we didn't give a shit if they watched. They could have pulled out their cocks and jerked off--we wouldn't have cared.



"That MILF whore better have fucked you good," Diana moaned against my mouth as she squeezed my cock with her pussy muscles. "Do you understand?"
"Yeah," I panted, holding onto her firm ass while having my fingers buried in her crack. The middle finger of my right hand was buried in the depths beyond the snug rim of her little asshole. I could feel my dick sliding in and out of her pussy as she bounced on my sister-loving cock
God, I loved my sister so much.
"You better understand," Diana said, licking my ear. "That's--oh, fuck--the price those old bitches have to pay, little brother." Diana whimpered several times as I wiggled my finger in her bum, the tip pressing against the underside of my shaft through her fascia tissue. I was really getting up and into her hot, anal chute. "I told Mom--oh, god, keep wiggling your finger in my butt--that if they want your--fuck--help, those MILFs have to pay for it with their pussies. Those hot bitches belong to us now."
I tightened my hands on my sister's ass and started a hard, wet-and-slushy pussy-pounding through her pink slash. After she had left a creamy mess in my lap, I kept fucking her until I had filled her family-friendly twat full of my seed. As we panted together, breathing hard and not caring about the guys watching us from a distance, Diana stroked my hair.
"See, little brother," Diana whispered to me. "I take care of what's mine. Now, thank me for all the MILF pussy you're going to get in the coming weeks."
"Thank you," I whispered, snuggling my face against her neck.
"No," Diana whispered, slipping away my softening cock and out of the car, where she opened the passenger-side door. "Not with words. Thank me with your mouth."
Outside, she took off her shirt before getting into the back seat and tucking it under her ass as she lay down for me. Uttering a soft, breathless laugh, I raised the back of my seat and slid out of the car. I joined my sister in the back, where she spread and lifted her legs, giving me the splayed wet seam of her pussy to feast on. I lowered my mouth to her sweet, vanilla-slick cunny and ate my cream out of her pie.
Timmy Out.

* * * * *
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#26 Timmy

Pussy, Pussy, Everywhere
Monday
I awoke Monday morning in my sister's bed, both of us naked, with me on my back and Diana half-thrown across the left side of my body. Her left arm lay across my chest, and she had hooked her left leg around mine, the heat of her pussy spreading across my thigh. What a way to wake up, yet my eyelids tried to stay shut. Despite my body trying to sink deeper into the bed, my morning wood still found the energy to pitch a tent before sunrise.
"Mmm," Diana mumbled when I turned toward her, poking her abdominals with the tip of my cock. "Go see Mom if you need a fuck"—she puckered her lips against mine between her words—"but come back to my bed when you're finished." She slid her left hand down my body, her fingers sliding around my cock in an underhand grip. "I've got plans for this beast at school today."
Another kiss from her landed on my lips, this one wetter than before, then I slid from her bed with my eyes half open. I grabbed my phone from her nightstand, checking the time. Abbey wouldn't be up for at least another hour. I unlocked my sister's bedroom door by the light of my phone, opened it with a soundless turning of the knob, and shuffled into the hallway, wearing nothing but my erection. I closed the door as quietly as I had opened it, then I walked down the hallway to my mother's room.
Speaking of mothers, I had spent Sunday morning and afternoon with Mrs. Nguyen, the petite, black-haired mother of Kevin, another wrestler on my team. She looked like Maggie Q, no more than forty-two years old, with a hard body that wasn't overly cut, long, swan-like limbs, and a waxed muff that had cooked my cock in a tiny and tight MILF oven that had sucked on my cock with all the force of a woman's hungry mouth.
Mrs. Nguyen had paid me for helping her seduce her son in the same way Prisha had paid me for getting her son between her legs. Mrs. Nguyen drank a little. I didn't, and I quickly learned this hottie enjoyed sucking a big, hard cock as sloppily as she could. Wet-wet-wet! She wouldn't let go. The only way I could get her smooth pussy in my mouth was to sixty-nine her lean little body. When she wasn't sucking my cock, her dream-like, playful drunkenness kept her reaching for my fuck-stick every chance she got. I didn't mind her enthusiasm one bit.
Some ass and pussy licking led to a standup doggy-style fuck, with her wearing a nearly see-through, knee-length house dress with long slits up the sides that started above her pantyless hips. I pulled the dress up her body, throwing the excess material onto her shoulders. I didn't fuck around as I grabbed my spit-soaked cock and poked her pussy hard with the tip, shoving my rod up her snatch in one long, cunny-widening thrust.
Mrs. Nguyen groaned as I opened her up, then whimpered and whined as I fucked her cute, cock-gripping cunt hard. When I had her panting and nearly out of breath, begging me to come, I left her small butt covered in my jizz. As my creamy seed rested on her little buns, I rubbed sticky nectar between her cheeks, between her legs, and anywhere else on her skin I could reach, using my cock as a paintbrush. She left her nearly see-through dress on after that fuck, even when her son had come back from wherever he had gone—playing pickup ball at the park, I think, I don't remember, don't care, neither.
It hadn't been hard to convince Kevin to jump into his bed with his mother. I think he had been hoping for it, maybe expecting it—Justin was one of his best friends. I stayed with the mother/son couple long past the moment we dropped a load of jizz on Mrs. Nguyen's face as Kevin stood right next to me, doing the same, his mom looking up at us with her tongue out and her small hands caressing our balls.
I spent Sunday night with Diana, telling her about every naughty thing Kevin and I made his mother do, from the double blowjob to spit-roasting the horny bitch. Now though, it was Monday morning, about five a.m. I pushed my mother's bedroom door open. I didn't bother with the lights as I closed her door with a soft clicking sound. Stepping carefully to her bed, I felt for the edge of her mattress, bumped it, then crawled onto it. The mattress creaked. Mom made a sound as she woke and welcomed me between the legs of her silky pajama pants.
Before long, I had my palms planted on either side of my mother's shoulders and my hips pressed against her naked inner thighs. Her pajama pants and silky, wet panties lay on the floor somewhere, though her button-up pajama shirt still covered her body. I rocked my hips forward and back, slipping my thick rod into the tightness of her bald pussy meat, her outer folds swelling wetly around my shaft—baking my cock in heat.
Mom moaned louder than I thought she would have with Abbey home, but if it didn't bother her, it didn't bother me. After we came, I slid my cock from her creamy snatch with a loud plop that made Mom laugh. I left her messy between her legs as I walked naked, but silently, back to Diana's room, opening the door as quietly as I could, and closing it the same way. I locked it before I eased myself back into my older sister's bed. Before I closed my eyes, Diana had draped herself over the left side of my body once again.

* * * * *
I was downstairs when Mom left for work. Diana and Abbey were upstairs, doing something in her room. I gave Mom a long tongue kiss goodbye, then went and made breakfast for Diana and Abbey—I hadn't seen much of my little sister since she had watched Diana kiss me last Friday. I didn't cook anything special, not that I could, just some scrambled eggs and French toast, Diana's favorite breakfast, which I was getting pretty good at making.
When they came downstairs, I had to clear my throat when I saw what she had done to Abbey. My tomboy sister wasn't wearing a cap this morning, nor was she dressed in jeans and a T-shirt. She was wearing a dress—a fucking dress! A little white sundress that buttoned down the front to the middle of her limber, coltish thighs. Two thin straps hung over her small shoulders, showing off her smooth muscles and surprising strength. Her short hair looked messy but stylish; its wild look was no accident. Pink blush and other colors brightened her skin and light freckles, and whatever eyeliner Diana had used on her brought out the blue of her eyes.
When Abbey saw me looking at her, she dropped her eyes to the floor and hurried to her chair, mumbling a quiet "Morning" to me that sounded a little breathy.
Diana came strolling in behind our little sister, wearing tight, black, camel-toe-showing yoga pants that clung to her lean legs and a long, tight sweater that would just hide her ass if she hadn't had it gathered around her waist at the moment. She strolled over to me, saying, "Morning, little brother," then leaned into me. Her puckered lips touched mine in a series of playful morning smooches that normal siblings would never share before she went to the table to eat her French toast.
I grabbed the glasses of ice-cold milk I had placed in the freezer for us and joined my sisters at the table. Abbey didn't look at me, but I could tell she wanted to beneath her crimson-flushed cheeks.
"Doesn't Abbey look pretty this morning?" Diana asked me as I sat down to eat. "If you think she does, you should tell her."
I looked at my smiling older sister. Her blue eyes sparkled with amusement. "You look very pretty this morning, Abbey," I said, my voice a little too cheery and friendly. Yet, even so, I saw Abbey's flat chest puff outward with a sudden, deep breath. "You're going to make a lot of girls jealous today."
"And a lot of boys nervous," Diana said, giving Abbey a puckered-lipped air kiss. "You are so much prettier than me. Aren't you going to say thank you to our brother?"
Abbey's cheeks reddened until I thought she was about to catch fire. She tried to say thank you, she really did, but she never managed to get the words out of her mouth.
The Fuck-Room
Lunchtime.
In the fuck-room.
In the drama theater—which now seemed to be where every female volleyball player in the school preferred to eat lunch—I had my sister facing the light bulb-lined mirrors where the actresses put on their makeup before a show. She had one hand on the counter and the other pressed hard against the mirror, bracing herself against my thrusting cock, her breath coming out in puffs of rough air every time my balls spanked her clit.
My sister had rolled her yoga pants beneath her butt the moment she entered the room, her round, muscular, and meaty cheeks seeming to explode from the pants. (Her ass did look better, hard as that was to believe, as if she were getting ready to start posting G-string butt shots on Instagram for a living.) Diana hadn't worn any panties to school. Beneath her sweater, she hadn't bothered with a shirt or bra, so it was the easiest thing in the world for me to run my hands up her abs, over her ribs, and cup her big, beautiful teen tits. I used them as handholds as I slid my honey-covered cock into the smallness of her pink pussy pie.
Lana, her Vietnamese/Polish friend with the black hair and natural blue eyes, her mixed features giving her an exotic flavor, was with us today—in the room. She didn't have a phone in her hand. After she watched us for the first five minutes of our fucking, I watched her in the mirror as she pulled off her sweater-shirt and pushed her half-bra down to her sternum, letting her big fucking breast mounds bulge freely from her chest. She walked to us, my eyes following her in the mirror.
"Look at me," Diana said, breathing hard as I pumped my dick through her juicy twat. "Keep looking—uh—into my fucking eyes." Her lower lip trembled as I touched her insides deep, pushing my knob into her soft guts. "Lana can do whatever she wants to you—whatever she wants—and don't you fucking come until I say you can. Understand?"
I swallowed the moisture in my mouth as I looked at my sister's reflection in the mirror. I met her eyes and nodded, saying, "I understand."
"Good boy," Lana said, slapping my ass, which lay exposed above my pants that I had dropped to the middle of my thighs. My shirt lay on the makeup station next to us.
Our lunch break was forty-five minutes long. Diana and Lana had their fifth period off. I didn't, so I didn't know what took place between them and the other two volleyball players that joined them in our fuck-room after I had left, but, for the remainder of lunch, I did my best not to come until my sister had given me permission.
It hadn't been easy.
Lana spent most of the next half hour kissing my back and shoulders, running her hands up and down my sides as she pressed her thick nippled, pink-tipped breasts into my back. She nibbled my shoulders, held my sides, and ran her hands over my ass. Lana reached between my legs from behind to massage my balls, using a firm caress that had me squirting precum into my sister's snatch with every wet stroke through Diana's narrow cunny channel. With ten minutes left till the bell, Lana's lips traveled over my hard ass cheeks. With five minutes left, her tongue found the crack of my ass. With one minute left, her tongue circled my rim. She spent the last thirty seconds of lunch French kissing my asshole as I gasped, sighed, and whimpered—my sack buzzing with the cum I needed to spray up my sister's snatch.
I barely broke eye contact with Diana during this time. The intensity in her eyes, her coy smiles, her wide-open lips as her cheeks turned pink, her moans, and her throbbing pussy walls were as hard to ignore as Lana toying with my body. It wasn't until Diana's third orgasm, with Lana's tongue buried up my asshole, that my sister panted, "Bust that nut in me, little brother. Give this pussy your cum."
A surge of pleasure rolled through my thighs, exploding outward with a body-shaking cry. My cum left me in one long river of jizz as soft, breathless "oh-oh-oh" moans left my lungs. I slid my cock up my sister's wet snatch to the balls, grinding my meat inside her while my jizz poured from me. My crotch was a wet mess of creamy pussy juice by the time lunch ended. Lucky for me, Diana always brought a towel or two into the fuck-room with us.
On my way to my next class, two of my sister's friends and varsity teammates, seniors, walked past me with a smile as I headed out of the room. Donna and Kimber were their names, white and black, tall and lean, with the kind of tight meat on their bodies that jiggled when they bounced up and down on the court. The funny-strange-awkward thing was that neither Lana nor my sister had bothered to get dressed. More of my sister's friends had gathered in the auditorium, smiling at me from the gallery as I left. Others laughed, and some said, "Goodbye, Timmy," drawing out my name and sounding like schoolgirls teasing people with a cry of "Ooh, we know who you like." Their voices sent goosebumps rising across my shoulders.
Later that year, I discovered that MILFs weren't the only women who preferred wrestlers, orgies, and incest to an ordinary sex life.
Tuesday
Diana took pity on me. Exhaustion had me by the balls. Wrestling practices are no joke, and fucking for hours every day can wear a young man and his dick out. Instead of spending our lunch in the fuck-room, my sister treated me to lunch at an off-campus place where many of our peers ate. By the way she looked at me from across the table while holding my hand, everyone had to know that my sister was in love with me. (My eyes kept darting around the hole-in-the-wall burger joint, but I didn't catch anyone staring at us.) Some guys gave me envious looks. Some girls gave Diana the same, but I never got the impression that anyone thought our brother/sister relationship was strange. Thank you, Pornhub?
That night, after practice, I wrestled with Abbey in the backward. Diana had bought her a pair of nylon workout shorts—pussy hugging booty shorts—that left the edges of my younger sister's butt exposed and a nylon sports bra that didn't quite cover the bottoms swells of the small bumps on her flat chest. We wrestled after Diana said maybe Abbey didn't have a boyfriend because she wasn't used to the feeling of a real man on top of her. While that made our little sister blush, she still grabbed me by the hand, dragging me into the backyard for a rough workout.
Mom, eating at the dining room table, watched Abbey pull me toward the backyard's sliding glass door. She looked at us with an unreadable expression that turned thoughtful. After a deep breath, she said, "Have fun," with a smile, then she went back to eating.
After Abbey went to bed that night, Diana told me, "Go kiss Mom goodnight, then come to bed with me." So I did, kissing my mother between her legs. Before turning off the lights in Diana's room, I did the same for my sister, only with her hands tied behind her back and a blindfold around her eyes. I licked her front and back, ate her cum, then went to sleep with her body half-thrown over my left side.
Wednesday
Another MILF day.
This time Mom and I went to dinner after practice with my teammate Gary and his thick, blonde mother, Michelle. Michelle drove. At dinner, our moms flirted with us; teased us—anyone watching probably thought we were on a double date. After, we drove to an ice cream shop on a hill. We ate our cones in Michelle's Ford Expedition at the far end of the parking lot beneath some trees, looking over the city lights through her tinted windows. Soft music played on her speakers. Sometime during the night, Mom spilled some ice cream between the open halves of her cotton tracksuit, the ice sliding down between her breasts.
"Timmy, baby," Mom whispered, her voice giving me goosebumps. "Would you clean Mommy up . . . with your tongue?"
Mom turned toward me (we were in the backseat) and slid my tongue between her tits. As the ice cream melted, I pushed her jacket open, finding her wearing a shelf bra that gave me easy access to her nipples. After taking one into my mouth, loud sucking filled the car.
"Mmm, isn't that a nice thing for a son to do to his mother?" Michelle whispered from the front.
It wasn't long before the four of us gave that Expedition's suspension a workout, with Michelle riding her son in the passenger seat and me fucking my mother in the middle seat. I had my mother's butt hanging off the seat, her body folded, and her ankles on my shoulders. Mom's nice, fat pussy lay squished between her thighs as I fed her my thickness, all lubed up from the honey between her thighs. Gary came first (quick and fast), but he got it up again through the magic of incest. That's what I thought when I heard his mother say, "Oh, god, you're still hard, baby." (There's something about incest that keeps a young man's boner as stiff as stone.)
Michelle still had to pay me for helping her get some family cock, so we swung by her house to drop her son off before heading back to the school to pick up Mom's car. (Gary was supposed to tell his father why his mother hadn't cooked dinner that night, though he had to find a better reason than "I was feeding Mom my meat.") I hope he came up with something good.
Back at the school, next to Mom's car, Mom sat next to us in Michelle's SUV as Michelle faced forward and rode my cock in the backseat. I sat in the center seat while Michelle held onto the front seats' shoulders, using them to help her ride my wet dick. Every minute or so, Mom would stop us, pull my cock from Michelle's pussy as Michelle half-stood in the SUV, her legs straining as Mom sucked my dick clean of her cunny juices, then Michelle would ride my dick for another minute, grunting from the effort. After Michelle and I came, Mom did something that surprised me—she pushed Michelle into the corner of the door and the seat and ate my cum out of the MILF's twat.
"I've never done this with a woman," Michelle panted, sounding panicked.
That got me hard enough to fuck my mother from behind as Michelle moaned out another orgasm.
At home, I wrestled with Abbey again at Abbey's insistence. She had been lying on the couch with Diana behind her, spoon fashion. I didn't even have time to shower. My little sister was more aggressive than usual that night, especially after my hand slipped once or twice across certain parts of her body that I had never touched before. (And my hands really had slipped. Thank god had I had gotten off twice that night already.)
Thursday
Diana and I were back in the fuck-room, enjoying our version of lunch. I was leaning against the vanity counter that ran around the room's walls. I had my ass and palms braced against the edge of the counter. My sister was on her knees behind me, kneeling on the counter, with Lana's phone in her hand, showing me pictures of her best friend in all her lewd, nude beauty. Lana, on the other hand, was on her knees in front of me with her half-Asian mouth bobbing up and down my long cock.
"She's a hot bitch, isn't she?" Diana whispered in my ear. "She has a warm little pussy, too, that's very small on the inside. She's all snug, little brother. So fucking snug."
"Mmm, um, mmm," Lana moaned as she gobbled down my cock. "Mmm!"
"Do you want to fuck my best friend, little brother?"
I moaned and said, "If you let me."
Diana bit my ear, rubbing her tits against my back. She had her shirt on, but she had pulled the front over her head and was now wearing it like a shrug sweater or a shawl. Lana had taken her shirt off before dropping down to her knees in front of me. Whenever she needed a breather, she'd pull her mouth from my cock with a wet plop and take several deep breaths. As she did this, she'd surround my cock with the two round pillows on her chest that she called tits and bounce her body up and down.



"Tell her," Diana whispered into my ear. "Tell her she's a sexy bitch."
"Ah, fuck," I moaned, looking down at Lana's head. She didn't look up at me. "You're a sexy bitch, Lana. Fuck—oh, fuck—I've always thought so."
"You ever jerk off to her?" Diana asked, licking my earlobe. "You ever beat your meat to my best friend's tasty pussy treat?"
"Yeah," I gasped.
"Did you think it would piss me off?" Diana whispered, kissing my ear.
"Yeah," I gasped.
My sister laughed, then whispered, "Would you fuck her hard and pretend that you were punishing me for being such a bitchy sister?"
I moaned, nodding my head.
"Good," Diana whispered, licking my lobe again.
"Mmm, mmm, mmm," Lana moaned, listening to us and sucking my dick harder as she rolled her tongue wetly around my glans.
Diana continued swiping left on Lana's screen, showing me pictures of Lana wearing a little T-shirt that barely covered her breasts and a bright white thong that stood out against the darker tone of her ass crack and outer pussy lips. She showed me pictures of her friend's asshole, the sexy crinkles, a stray hair that looked sexy as fuck on her otherwise smooth skin. In some, Lana wore cat ears and a tail that hung around her waist, no butt plug. In others, she had been tied up, blindfolded, ball-gagged, and had sound-dampening muffs over her ears.
"Jesus, Diana," I said, panting. "You took all of these?"
"Some," Diana whispered, kissing my neck. "Her uncle took the rest." She licked my earlobe. "Don't worry, little brother; I wasn't there for those. As long as you're a good boy for me, I promise your cock will be the only meat I feed my pussy when she's hungry."
"Diana," I gasped, shooting some precum down Lana's throat.
Diana swiped left again, only this time, instead of a half-dressed Lana showing off the soft swells of her labia, it was her tall and willowy younger-by-a-month cousin on the screen, wearing a schoolgirl uniform that looked a little too small for her. I didn't really know Vicki. I knew of her, but I had never talked to her.
"Oops," Diana whispered. "How'd that one get in there?" She kissed my ear. "You know, Abbey and Vicki are kinda friends."
Did I know that? I didn't think I did . . . did I?
She swiped left again. This time Vicki had her coat undone. She was looking into the camera with her big, innocent, half-Asian eyes. Her brown-blonde hair curved around her face in long strands with short bangs cutting across her forehead. "Oh, no, another one."
Lana cupped my balls, pulled her mouth from my cock, and flicked her tongue over my mushroom in a series of fast licks that left me panting. Her next move was to jerk me off, stopping to slap the underside of my glans against her tongue, then she took me into her mouth again—all the way down. Even a rough-throated, wet gag didn't stop her from circling her lips around the base of my prick.
Diana swiped left as Lana massaged my balls.
Vicki's white undershirt was undone and pulled open, revealing her light skin and the clasp of her white bra. She had undone the bra for the next picture. The cups had fallen away from her small tits, toward her arms, but her shirt still hid her breasts to their inner edges. Vicki had her hands on her pleated skirt; her fingers curled into the fabric as she stared into the camera with a nervous, self-conscious expression.
"Isn't she cute?" Diana asked. "She's eighteen now, so she's legal."
Lana sped up the pace of her cock sucking.
Diana swiped left and up went Vicki's schoolgirl skirt. A pair of black panties greeted my eyes, probably too sexy for the average high school senior to be wearing, but that didn't mean the high-on-the-hip riding lace between her thighs didn't make my cock hungry.
"She caught her uncle in Lana's room," my sister whispered, "fucking her cousin hard from behind while spanking her round butt red." A soft, hungry growl left my sister's lips. "Now, Vicki wants to know what it's like to be fucked and spanked and used till she's sore between her legs." My sister hugged me close. "It's a sexy feeling—I love it when you do it to me—and Vicki wants it so bad. Think she deserves it?"
"Fuck yeah," I moaned as Lana wrapped her lips around my glans in a tight, wet seal. She jerked me off with her right hand, massaged my balls with her left, doing everything in her power to make me come in her mouth right then in there.
In the next photo Diana had swiped to, Vicki had dropped her skirt back into place. I groaned, my sister laughed, and Lana caused a tingling hum to sing throughout my balls.
"Would you like to teach Vicki about sex, little brother?" Diana asked. "She wants to fuck her uncle, but she's nervous." My sister kissed my cheek. "Do you wanna fuck the anxiety out of her little pussy?" Diana dropped her free hand to my neck. "Maybe, if you can handle little virgin Vicki's teen pussy"—Diana lowered her voice to barely a whisper—"you can handle our little sister's pussy, too."
A light tingling tremor ran through my cock. Lana worked her mouth hard over my prick, panting—out of breath—her spit sliding down my shaft. Diana swiped left again, using her thumb as she squeezed my throat. She didn't choke me. She wasn't strong enough to cut off my airflow with one hand, but the effect she desired took place nonetheless. I came—hard—straight into her best friend's mouth. Lana pumped my cock's shaft with fast, sloppy-sounding strokes, squeezing me tight as I filled her mouth with my seed. Then, she slid her lips across my glans to capture the last of my cum as it dripped from my piss slit.
Diana unwrapped her arms from around me, saying, "Look at Lana." She pushed on my head, forcing me to stare down at her friend. Lana opened her mouth, showing me the deep pool of sticky jizz she had collected in her mouth, then she swallowed it all, smacking her lips for show as the cream slid down her throat.
"I won't make you fuck Vicki," my sister said. She set the phone down, placed her hands on my shoulders, and massaged me. "But if you do this favor for Lana on Saturday, I'll let you have Abbey." Diana dug her fingers into my muscles, making them throb. "I don't know if our sister wants to sleep with you, but I know she wants to kiss you, and we know what kisses lead to, don't we, little brother?"
I groaned as the weight of my sister's words bored into my mind.
"And, if you're worried," Diana whispered, "Mom has already told me that she's okay with you taking Abbey's virginity."
Ecstasy exploded throughout my body as I filled Lana's mouth with cum once again.
Friday
We had a league meet on Friday. We won, with our mothers cheering and going wild, the ones who had slept with their sons talking in small groups around the other mothers who listened to their every word. None of the fathers seemed to notice. I went home with my family that night, talked, ate, watched TV, and kept finding myself looking at Abbey. I looked at her so much that she finally looked at me and asked, "What are you staring at?"
"I don't know," I said, shrugging. "I don't know yet, but you look pretty tonight."
Her cheeks turned bright pink under her ballcap. I noticed through her pink-sleeved baseball shirt the sprouting of two very small, very hard nipples. After several minutes had passed, my little sister went upstairs and locked herself in her room.
I turned to Diana, who was sitting next to Mom on the couch, their eyes focused on Mom's tablet and whatever show they were planning on watching together. Diana looked up at me as if she could feel my eyes on her.
"Tell Lana I'll do it," I said.
"Do what?" Mom asked.
"I'll tell you later," Diana told her.
As I got up and headed upstairs, Diana called out to me. "Wait for me in my room, Timmy. I'll be up soon."
I thought Mom would say something, anything, but waiting to hear her speak didn't stop me from following my sister's orders. If Mom did say something, she waited until I was out of earshot. As I lay in Diana's bed, I thought, When did this get so out of hand?
Not long after, Diana joined me in her room, stripping naked at the door. As I looked at my sister's tall, lean, and perfectly blonde nude body, I thought, Oh, yeah, that's when, as my cock hardened for her.
Saturday
Saturday morning, we had a dual meet at another high school. We met at school and took a team bus to the event. I noticed everyone who sat near me had gotten a little help from me when it came to getting into their mother's panties, as well as two guys I hadn't helped yet. Judging by their newfound smugness, I was sure they wouldn't need my help anymore. As to why the rest of the mothers were waiting for me to help them out, I couldn't say. Maybe that was part of the fun. Everyone else sat away from us. It wasn't noticeable by sight alone, but I sensed a barrier between us that my teammates on the outside looking in couldn't wait to cross.
I'm the catalyst, I thought.
I won my match without a problem and headed to the locker room for a quick breather, where I met Tommy Long's mom, who watched me piss. Naomi was her name. She's a tall, slender, athletic, and beautifully brown MILF with creamy, smooth skin. She had short, curly black hair, manicured eyebrows, and was laser-smooth everywhere else. I don't know who watched the door or how they were able to make sure we had our privacy, but after fucking her in the shower—from the front, then from behind, then up her cute brown butthole through her spasming anal ring, and then down her throat, in that order—she panted, "You're going to help my boy see the light come Monday, right?"
"I'll do my best, Mrs. Long," I said, but after she gave a firm stare, I added, "By Tuesday, he'll be fucking you as hard as I fuck my mother."
"Good boy," she said, sealing our deal with one last tongue dance.
(I'm not going to lie, I loved my life during that moment . . . still do, but at that moment, I really loved my life.)
After a team ride back to school and talking to some of the team moms in the parking lot about helping their sons do some housework, I walked through my front door at about five in the evening with my mother behind me. Abbey and Diana were in the living room, watching TV. Abbey had an overnight bag sitting in the foyer, as did Mom.
"I need to shower and change," Mom said, talking to Abbey. "We'll be leaving around six, okay?"
"Okay," Abbey said, nodding.
"Where're you guys going?"
"Emily's," Abbey said, referring to Mom's youngest sister. "We're going to the movies tonight, and tomorrow we're doing some shopping or something."
"Why are you going?" I asked.
"Nina wants to learn how to skateboard." Abbey nodded in that smug, I'm-a-good-person kind of way since she was going to help our cousin out. "Since neither of you knows how to skateboard, I said I'd teach her."
"Aw, isn't Abbey so sweet?" Diana said.
Abbey hit her with a pillow.
Laughing, I went upstairs to change, having already showered at the tournament. Diana followed me into my room, closing the door behind her but not locking it. I looked at my bed before turning around, thinking, I'm never going to sleep in here again.
"Tonight is the night," I said. "Why are we doing it here?"
"Can't do it at Vicki's; her parents are home," she said. "Lana's parents are home too. I convinced Mom to get Abbey out of the house while you split Vicki's cherry in two."
"I see," I said as warmth flooded my groin.
"I'm sure you do."
"What time are they coming over?"
"Half-past six," Diana said. She bit her lower lip, smiling wide. "We're going to have ourselves a little party. Follow my lead, do as I say, and you'll be balls deep in virgin pussy before you know it."
"Doesn't Vicki know why she's coming over tonight?"
"Diana laughed."
"She, doesn't she?"
My sister reached behind her back and opened the door, sliding out of the room without turning around, her smile telling me that maybe Vicki knew I was going to fuck her tonight, and maybe she didn't.
Fucking Diana.
Vicki Comes to Visit
A gentle knocking rumbled through the front door at half-past six on the dot. I had changed into basketball shorts and a muscle-clinging workout shirt by then. Diana had put on a tummy-baring, white T-shirt and a pair of small, white cotton booty shorts. She jumped from the couch where we had been spooning, talking, and kissing when the knock came, her smooth, long legs skipping across the living room as though she were gliding.
In walked Lana, dressed in a tight-fitting black tank top that bared a sliver of her flat stomach and checkered pajama pants that clung to her butt yet stayed loose around her legs. "Hey," she said, coming inside and leading her cousin by the hand.
"Hey," I said, waving at them from the couch. I would have offered to take their bags, but they were each wearing backpacks.
"We'll be right back," Diana said, jumping in front of Vicki. She spread her arms and legs wide as though that could hide Vicki's jean-and-shirt-clad body from me.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"You can't see the bride before the wedding," Diana said, laughing. "But don't worry—little Vicki knows why she's here."
Thank god, I thought. It would be just like Diana to tell Vicki that we'd be fucking in a month, then surprise her with some first-time dick tonight.
"That's right, we're gonna get our fuck on tonight," Lana said, adding a shoulder-rolling dance to her words.
I saw Vicki's cheeks turn a dark shade of red as Diana hopped sideways alongside her until they reached the stairway.
I turned away, sighing.
"Go make us some drinks," Diana called down to me from the second-floor landing. "Shots! For all of us."
I went to the kitchen, wondering what kind of alcohol Vicki—pretty much a stranger to me, yet a friend of Abbey's—liked. As pervy as this was to admit, the fact that she was Abbey's friend and Abbey didn't know what I was going to do to her tonight had my cock thickening, the tingles of a full-fledged hard-on gearing up to crank my shaft to its maximum length.
I looked around, checking the bottles for their alcohol content. A bottle of Malibu Rum was what I settled on for Vicki while the rest of us got a shot of Grey Goose vodka. I carried the shots to the living, and since I had the time, I went back and grabbed the bottles.
I didn't know what to expect when my sister came back downstairs with her friends. Lana and Diana had gone upstairs in their lazy-day clothes, while Vicki had looked like she was planning to spend a day at the park. I didn't expect much, maybe some makeup at best, but the visions I laid my eyes upon when they came downstairs had my cock blasting off, hardening before Diana could reach the foyer.
My sister had dressed in a black, lacy shelf bra and a floss-like G-string that rode high on her hips. It had a narrow V of sheer lace covering her crotch, leaving her meatier outer labia exposed. The shelf bra left her breasts exposed, and her rock-hard, pink nipples looked a little red and wet, as if someone had had a taste of them upstairs. Thigh-high stockings covered her lean legs, while makeup had turned her young beauty into a mature version of the woman she was growing into. She smiled at me, laughed a little, probably knowing every thought that was going through my head. She blew me a little kiss, then nodded toward the top of the staircase.
Next came Lana. Her half-Asian beauty made my heartbeat jump. Sometimes, I wonder if Asian men—or women—see us white people in the same way. Something different, exotic, a treasure to put on their shelf to show off to their friends and brag about fucking later while assuring everyone, "No, it's not a fetish, I really like them—everything else is just a bonus." Lana had dressed in dark red lingerie, like rose-colored lipstick, matching my sister's outfit, though her thick-nippled breasts dominated her upper body.
"And here," Diana said once Lana stood next to her, "comes the bride." She laughed, looking at my expression. "Don't worry. We're not going to make you marry Vicki like some campy sitcom, but it'd be cute."
"If you say so," I said. (Goofy to girls was just embarrassing to me.)
"Trust me," Lana said, "you're going to love her." She looked upstairs. "Come on, Vicki, get your pretty little butt down here!"
Elder sisters, elder cousins, I thought. Bitches.
Vicki walked down the hallway, stopping at the top of the stairs. She looked at Lana, who gave her a nod, and Vicki spun her slender body around. Her lingerie was a little more modest, if no less provocative. She wore a sheer white dress made of lace and nylon that clung to her long, bendable body like a second skin. Shoulder straps connected to her lingerie's built-in bra cups. They had a floral design that continued down the front of her dress to the four-inch hem of her skirt that stopped just below her little pussy. The sheer band of fabric gave off the illusion of the light-skinned cunny beneath. Sheer panels clung to her sides down to her skirt, revealing no signs of her panty line. Those panels were broken by another flower design covering her back and cheeks, split by a thin strip of sheer fabric that ran down the center of her spine and along her butt crack. Long white gloves of satin covered her forearms, and sheer stockings that stopped just above her knees left her smooth, light-skinned thighs bare.
"Well?" Diana asked, looking at me. "It's like a wedding dress."
"Jesus, you look beautiful, Vicki," I managed to say after a quick pause to get my shit together. "Too beautiful for words."
A soft smile twitched on Vicki's red-painted lips as she walked downstairs. With each step, pink heat swirled beneath her smooth cheeks, fighting to get through the makeup brightening her face. Despite her accessories, there was one thing clear about Vicki: She looked as nervous as a virgin should look.
Lucky me, I thought.
Vicki reached the foyer, stopping behind her cousin and staying there. Diana laughed, then said, "We need some warm-up drinks. Hey, look, my brother was nice enough to pour them for us."
"Let's get this party started," Lana said.
And so we did.

* * * * *
Several shots later. . . .
"My first kiss. . . ." Vicki said in a soft, slurred whisper from across the coffee table, sitting on her knees. (She had switched to the vodka after her first shot of malibu.) "Was with my uncle."
"Which one," Lana asked, sitting to my left. "We have a few."
"You know who."
"But our friends don't," Lana said. "Tell us about it."
"Was it like this?" Diana asked, sitting on my right thigh and pressing against me, her tits just under my mouth. She leaned into me, touching her lips to mine. Their softness warmed my blood as she puckered them against me, making that soft, kissing sound. My sister didn't use her tongue, but each love nip lasted a decent amount of time.
"No," Vicki said, shaking her head. She had a shot glass half-full of vodka in front of her. "It wasn't as sexy as that."
Get a little alcohol in her, and she loosens up nicely, I thought, my silent words slurred from the three shots of Grey Goose I had taken. The alcohol had done nothing to soften my hard-on, which poked my sister in the back of her left thigh.
"What was it like?" Diana asked.
"Wet," Vicki said. "And fast. Awkward." She frowned. "I froze, even though I wanted him to kiss me. I mean, he's so hot, and we're family. . . ."
Her eyes shifted between Diana and me.
"Uncle Steve is hot," Lana said. "But my dad's hot too. You should kiss him."
"God, Lana," Vicki said, smiling and looking off to the side. "One uncle at a time."
"You're dad's hot, too," Lana said. "Very kissable."



"Shut up!" Vicki's face froze. "You haven't kissed him, have you?"
"No," Lana laughed, then added, "not yet," with a tease to her words.
"Hey, Vicki," Diana said, "do you want my brother to teach you how to kiss properly?"
Vicki looked at me with big, kitty cat eyes. She had her lips pressed together, curling inward. Then, when I thought she had forgotten how to speak, she nodded. "Yeah," she said in a soft voice. "Teach me."
"Atta girl," Lana said.

* * * * *
I had Vicki on my lap, sitting on my left thigh, my hard-on poking into her leg. Diana had slid down to the couch on my right side, and Lana had moved to the coffee table, her eyes watching us dead on. I ignored the other two girls, focusing on Vicki, who couldn't quite meet my eyes, even with the alcohol in her.
"You okay?" I whispered to her, pressing my forehead to hers. "We don't have to—"
"I want to," she said, nodding, pushing her leg against my cloth-covered knob. "I want to do it all with a guy . . . I can trust."
"You can trust my brother," Diana whispered, "with your pussy."
I wrapped my left arm around Vicki's waist, holding onto her side, her ribs beneath my fingers. The sheer nylon beneath my palm made my skin tingle. I lifted my right hand, cupping Vicki's chin with the side of my forefinger while pressing my thumb beneath her lip. I tilted her head upward, getting her to look at me. When our eyes made contact, I slid my thumb upward and across her lips, from the left corner to the right and back again.
"You have pretty lips," I whispered.
"Thank you," she said, her voice trembling.
"Do you know what boys think when they see these lips?" I asked, my heartbeat rising. God, please don't let me sound like a fool.
"Yeah," Vicki said. "I do."
"What do they think?"
"They want to stick their dicks between them," Vicki said, her voice softening with each word. She let out a long breath, her eyes shifting away from my gaze, though I held her chin in my direction.
"Oh," I said, trying not to smile. "I was going to say they wanted to kiss them."
Pink swirled through Vicki's cheeks. She smiled, shy and self-conscious, then I leaned toward her. Her eyes widened, then my lips pressed against hers, and she closed them. Gentle was the pressure I used on her. First, my lips, puckering them and pressing them to her soft, red-painted lines. Quickly, she picked up my rhythm. When I opened my lips, she followed. We slid them together, our heads turning, my heartbeat rising as her breasts rose and fell at a harder pace. Little by little, I pushed my tongue into her mouth, the tip first, finding the tip of her tongue, waking it, dancing with it—caressing it in a soft, silky way that made her whimper and tremble against me.
"That's it," Diana said. "That's hot."
"So sexy," Lana whispered.
"You've kissed other people since your uncle," I said, breaking away for a moment.
"Just girls."
We continued kissing until sometime later, Diana whispered, "Hey, Vicki, would you like to kiss my brother's dick?"

* * * * *
Their positions had changed again. I sat in the middle of the couch, naked, with Diana to my right and Lana to my left. Little Vicki, still in her wedding lingerie, knelt between my legs with her hands on my knees and her slender body pressed against the couch. She had already pulled my shirt and shorts from my body, each one slower than the last. My boxer briefs came last. The surprised widening of her eyes and opening of her mouth as my big dick came free, spilling precum, had made my sack prickle with excitement. It took everything I had not to come at that moment.
"Now that's a cock," Lana said. "A big fucking cock, Vicki. You'll be able to handle anyone after this."
"Mm-hmm," Diana said, smiling, her body wiggling as she rubbed her right hand along my inner thigh. Her touch sent tingles across my skin. "So big. So yummy. And all that meat is yours, Vicki."
Vicki, glassy-eyed on alcohol, took a deep breath. Her eyes seemed to widen further as she listened to the other girls. She looked up at her cousin, who nodded, urging her on and biting her lower lip.
"Aw, she's shy," Diana teased. "Lana, why don't you show little cousin here how my brother likes his cock sucked."
I kept quiet, my heart racing. Follow Diana's lead, I told myself. That's all I have to do. And somewhere, in the back of my mind, premonitions of Lana, her cousin, and my sister kissing, licking, sixty-nining, and bumping clams together danced in my head.
Lana lowered her mouth to my prick. Diana palmed my balls, rolling them with a gentle touch as she looked at Vicki and nodded her head. Vicki swallowed as Lana's tongue licked the shiny precum from the tip of my dick. I shuddered. Vicki moved her hands up my thighs, stopped halfway, went back down, then up again, each time a little higher as she stared at her cousin's tongue swirling around my glans.
"Mmm, yeah," I moan-sighed as Lana opened her crimson lips wide around my knob. Spit touched my spongy skin, bathing me in warmth, then her tongue rolled around my mushroom tip as it lay within her wet mouth. "Fuck yeah."
"See," Diana whispered, lowering her head to my cock. "That's all a dick wants—some love." She licked my shaft as her friend sucked on the head of my cock. "Kiss my brother's thighs, Vicki. He likes that."
Lana pulled her mouth from my cock. Diana took her place as Lana whispered encouragement to her cousin. "See how he shakes, Vicki. See his goosebumps. Listen to him moan—that's because of you." With each syllable that left her mouth, Vicki's hands moved higher on my thighs, as did her lips. "Kiss him, don't be afraid. Lick him, mmm, that's my sexy little cousin. You're so fucking hot, Vicki. So sexy. That's it, kiss his balls like a naughty girl. Lick them. Lick his shaft. Good girl, baby. Grab his cock. Stroke whatever meat Diana doesn't swallow. That's it. Stroke it, baby. Oh, fuck, I'm getting so wet because of you. Getting wet to my own sexy cousin. Mmm, that's it, take Diana's place. Taste his precum. Taste it, taste it, good girl. Good fucking girl. Now his knob. Take his knob and. . . ."
Vicki did a good job. Fuck that; she did a great job. She gagged a bit. She slobbered on my dick. She drooled. She played with my balls and licked my crown, sucking down the precum as it spurted from my cum-hole. The sexy virgin wore a cautious, thoughtful expression before her first taste of precum, but she blinked right after, looking up at me as if discovering the taste of chocolate for the first time. Then, she went after my cock as though it were cotton candy.
As she focused her mouth on my glans, jerking me off with two hands at the same time, the tingling in my thighs radiated outward. I shook as pleasure coursed through my limbs, riding my body upward until my heartbeat went into overdrive. A chill hit me, then came the moans. "Uh, uh, uh, fuck, uh, Vicki, fuck. You sexy little bitch."
That word slipped out of me, but it seemed to do the trick for Vicki. She sucked my big dick harder, tightening her grip on my shaft as though it could save her from drowning. As she drank from my cock, Lana and Diana pressed their lips to me; my neck, my cheeks, my jaw, my lips, my chest, and nipples, devouring me as Vicki's sweet mouth pushed me over the edge of pleasure into an ocean of bliss.
"Fuck, fuck, oh, fuck!" I gasped, forgetting to warn Vicki that I was about to unload a river of cum into her mouth.
"Oh," she gasped, the head of my cock muffling her surprised cry. Despite the shock, she didn't remove her lips from my corona. "Mmm, mmm, mmm!" She buckled down, drinking down my cum with an excitement that kept me hard as a rock throughout my orgasm.
"Now, Vicki," Diana whispered as the virgin caught her breath, "it's time for my brother to return the favor."

* * * * *
We moved upstairs to Mom's room—to her big, fluffy bed with the white, down comforter and soft pillows. Diana and Lana had their phones out, moving on and off the bed, capturing Vicki and me at different angles and distances. But they didn't matter at the moment, not to me. I was between Vicki's slender thighs, staring down at one of the loveliest, pale white pussies I had ever seen.
Vicki still wore her lingerie, dress, stockings, and lacey gloves. I had pushed the dress above her waist, but only after kissing her sweet bald beaver through the sheer nylon that couldn't hide her light pink slit. She lay on her back, with her head and shoulders on a pillow, looking down at me as I hovered above her pussy, memorizing the sight of her virgin cunny.
Between Vicki's long legs lay a soft little pie with a hint of plumpness. Her outer lips swelled over her inner, creating a soft crease that hid her clitoral hood when her legs were together. Now, as she lay on her back with her legs open, the seam of her inner lips lay spread, holding a thick white gloss of cream between them. Her tiny pussyhole looked too small for my cock. Its pink, yummy, bubblegum-like texture made my mouth water. I dipped my head, pressing my nose against her hairless hole, then rubbed it up and down her slit as she whimpered. I inhaled, pulling her thick, musky pussy scent into my lungs. Her little muff was so fresh that it made my world swoon.
"Oh, whoa," Vicki gasped, her voice a rush of nervous energy as I pressed my tongue between her tender teen folds. "God!"
I licked upward through her slit, stopping at her clit where I pressed down on her little, light-skinned nub.
"Jesus!" she gasped.
I tilted my head to the right, fastening my lips around her pink clitty and hood, and I sucked her wet sail into my mouth.
"Mmm, nuh, huh," she panted as I wet her entire pussy with my slippery drool. There wasn't a dry spot left on her twat by the time I feathered her pussy lips open with my right forefinger. My left hand went beneath her right leg, circled upward, and landed on her hairless mound. My fingers pointed to her left, but my thumb went straight down and caressed the velvety flesh of her shiny pearl.
"Oh, fuck," Vicki moaned, trembling as I eased my finger into her pussy, the tightness of her hole sucking at my digit. She dropped her head back, crying out as she thrust her hips upward, impaling her virginity onto my finger. "Ooh, ooh, ooh."
"That's it, baby," Lana whispered. "Take that finger up your cunt."
"Get her good and wet, little brother," Diana said, bringing her phone in for a close-up of Vicki's throbbing muff. "You'll need her pussy soaking wet if you want to get your big dick through her little opening."
I did my best, licking and stroking Vicki's pussy. Kissing her soft folds, spreading her lips, tasting her pink, and dipping my tongue as far into her creamy center as I could. She took one finger with difficulty; the second one had to fight to get inside her, despite the honey dripping from between her lips. As I rubbed her pleasure nub, I turned my right palm upward and caressed her G-spot with my fingertips.
"Oh my god," Vicki whined.
That was all Vicki could take. She locked her legs around my head as her body tensed from top to bottom. From her pussy came a flood of tasty, silky cream that I ate up, my tongue ever moving around my fingers. As her orgasm shook her body, she cried out, her sounds of bliss filling the room as her soaking wet cunny made a mess on my face, fingers, down the crack of her ass, and finally on my mother's comforter. As Vicki settled down, I held her ass in my hands, lifting her high enough off the bed to get my tongue on her butthole so I could lick up the rest of her cum from her body. She came again as I rimmed her. After Vicki had caught her breath, it was time to move on. . . .

* * * * *
Vicki lay beneath me, staring wide-eyed at my cock as it jutted over her small pussy and hairless mound, sticking up past her narrow waistline. I hadn't taken off her lingerie yet—I didn't want to. I had pulled her dress' straps down her shoulders so that they hung around her arms, which let me pull her bra beneath her peach-sized tits. Their perky roundness and peach-colored nipples lay slick with my spit; her puckered nubs were even tighter now that I had had my teeth on them—pulling and pinching them while I coned her breasts into my mouth.
"You ready?" I asked Vicki, stroking my cock with my right hand as I held her pussy in my left, the tip of my middle finger rubbing her asshole.
"Yeah," Vicki said in a breathless whisper, nodding her head. "I'm ready."
"Fuck yeah, she's ready," Lana said, standing next to her cousin with her phone pointed down at Vicki's face, ready to video her reaction to getting filled with her first meat injection.
"That pussy between her thighs is so wet," Diana said, standing on her knees next to us with her camera pointed at Vicki's virgin twat. "Look how juicy and fat her cunny looks right now after she came."
I groaned—these two bitches' words had my mind buzzing. I pulled my hand from Vicki's pussy, hating to let it go as I moved as close to her as I could while still being able to get my cock into her. I pressed the underside of my knob against her mound, our sexes slick with her cum and my spit. Rubbing her little slope made her pant. When I forced my crown down her clitoral hood and against her clit, she squirmed, whimpering as I gave her fleshy sail another rubdown.
"Oh, mmm, umm," Vicki moaned. "Mmm, fuck."
"God, my pussy is so fucking creamy," Diana whispered, getting everything on her phone.
"Mine's dripping," Lana said, her voice throaty as she looked down at her cousin's face. "You look so good, Vicki. So fucking sexy. So hot." After tonight, Vicki's uncle was going to be one lucky man—luckier than before, anyway. "You're so fucking hot, Vicki."
Lana wasn't wrong about her cousin. The soft muffin between Vicki's thighs had turned pink from the heat running through her veins. Her dewy juices warmed my knob as I slid my tip through her little pussy lips. I found her virgin hole, nudged it a little, and watched it sink inward. Vicki made a sound, grimaced, her pussy fighting my girth as it slowly spread open for me. I eased up on her snatch, my glistening head resting at her front door. Taking a deep breath to settle my racing heart, I eased my cock against Vicki's pussy again, already feeling the tightness of her little cunny as her lips rolled slowly over my glans.
"Ah, ooh, ah," Vicki panted, no longer looking down. She lay back, her hands on the comforter, her white-knuckled fingers clawing at the fabric beneath her body.
The little pussy beneath my knob gave way, pushing inward from the pressure my hard-as-steel cock forced upon it. My dick was too hard to bend from her tightness, and despite the juices glistening across my rod and the creaminess coating Vicki's little hot slot, it was like trying to punch my way through soft velvet just to get my head inside her. When I managed to force the head of my prick into her body, stretching her pink opening wide, Vicki uttered a surprised "Ah-uh!" that set my body tingling.
"Yeah," Lana whispered. "Tear her little pussy up."
"Oh, yeah," I sighed, falling forward onto my palms. I pushed my knees back, spreading them frog-wise as I held my body above Vicki. I lowered my mouth to her tits, sucking one perky bump into my mouth and then the other, then kissing my way to her neck. Her sexy fuck pocket squirmed on my cock as I continued upward, finding her lips and sliding my tongue into her mouth. Our wet, velvet muscles slid together, tasting each other, licking each other as I pumped the head of my dick in and out of her teen pussy—getting a little deeper into her wetness each time.
"Uh, uh, uh," Vicki moaned as inch after inch of thick, meaty cock flesh sank into her. "Uh, ooh, uh, mmm—uh-huh!"
I eased up on her twat, giving her insides a quick break, then I went back in, sliding through her sticky wetness and stretching her tight pussy lips to the tearing point. If I wasn't careful, I really was going to tear her pussy apart.
"You okay, baby?" I whispered in her ear as I swiveled my hips in a circle, poking her muffin from different angles. "Your little pussy feeling good, baby girl?"
Vicki let go of the bed and grabbed my wrists, her elbows near her ribs. "Yeah, yeah, oh, yeah," she moaned, massaging her face against my neck. I pulled out and pushed in, turning my hips in a circle as I moaned in her ear. My sounds of pleasure ignited something in her because she locked her legs around my back, crossing her ankles as she tried to pull me deep into her soothing body.
I let her.
A sound somewhere between pain and heavenly bliss left her lungs, and then she came. She sounded surprised as her body shook beneath me, and her pussy walls rippled around my shaft. The massage was almost too much for me to take, but I fought down my orgasm as I sank my cock into her softness down to my balls, not stopping until I had my log buried deep within her warm guts.
"Oh, god," I moaned in her ear as bliss-filled vibrations radiated from my cock, balls, and thighs. "Your pussy is so fucking hot, baby. So soft and tight. So fucking wet."
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," she panted, doing her best to fuck herself onto my dick using her legs.
"Come on," Lana pouted. "Now that you've popped my cousin's cherry, you need to break her in good. Work that cute pussy hard."
"Yeah," Diana said, putting one hand on my ass. She slid that hand between my legs, taking hold of my balls, caressing them. She massaged them, rolled them, made them tingle, then gave them a soft tug that made my hairs stand on end. "Fuck that pussy good, little brother. Give her a workout she'll never forget."
Moaning, groaning, and on the verge of coming, there was no way that I could say no to my sister. I gave that little girl's pussy a pounding that left her hyperventilating. The only thing that saved her was my hot cum splattering the insides of her dripping wet pussy.

* * * * *
The rest of the night turned into a drunken blur. Diana had me peel off her and Lana's panties, and I finally got my cock into my sister's best friend after eating them out. That was a very naughty, nasty, and wet little ride that I'm lucky enough to say has continued since this entry. (Lana may be fucking her uncle, but she's not in love with him.) Maybe I'll go into detail about that experience in a later entry, or maybe not. I've had so much pussy thrown my way that it's hard to get it all down. I did get to see my sister bump clams with Lana. It happened after Vicki regained her breath.
"Turn her over," Diana said to me. "This girl needs to know what it's like to be on all fours for a man, open and helpless against his dick."
"You've been reading dirty stories," Lana said.
Diana laughed.
"On your tummy," Lana told Vicki. "But first, take your dress off."
With Vicki on all fours in front of me, still in her stockings and gloves, Diana and Lana took turns sucking me back to hardness. As Lana guided my knob into her cousin's dewy slot, Diana laid her right cheek on Vicki's lower back, mouth above her crack. After every half dozen strokes, Lana would pull my cock from her cousin's twat and feed my wet meat into my sister's mouth. When the serious fucking started, Diana pulled Lana to her side of the bed.
While whimpers and whines left Vicki's lungs, and her pussy lips clung to my cock, opening in a rounded oval, Lana and my sister sat next to us, spread their legs, then pushed their little pussies together. As I fucked Vicki's snatch to the slippery-wet sounds that only a really horny pussy can create, Lana and my sister ground their cunnies together while rubbing their own clitties then they'd switch, taking turns to pleasure each other before lying back and diddling their own clits again while rubbing their pussies together in circles.



Moaning, I grabbed onto Vicki's sides, right above her waist, and pumped her juicy pussy back and forth on my dick. She hung her head, grunting as I hit bottom, then uttering high pitch squeals when I sped up my cock-strokes.
As her pussy gushed cream and her squeals turned to breathless whines, Lana and my sister came, followed by Vicki. I fucked her hard through her orgasm, getting my balls tingling and my knob ultra-sensitive. Just as I was ready to come, I pulled my prick from her snatch with a wet plop, turned to Lana and my sister, and sprayed their still-touching cunnies with my jizz, moaning and gasping as I jerked my pussy-juice-soaked dick as fast as I could.
"You fucking pervert," Diana said, laughing and slapping my ass. "Coming on us. Now you made my pussy all messy."
Lana laughed.
Before I could offer to clean them up, Diana rose onto her hand and knees, facing away from Lana, and shuffled backward until her muff hung over Lana's face.
"We'll clean it up this time," Diana said, bending her head to her friend's slit, "but you're gonna have to soap us up in the shower later."
"I can do that," I said, pulling a huffing-and-puffing Vicki onto her side and spooning her mostly naked body.
It was a hell of a night, but in a life as crazy as mine, there was always another crazy adventure waiting to top it, thanks to my older sister.
Timmy out.

* * * * *
If you've read this far, click a 5-star.
Chapter 26 is the last chapter I have written from my old subscription days. I started this story in 2018, paused for a while, and completed Chapter 26 in November 2020.
Originally, this was going to be a weekly serial without a planned ending. (The story itself is improvised.) However, it would have ended when my readers were ready to move on to another serialized story. That plan is over. I'm too busy for that, and I'm ready to move on from The Anderson Family Journals (originally titled Taboo Confessions: Jimmy's Journal. That's "Jimmy" not "Timmy").
Anyway, I believe I can bring this story to a good stopping point in two more chapters, one from Abbey's point of view and the last one from Timmy's point of view. How long will it take? I don't know, but hopefully, it won't be long.
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1


Birthday Wishes

"Remember when you said you'd get me anything I wanted for my birthday?"
"I said that," Pete said, or asked, his tone could have gone either way.
"Yeah."
"Was I high?"
His sister, Hailey, looked down between them from where she stood, and he sat. Her eyes focused on the black mirror sitting on the wooden coffee table and the small hill of white powder atop the glass, along with a Queen of Hearts playing card and a small, metal straw. Next to the mirror waited Pete's small, clear glass beaker bong, highlighted with rings of light red and blue, a wire-clasp mason jar holding thick buds of weed, and next to the jar was a stainless steel grinder, already open, but still clean.
"Yeah," his sister said.
"Well, Hailey," Pete said, "you know better than to ask me for things when I'm high."
"I didn't ask, you offered."
"You should feel guilty for taking advantage of me. You should have been looking out for me."
"You're three and a half years older than me!" Hailey said. "You are supposed to look out for me."
"Well, you're an adult now," Pete said. "Happy eighteenth, by the way."
"You wished me 'happy birthday' this morning."
"Yes," Pete said after a short pause, "I did. You're eighteen, it's time you start taking responsibility for your actions."
"Shut up," Hailey said, putting her hands on her narrow hips. "I knew what I wanted before you said I could have anything, and I was going to bring my idea to you as an investment opportunity--"
"--whoa, whoa, slow down--"
"--that could enrich both of our lives, and I was going to do it before your smoke-filled mouth offered to give me anything I wanted."
"Stop the pitch," Pete said. "I need to get more high--higher--hella high, for this. My morning joint is already wearing off. Stay right here."
"But...."
Pete leapt to his feet and crossed the small living room, moving into the dining room and around the corner into the kitchen. He pulled open the fridge's stainless steel door, grabbed a fancy white box wrapped with a blue ribbon, something he had bought last night, and hurried back to the living room. He set the box down, stared at it for a moment, and said, "I need a candle. Stay put."
"Pete!" Hailey said, a small whine entering her voice, but he had already turned the corner into the kitchen.
He came back after digging through several drawers, returning to the center of his father's five-seat leather couch. "Open the box," he said, smiling, and nodding his head to an unheard beat. "It's from Sugars and Sweets and All Things Confectionery."
"I love that place."
"It's got pot in it, though."
"You asshole!"
"Half of it has pot." He thought for a second. "Left side from the front of the box. I had you in mind when I bought this--I'm a good brother."
Pete laughed as his sister unboxed a chocolate chip cupcake covered in a chocolate glaze and chocolate cream, topped with a single, dark red cherry. It was big enough for two. Pete looked at the cherry, then he looked forward, his eyes landing on his sister's thighs before moving upward until he was smiling up at her.
"I'll light the candle," he said. "You'll make a wish, then we'll eat our halves, then we'll talk in one hour."
"Don't do your coke until after I tell you my idea."
"Why not?"
"You know why not." A little pink crept into his sister's suntanned cheeks, a small blossom, no more. "Does it have to be in an hour? Can't it be now?"
"Yeah, it has to be in an hour," Pete said. "That's how long it took to kick in last time."
"Just listen--"
"One hour, Hailey," Pete said. "Give me one hour before you ask me for money, and remember, I'll be high, so look out for me."
"You're a jerk," Hailey said. She bit her lower lip, then smiled at him. "So, are you going to light this thing or what?"
One hour later....
Pete, still sitting on the couch with his mind floating ten feet above his body, eyed his cocaine, knowing time was ticking down to Hailey's presentation of whatever the fuck it was she wanted from him. His sister had been in her room with her cupcake since he had cut it in half for them. He needed a girlfriend. Uncle Bill's advice on not fucking your customers had put a Grand Canyon-sized hole in his sex life. Snorting coke and jerking off to porn while he ran through his contact list, hoping to find a normal woman to fuck, wasn't exactly a sex life--he didn't know many normal women--but it worked, sometimes, not often... not enough.
On his father's big screen, the beach volleyball game cut to a commercial at the top of the hour, and as it did, he heard his sister's bedroom door swing open.
I'm not buying her a car. I'm not buying her a car. His sister's smiling lips and white teeth entered his mind. I'm not buying her an expensive car.
Pete turned to his right, looking over his shoulder and down the hallway toward the bedrooms. His father's house wasn't big, but it was nice, a part of an old neighborhood with lots of grass and trees and privacy hedges. His sister came skipping down the hallway with that girl-next-door, happy-go-lucky, always bubbly, smile on her face.
I'm buying her an expensive car.
She had done her sun-whitened hair in waves, and she wore red lipstick, blush, makeup, enough for him to notice. Really notice. She was glowing. She had changed into a tiny pair of thin, light lavender boy shorts made of cotton with loose leg holes and a waistband that rode low on her hips. Really low, showing off her iliac furrow down the very top of her barely visible mound. Reddit was full of thirst trap pictures of this exact look. Up top, she wore a white, wraparound top, leaving her strong, broad, gymnast shoulders bare. She was aesthetically built rather than a powerhouse, but she was also taller than your average gymnast, standing two inches short of six feet.
Jesus, Hailey, you've got some long, long legs. He needed a girlfriend or a reliable fuck buddy. "What--"
"Before you say anything," Hailey said, "this has to stay between you and me: brother and sister. Pinky swear-cross your heart-blood oath, I'll do a thousand chores for you, whatever. Dad can't find out. He'll kill me for thinking of this. He might let you sell drugs, but he won't let me do what I want to do."
"First," Pete said, "Dad doesn't let me sell drugs. He tolerates it because Uncle Bill does it... and I'm a grown man. Second, are you planning on becoming a whore?"
"No," Hailey said, jumping up and down in a quick burst of energy. Beneath her wraparound top, his sister's tits bounced and swung. They weren't big at first glance, but they weren't small or average either, although her height made them look smaller than they were. Big was a better word for the round, perky hills decorating her chest. "I'm going to be a GenFans model!"
"Oh," Pete said, nodding, "so a whore."

* * * * *

"I'm not going to be a whore," Hailey said, shaking her head.
Pete arched an eyebrow.
Hailey frowned, then looked to the side. "Not in the traditional sense."
"Why do you want to be a GenFans Model?"
"Okay," Hailey said, "You know how everyone says I look like Livvy Dunne?"
"Who says that?" Pete asked. I think that.
"Everyone."
"Who is Livvy Dunne?"
"You're so fucking clueless," Hailey said.
She looked around, whispered, "Fuck," and ran back down the hallway to the bedrooms. She came back quickly, her phone in her hand and her glossy fingernails with their white-painted tips scrolling through her screen.
"This is Livvy Dunne," she said.
Pete looked at a picture of a smiling, girl-next-door type of girl--just like his sister--in a white top and brown shorts. She was leanish, like his sister, slender, with sun-lightened hair, white teeth, a round face, and a girly, happy, friendly smile.
"Well," Pete said, "you're both white."
"Fuck that," Hailey said. "You know I look like her. We're also both gymnasts, and I'm also a dancer. I can move."
"Yeah, you're also a natural blonde and you have blue eyes.
"That's a bonus, right?"
"You're taller too."
"And I'm taller!" Hailey said. "Even better. Do you know how many people would pay to see a Livvy Dunne lookalike do naughty things?"
Pete shook his head.
"A lot!" Hailey nodded her head, her hands coming together. "A lot of people, and that's a lot of money."
Pete laughed, saying, "Why don't you do other social media things. Become an influencer. They make money."
"It takes years to do that, and I'll never be a college star gymnast. I don't want to wait that long. I want money right now! Like you! I want to be able to go out and buy food and nice clothes whenever I want. I want to buy a car. I want to have money to do things, and mostly, I just want to stop wishing I had the freedom to take part in this world and actually take part in the world."
"I'd offer you a job, but--"
"Dad would never let me work for Uncle Bill."
Pete nodded, saying, "Yeah, I know. You could be a long-haul trucker like him?"
"Shut up, Pete, I'm serious. I need money, Petey, to buy the professional equipment I need to look professional from the start." Hailey bit her lip, then said, "Please, Petey, help me with this?"
"What collateral do you have?"
"Look at me!" she said, spreading her arms high, wide, and hopping up to spread her feet apart. "I'm the collateral. Look at me!"
Pete laughed again.
"You used to give me money all the time, remember?"
"No," Pete said, "I paid you money 'all the time,' remember?" Pete sat back, giving his sister's body a quick up-and-down look before steadying his gaze on her eyes and nothing else. "I gave you money to do my chores; dishes, cleaning, taking out the trash, and I paid you to wash my car."
"So pay to wash your car again."
"One, I get it detailed now. Two, the car washes I get go above and beyond you in a string bikini in our driveway, drenching my car in soap. And three, for the amount of money I think you're going to ask me for, you'd have to detail my car every week for years, and no sane person gets their car detailed that often."
Hailey sighed, frowning.
"How much money are we talking?"
"Well, I need two cameras--"
"Two?"
"To record different angles while I...." Hailey said, looking away from him. "You know, for... you know."
Pete laughed.
"And I need a new laptop and a PC and professional editing programs, and--"
"You need a new laptop and a PC?"
"Yeah,' Hailey said. "One for home streaming and one for when I'm on the go, like a hotel room or something. I might as well get a top-of-the-line tablet and smartphone, too."
"That's a lot of stuff."
"Costumes, makeup, and, um," Hailey said, her voice lowering as her cheeks swirled with pink that turned to red, "you know, uh... toys... to... play with."
Pete smiled as his sister looked everywhere but at him, her face as red as the sunset.
"I don't know," Pete said, "about this. I know what you're trying to say."
Hailey looked at him, asking, "Is that pot brownie working or what?"
"Cupcake," Pete said, "and yes, it is working."
"What the fuck, man?" Hailey said. "How come you're not saying yes to me, then?"
"Didn't we talk about taking advantage of me when I was high?"
"Yes, and that's what I'm trying to do." Hailey frowned. "Do some coke."
"If I do some coke, this conversation is over, and I'm heading to my room."
"Yeah, I know, but if you do coke, you might change your mind."
"Why would I change my mind?"
"You know," Hailey said, her voice stretching out the words and giving them a strained sound.
"No, I don't know," Pete said.
"Because you get flirty." Hailey brought a fist to her mouth, coughing into the hollow between her thumb and curled forefinger. "With everyone."
Pete pulled his head back, making a strange face.
"Yeah," she said, "'everyone' includes me. You flirt with me like a weirdo."
"Lies!" Pete said, laughing. "I'm a flirty guy, sue me, but not for much."
"Whatever." Hailey dropped into a squat, then sat cross-legged, all in one fluid, gymnast-dancer motion. "How much money do you make selling Uncle Bill's drugs?"
"First, I distribute," Pete said. "Second, I sell to a very small number of wealthy people, face to face, who Uncle Bill has known for years. And lastly, after expenses, Uncle Bill's cut, and random incidentals, I think I pulled about a grand a day last year."
"Fuck my tits!"
"Ooh, there's an offer you can't refuse."
"Shut up."
Pete laughed, saying, "I'm making even more this year."
"Are you fucking kidding?"
"No."
"Why doesn't Dad do this for a living?"
Pete said, "He's a man of principle, I guess," then he shrugged, adding, "he has a family, too."
"Why don't you move out?"
"The idea tempted me, but if I live here, I won't be living in a party house." Pete shrugged. "I don't trust myself--yet."
"Fuck, man, why can't I make that kind of money then, in my own way, since you guys won't give me a job? Why do you get to be rich, and I don't?"
"Why GenFans? Do you really want men to pay you to flash your tits at them?"
"I bet I could get a hundred for a flash," Hailey said, a quirky smile on her face that made Pete give her a half-glare. "Remember when"--his sister's quirky smile turned devilish--"you used to pay me do your chores?"
"Yeah." Pete shook his head, glad she had said "chores" and not something else. "For your chores. What, do you think I'm going to pay you a hundred now to show me your tits?" This time, a little red colored Pete's cheeks.
Hailey gave him a flat, tilted head stare with a little smirk on her lips, then she looked away, saying, "Remember when you used to pay me to hide your... you know?"
"I get it," Pete said, nodding and trying not to laugh. That happened at their mom's house.
"I looked at all of it and I liked it." His sister looked away. "Especially the dirty talk. I used to practice talking that way."
"Jesus, that's funny, but you're saying this is my fault?"
"I'm just going to do it through college unless I blow up. Give me the money and I'll pay you back, I promise."
"I don't give money on spec," Pete said. "I don't loan money, either. If you give people money, you can't expect to get it back."
Hailey groaned, dropping her head into her hands with her elbows on her knees. Her white wraparound top didn't fall away from her body; it was too tight against her small chest, but it did push her breasts together, and Pete could see, for the first time that morning, that his sister's nipples were hard.
I usually don't notice that until after I've done coke. His mind continued to float while his skin tingled. Good weed. His eyes dropped lower, tracing the length of his sister's inner thighs, to the loose leg holes of her shorts, where they lay open, revealing tanned white skin that dipped into the small shadows hiding what could have been, from the right angle, a perfect view of her teen--
Pete shook his head.
"Look," Pete said as the tingling along his skin moved downward. On the TV behind his sister, mounted on a stand atop a small entertainment center, the image playing was of a pair of suntanned, blonde-haired volleyball players wearing G-strings, their legs spread as they bent over, waiting for the next serve. Their thick, juicy cunny bundles hung fat between their thighs.
Hailey looked up.
Pete noticed her eyes on him, then she frowned and began to look over her shoulder, so he quickly said, "I can't give you money for nothing."
His sister stopped turning around. "Then what can you give me the money for?"
"Let me do a line of coke first."
"Jesus, does Uncle Bill know you do that?"
"Yeah," Pete said. "He knows, and he knows I only do it on Sundays, my day off."
"What kind of drug dealer has a day off?"
"The efficient kind."
Pete grabbed his black glass mirror, pulling it in front of him so the coke was to his left. He grabbed the Queen of Hearts playing card with his right hand, sliced down a small portion of coke, and pulled and dragged it to the center of the glass. He brushed the powdery traces his first pull left behind. He cut the powder again. There was no need to break down any small rocks or pebbles, tiny flakes--it was powder already--and formed two tiny lines by holding the edge of the card against the glass and then sliding the card's body against the powder.
He looked up at his sister.
She was watching him.
"Care for some?"
Hailey shook her head.
Pete smiled, grabbed his metal straw, and dipped his head. The first burst of powder filled his right nostril, stinging yet refreshing, as it swirled against his membranes and even found its way down his windpipe and into the back of his throat. He did the other side, tilting his head back as the powder dried the back of his throat, and then he swallowed against the bitter drip that hit the back of his throat. Then the numbing sensation hit, and he sighed.
"What can you give me money for?" Hailey asked.
Pete looked up at the TV, where the volleyball players bounced and jiggled, one girl's ass shaking with a tight, athletic vibration. "How about you invite one of your friends over, and I'll give you five hundred for the opportunity to seduce her."
"God," Hailey said. "I thought we weren't doing that anymore. Half my friends lost their virginities to you already."
"That's your fault for inviting them to sleep over," Pete said, laughing. "I bet one of them is up for it."
"Dad's fault too," Hailey said, "for always being away."
"Long-haul trucking has its drawbacks; that's why I sell drugs."
"Five hundred for a friend?" Hailey asked. "And I only have to invite them over, whether they fuck you or not. I don't have to encourage them?"
"Yeah, no, just invite them over. It's not like with Lindsey."
"I can't promise you anything," Hailey said. "Most of the ones you banged have boyfriends now. Others are on vacation because of the long weekend, or we're not close like that anymore, but I can try."
"Then go try."
"But," Hailey said, "I need a lot more money than five hundred. The cameras I'm looking at cost over five thousand dollars apiece."
"First, call a friend," Pete said, "and then we'll talk about me investing in your future."
Hailey stood, suddenly smiling, "You're going to give me the money, aren't you?"
Pete shook his head. "Go try."
"You are, 'cause you love me," Hailey said. She did a funny little hop, then took off around the couch and down the hallway.
Pete dropped back against the couch, then he heard his sister yell to him, "Hey, Pete, turn around."
He pushed himself upward, turned around, and looked down the hallway. Hailey stood there, all five foot ten inches of her, blonde and leanish, athletic and cute to a fault, and then she grabbed the bottom of her wraparound top and yanked it upward with a big smile on her face, nearly yelling, "You owe me a hundred bucks, perv!"



Pete laughed, thinking Not the first time I've paid to see those, as she turned around and rushed into her room as he yelled, "It's not perverted if you're high, Hailey."
His sister's head popped through her doorway and back into the hallway as she said, "Yes, it is!" Her head disappeared back into her room, then reappeared a moment later. "Perv!"

2


Blue Pills and Desperate Needs

Pete grabbed his mirror, bong, and the rest of his gear and made the short trip down the hallway past his sister's room, the house's single bathroom, and his dad's room all the way to his own room. The old man wouldn't be home until tomorrow, leaving him a lot of time to have a lot of fun with his sister's friend. He may have been twenty-one, but Pete knew the last thing his dad wanted to hear was his son fucking a girl, and he knew for certain his dad didn't want his little princess hearing her older fucking a girl, let alone one of her friends, either. And she never would... whenever their father was home.
Pete set his gear down on his gaming desk, which was also his PC desk and personal drug desk, a slender thing of black glass and stainless steel. He hopped over to his dresser, pulled out a pair of boxer briefs, then darted out of his room, crossed the hall, and entered the bathroom. He needed a shower. Even though he showered last night, there was no reason not to go the extra mile for the girl he planned on charming out of her panties.
He stripped down and gave his body a quick look. He was tall, athletic, and he had a head of full, light brown hair with a little wave to it. That was his father's hair. His sister inherited their mother's bright blonde, silky tresses. He had groomed his pubes the night before, and even though he had smoked, there were no red lines crossing the whites around his blue eyes. They were darker than his sister's, but they still stood out enough that the girls in his life enjoyed looking into them. He showered, soaped up, dried himself off, put on his black boxer briefs, and headed back into his room. He still needed to prepare.
Back in his room, Pete looked at his personal supply of happy stuff. He had his weed stored in mason jars with spring and snap lock lids. He had his coke, stored in a miniature mason jar with a screw on lid, and several unlabeled prescription bottles, one half full of 1 mg pills of Xanax and a little plastic bag with half a dozen Xanny bars and the other bottle was half full of that magic blue pill, which he didn't need, but it was the only drug his father ever asked him about. The man was in his fifties; he had had his children later in life, and sometimes he needed a little help. Pete asked no questions, made no jokes, and gave the pills to his father free of charge whenever he needed them. He also had some acid, some ecstasy, some Vicodin, and various opioids in his closet safe, but he rarely took those out. Pete put his coke and Xanax away, but he took out one blue pill because they were fun.
... and he planned on doing more coke.
His sister knocked on his door at the same moment she shouted, "Hey, you in there?"
"Where else would I be?"
Hailey pushed his door open, her eyes landing on his nearly naked body. "You're in luck," she said. "Taylor said she'd come over and." His sister smiled widely, sweetly, her eyes sparkling, "I mentioned you wanted to party and you wanted me to invite a friend. She then asked if I cared if she came over to watch Netflix and chill with you."
Pete laughed.
"In your room, with your party favors, but without me in the room with you two."
"I figured," Pete said. "Which one is Taylor? Ooh, is she as hot as Livvy Dunne?"
"Shut up," Haily laughed, "you perv."
"Just kidding."
Hailey stuck out her right hand. "Money, please."
Pete laughed.
He had money in his safe, lots of money, but Pete went to his nightstand and pulled open the top drawer. A roll of hundreds sat next to his Glock 17, and Pete pulled money out of the drawer and undid the rubber band holding it together. He peeled off five bills and handed them to his sister.
"You owe me six," Hailey said. "Five for phoning a friend and one for flashing you, perv."
Pete smiled and looked to the side, his expression sarcastic as if he were looking into a camera, breaking the fourth wall. He peeled off another bill and put it in his sister's hand, this time grabbing onto her hand and pulling her to him in a dancer's spin.
"That's what I love about you," Pete said, hugging her, then pushing her away. "You don't take life too seriously."
"You're a perv, not a creep," Hailey said, laughing as she headed for the door.
"Hey, Hailey," Pete said, waiting for her to turn around. "When you call me a perv, you do it with affection, you know that?"
"Told ya," Hailey said. "Coke makes you flirty."
Pete turned around, laughing, and went to his desk as his sister closed his door. He grabbed the pill, then walked to the right side of his bed, facing the headboard, and opened the minifridge. Inside sat several strong craft beers, a pint of vodka in a glass bottle, and several water bottles. He grabbed an unsealed bottle of water, popped the pill in his mouth, and washed it down. Then he went to do a bit more coke.

* * * * *

Pete had changed into a pair of dark blue basketball shorts, white ankle socks, and a fitted, black workout shirt. He walked into the living room, his nostrils alive with powder, feeling fresh as his heartbeat sprinted beneath his chest. He took a deep breath, filling his chest as his eyes widened, then his eyes found his sister where she sat on the couch, leaning against the right side armrest, watching TV.
"What," Pete asked, "you don't like watching volleyball?"
"Volleyball, is that what they're calling it?" Hailey laughed. "Should be called 'The Pussy and Ass Show' or something."
"Whoa, the mouth on you."
"Think my GenFans subscribers will like my mouth?"
As Pete walked around the couch, he reached out with his left hand and brushed his forefinger against his sister's right cheek, slipping down to the corner of her mouth. "I think any man would love this mouth of yours."
"Hey," his sister said, cheeks turning a bit pink. "There you go again, perv, getting flirty with me."
"Harmless fun," Pete said, dropping down on the other side of the couch. "Do you think I can get Taylor to call me 'perv' while I'm banging her?"
"Gross!" Hailey said, laughing. "You're worse than the creepiest gooner sometimes. Stick to being pervy, it's cute; don't be creepy. Besides, 'perv' is my nickname for you."
"Maybe my nickname for you should be 'Pimp.'"
"For five hundred bucks a friend, I'll be the best damn pimp in the world for you."
"Today's a special case, little sister," Pete said. "I'm not paying five hundred bucks for the chance to bang one of your friends again."
"Why not?" Hailey asked, laughing. "Why's today a special case?"
"I'm horny."
"Shut up," Hailey said, laughing. "I thought you banged your customers."
"I used to," Pete said, smiling. "I'll tell you, I got a kick out of trading sex for drugs, but it was more like collateral. They still had to pay me, but when they didn't have the cash, they'd give up the ass until they could pay later."
"Sounds like fun," his sister said, tilting her head, sounding sarcastic. "Well, go trade some drugs for sex."
"I don't do that anymore." Pete took several deep breaths. "I use on Sundays, but these girls use whenever they can, and they're wealthy wives and daughters and would-be models. I can't be involved in that, even if my clients are high-class, and Uncle Bill gave me some advice recently: 'Don't fuck your customers.'" As he spoke his last sentence, Pete lifted his hands into the air, thumb tips touching, fingers spread, and then he spread his hands wide. "He meant that literally and figuratively. I haven't had sex in a month."
"You got into trouble for fucking your customers, didn't you?"
Pete laughed, saying, "Yeah." He laughed harder. "And it's an easy way to get caught if you piss off the wrong girl."
Hailey laughed for a little bit, then she quieted down and asked softly, "Doesn't getting caught scare you?"
"Nah," Pete said, waving a hand. "Uncle Bill has a good lawyer, and I can fight, so I'm not worried about being arrested."
"Ooh, Mr. Tough Guy, so sexy," Hailey said. "Don't the girls love that?"
"They sure do, Pimp."
Hailey's phone rang. She looked down at her phone, where it lay on the armrest, and said, "It's Taylor."
"Tell Taylor to get her ass down here, swiftly," Pete said, smiling at his own joke and enjoying how the coke in his veins seemed to make everything brighter.
"Funny," Hailey said, answering by sliding her forefinger across the screen before holding it near the right side of her face. "What's up?"
Pete closed his eyes and leaned back, enjoying the energy pulsing through his veins and the semi-hardness in his shorts. He half listened to half a conversation, but the words "Oh, you can't," made him open his eyes.
"I understand," Hailey said. "It's okay, there's always next weekend. Go, take care of your grandpa. Call me and let me know how everything goes."
"She's not coming?" Pete asked after his sister set her phone down and looked at him.
"No," Hailey said, sighing. "Family emergency. Sorry."
"Hailey."
"Yeah?"
"You're a terrible pimp."

* * * * *

Pete leaned back against the armrest. He sighed, then said, "Well, you're going to have to give me back my five hundred."
"What, noooo," Hailey said.
"I'm not giving you money for nothing. You can't call anyone else?"
"No, she was my Obi-Wan."
"And you were mine," Pete whispered, opening his eyes and looking down his body, where his semihard cock curved against his sack. Oh no.
"She said she'd come over next weekend," Hailey said. "I'll keep the money as an advanced payment."
"Next weekend doesn't help me." Pete sat up. "Hailey, look, I took,"--he grunt-growled--"a Viagra."
Hailey faced him on the couch, one foot on the ground, the other tucked under her thigh. She leaned forward, her blue eyes staring into his. "You took a Viagra?"
"Yeah."
Loud, cheerful laughter burst from her lips.
"It's not funny! I'm going to have a four-hour hard-on."
His little sister fell backwards, hands going to her mouth, covering her mouth, her laughter spilling through her fingers as her legs came up.
Pete stared at her, her raised legs hiding her face from his angle. She dropped her legs, and the loose leg holes of her boy shorts fluttered open. Pete caught sight of white skin tanned golden by the sun. The shorts' crotch was narrow, and tilting his head to his left, his eyes caught sight of her soft outer labia and what looked like a very small, possibly a G-string, pair of black panties with a sharp and narrow front. They looked like tight nylon or spandex or something that hugged his little sister's cunny firmly.
Fuck, he thought, pulling his eyes up her body. Lucky for him, his sister's legs may have come down and spread open, but her eyes faced upward with her hands still covering her mouth.
"Give me back my money."
"Oh, c'mon, you're going to give it to me anyway."
"We'll talk about it a week from now."
"But I want to get started now!" Hailey sat up, her laughter fading but her smile remaining. "Give me the money today and I'll be your slave."
"What are we, kids?" Pete asked, shaking his head.
"I could show you my tits again," Hailey said, laughing. "Five times?"
"I'm not paying another hundred to see your tits again." Pete looked down. "That's mostly for jokes anyway. Besides, I can go to a topless bar and see tits for a ten-dollar cover charge and two drink minimum."
"What do you mean by 'mostly for jokes,' you perv?" Hailey asked, a playful accusation in her voice.
"Fuck you," Pete said, sighing. "I need pussy, little sister."
"And I need money."
"Good luck on that." Pete groaned. "I need some pay-for-play action, here."
"Do you do that a lot, 'pay-for-play?'"
Pete shrugged.
"Fuck Pete, it's too bad we're related. That would solve both of our problems."
Pete looked at his sister, saying nothing.
"I'm joking, god," Hailey said. "Don't be so serious. Calm down, take one of your mellow pills, and we'll talk about this later."
"Sure, we will."
"We will, 'cause I know you're going to give me the money and I'm going to pay you back and that's that. I'm going to get something to drink."
His sister stood and walked past him. He turned to follow her, his eyes lingering on her narrow hips, the low-rise shorts, the way the thin cotton clung to the muscular curve of her butt cheeks, falling into her crack.
It is too bad we're related. He looked to his left, into the dining room, but couldn't see into the kitchen. He could hear his sister in there. Ten bucks a minute to stare at your tits and jerk off. Would she take it? What am I thinking? I need to go to my room and goon for the rest of the day.
But what if they weren't related?
Beneath his shorts, his cock swelled, growing thicker, harder, warmer. Sweat pushed its way through his pores, beading his forehead and the back of his neck. His heart beat faster, and Pete didn't think it was because of the cocaine in his system. Thoughts exploded in his head, then his mind narrowed as he pushed those thoughts away until his mind was empty, but even empty ideas came to him. Ideas without sound, only understanding.
What would his sister do for money if they weren't related to each other? If they were? If it wasn't pervy when he was high, then it wasn't incest either, was it?
"It would be for the money," he said, "not a need for some sick, twisted, immoral pleasure."
God, his dick was hard.
Pete stood and went to his room. He couldn't go into the kitchen with his pants tented like an engorged divining rod pointing right at his sweet little sister, could he? No, that would be too pervy.
In his room, he pulled his cock out of his pants, pulled it upward beneath his tight shirt, then adjusted his waistband around his shaft and tied the strings of his basketball shorts together, but not too tight, just enough to keep his dick from flopping back down. Then, as he was turning to leave, he turned back into his room, went to his bedside drawer, and grabbed the roll of money he kept there.
"More convincing than words," he said, giving it a light toss before putting it in his pocket.
As he attempted to leave his room again, he turned around, walked to his desk, and pulled off two small bumps of coke that he snorted with his metallic straw. His eyes widened as a burst of energy ran through his face, chest, and shoulders, and that numbing sensation swept through his nose, lips, and gums, though not as strongly as it had during his first two lines of the day.
This time, he left his room without turning around.
"Maybe I should jerk off," Pete said as his dick throbbed, the rigid shaft hot against his abdominals. He stopped walking as he left the hallway. "Then I might not come back." He smiled, the coke making him take deep breaths. "Nah, I'd come back."
He continued walking, cutting to his left behind the couch and then making a left turn as he entered the dining room with its small, square table. The kitchen was right beyond the dining room, separated by an island counter and a kitchen with a lot of counter space, thanks to a remodel his father had done, with Pete's help, reluctant at first, but it turned out to be time well spent with his father.
Hailey, still wearing her makeup, stood at the kitchen island, a glass of ice water on the grey and white granite top next to a big plate of ketchup-smothered fries.
"How do you stay so slender?" Pete asked, leaning his elbows on the counter, standing off to his sister's left, and hiding his hard-on before his sister could see it. It seemed to swell when he noticed that her nipples were still hard, projecting two thick buds outward against her wraparound top. They did have the air conditioner on....
"Superpowers."
Pet laughed.
"I'm a decent gymnast and a great dancer," Hailey said, rolling her eyes. "I burn a lot of calories."
"You're a great gymnast."
"I'm too tall," Hailey said. "I do it for fun. Next year, at college, maybe I'll be able to walk on, but no one is offering a scholarship, hence, the GenFans plan."
"Yeah, that's the reason you want to be a GenFans model."
Hailey laughed and winked, then said, "That'll be my excuse if Dad ever finds out."
"Which he will."
Hailey nodded. "You're not going to tell him, though, right?"
"You know I'm not."
"I know, pinky swear-cross your heart-blood oath," Hailey said. "That's what families do."
"Yeah, good thing we're related, otherwise I'd tell everyone your secrets."
"Yep."
"But," Pete said, then paused as his heartbeat picked up its pace, and it had nothing to do with the powder in his system.
"But?" Hailey asked. "Coke got your tongue?"
"But," Pete said again, taking a deep breath and then looking up at his sister, "What if we weren't related?"
Hailey cocked her head, asking, "What do you mean?"
"It's like you said earlier," Pete said, speaking slowly and deliberately, trying to keep the tremors from his voice. Was he sweating? "'It's too bad we're related.'"
"You're losing me, Pete."
"You need money, and I need...." Pete said. "You've always taken my money to do my chores, what's the big deal if you take my money to do other things for me?"
"What?" Hailey asked, shaking her head slightly. "Do you want to see my tits again? Is that what you're trying to say?" She grabbed her top and lifted it, showing off her small, round breasts and their light pink nipples. "See, it's no big deal. All you have to do is ask. You've seen them before. It's no big deal." She pulled her shirt down. "And I won't even charge you this time, perv. Go jerk off now and leave me alone."
Pete had stared at those twin peaches, but now he looked up, and seeing his sister's playful smile, he smiled as well, but said, "That's not what I mean. What if we weren't related and I was one of your GenFans and you needed money, and I had money to give? What then?"
"You're being serious about this," Hailey said, her voice low. "You're not just being cute."
"At least I'm cute."
"Knock it off," Hailey said, "of course you're cute and it's cute when brothers have a crush on their sisters, even if you're older and the others are younger, but it's still cute."
"I don't have a crush on you."
"As if," Hailey said. "It's normal. I'm a gymnast, a dancer. I'm part of a team of happy, energetic, and spunky girls. Most of my teammates' brothers have crushes on them. It's not a big deal."
"Really?" Pete asked, then said, "That doesn't matter. This is business. You looked at and read the stuff I paid you to hide at Mom's, right?"
"Yeah."
"So you know what 'pay-for-play' means?" Pete asked. He grabbed Hailey's water and took a long drink. "One of those magazines was full of pay-for-play for stories, letters to the editor stuff."
Hailey stared at him for a little while, her lips closed, and her blue eyes narrowed. "Yeah, I know what it means."
"Well, what if I paid you to play with you?" Pete reached into his right side pocket and pulled out his bankroll, the cash folded in half with a rubber band keeping the bills tightly together. "Money earned is sweeter than money begged for, you know?"
"How much coke have you done?"
"Not a lot, yet."
"Jesus."
"I also took a blue pill, remember?"
Hailey laughed for a moment before straightening her face, "Yeah, I remember."



"And it's not pervy if I'm high, you know?"
"I know that's what you tell yourself."
"I used to pay you to do my chores all the time; this is just a different kind of chore."
"You really are serious," Hailey said, her eyes flickering down to the bills. "All that would be mine."
"No," Pete said, laughing.
"Then why would anyone say yes?"
"I mean, it would be yours, a little at a time."
Hailey closed her eyes, shaking her head. "Why am I even thinking about this? This is weird, right?"
"You need money, lots of money no one else is going to give you, and I need... you know, I need--"
"Pussy," Hailey said. "Just say it: Pussy. I'm eighteen, you can say pussy."
"I need pussy."
Hailey sucked in a quick breath, her cheeks swirling with pink in the same instant. "I'm your sister, I'm not giving you pussy."
Slow this down, jackass.
"You said I needed pussy," Pete said. "What if I pay you to change your clothes into something sexier?"
Hailey narrowed her eyes again, turning her head slightly to the side as she looked at him. "What do you mean?" she asked. Her gaze flicked toward Pete's money for a moment. "How much would you pay me to change into something sexier than what I'm wearing now?"
Pete licked his lips, which caused the corner of his sister's lips to twitch before she caught herself. "You know that string bikini you have? The leopard-print one?"
"Yep, I know it." Hailey gave him a silly smile. "Do you watch me when I tan in them? The backyard is right outside your window. I can't see through the reflective glass. You do watch me, don't you, perv?"
"Just change into that," Pete whispered, "the panties, not the bra. Instead, put on one of your baseball shirts, the undershirts, the white one with the yellow sleeves, and cut it in half so the"--Pete coughed--"bottoms of your tits show."
Hailey was quiet for a minute, never taking her eyes off his face, before she said, "How much?"
"I'll give you twenty."
"I'd be ruining a shirt for you," Hailey said, "and all I get is twenty?"
"Forty."
"I'd be cutting it by more than half. I'm cutting it to about a fourth of its size."
"Fifty for an outfit change," Pete said. "If this were a GenFans live stream, you'd have hundreds of thousands of men sharing the expense. I'm only one guy."
"Thousands?" Hailey asked. "You really think I could get thousands to watch me?"
"Yeah, I do."
"That's so sweet."
Pete stood. He grabbed his bankroll and pulled off the rubber band, looking through the bills until he found a fifty-dollar bill. He tugged it free. He placed it on the counter. He looked at his sister.
"Jesus," Hailey said, "you've got a huge hard-on."
Pete looked down, his tight shirt outlining his dick. He shook his head. "I took a pill. I thought I was getting laid. And giving girls money turns me on."
"C'mon, Pete, we're brother and sister," Hailey said, a soft laugh falling from her lips. "This was fun, but let's be serious, okay? We're related."
"I am being serious," Pete said. "You can make a lot of money today with a promise of getting all twenty thousand this week, after we work out the details of how you're going to pay me back, or I can go to my room, jerk off, sober up, and who knows, maybe my shame will keep me from giving you the money."
"Ooh," Hailey said, eyes narrowed, lips scrunched. "Fifty to wear my leopard string bikini panties and a ruined baseball shirt that shows off the bottom of my tits?"
"Yeah," Pete said. "And make it off the shoulder as well, like Jennifer Beals in Flashdance."
"Like who, in what?"
"Like--look it up."
Hailey looked down at the fifty, then back at him, and said, "And I get to keep the five hundred for calling Taylor, no matter what happens with her?"
"Yeah," Pete said. "I promise."
Hailey snatched the fifty from the countertop, spun, and walked away, calling out, "Deal!"

* * * * *

Pete waited on the couch, sitting in the middle seat. The seconds ticked away, turning into minutes that turned into more minutes. How long did it take to change into panties and a do-it-yourself crop top? He turned his body to his right, looking over his shoulder. His eyes didn't drift toward his sister's room where she'd be changing, but toward his own.
"I have porn," Pete said. "I can jerk off. I can forget all about this."
Then Hailey will keep the money anyway.
Pete looked down at his dick.
Who was he kidding? He'd end up doing another bump or two and then run back to his sister's room and ask her to change again. Being a cute perv would get annoying quickly if he kept that up all day.
"Maybe I should....." he said, but the thought trailed off into nothing as his sister's bedroom door opened.
His sister's head popped into the hall through her doorway. She looked at her brother, then looked down, her blonde hair hanging around past her shoulders in waves, then she stepped into the hallway, still looking down. She took a breath, straightened her shoulders, and used her hands to brush her long, wavy hair beyond her back, then began to walk forward.
Pete widened his eyes when he saw the serious look on his sister's face, then he took a deep breath when she started her model's catwalk down the hall. Her long legs, firm and muscular, had the tightest jiggles possible, even in the inner thigh, where they were softest. She may have been a gymnast, but she had an aesthetically sculpted body, her muscles hinted at beneath her skin, not cut to the point of sharpness.
"Holy shit," Pete whispered as his eyes fell on the tiny, string bikini panties covering her pussy. They were so small, held together by floss like strings tight in bows at her narrow hips and the patch of cloth covering the inner lips of her teen cunny was nothing more than a micro sliver of cloth that left her entire mound bare as the waistline dipped down in front, as well as the thicker, outer swells of her labia uncovered as it narrowed to barely bigger than her slit. Could you even call them panties?
The baseball undershirt he had asked her to wear had been cut across the bottom with a pair of scissors, and as Pete had asked, his sister cut the top short enough to leave just the bottom swells of her round tits bare. As she walked with a purpose, firm legs crossing one in front of the other, they bounced up and down, the bottoms jiggling tightly, but they didn't bounce enough to expose the stiff nipples poking against the thin cloth. Hailey had also cut across the neck hole, cutting enough of the shirt to expose her left shoulder and arm, while cutting downward across her chest, revealing the very tops of her biggish tits before the neckline curved upwards, barely hanging onto her right shoulder.
As she walked around the couch, Pete's eyes followed her, taking in her slender profile, looking leaner from the side, her butt curving with muscle from the tops of her hamstrings to her lower back. Her ass looked thick and juicy, a tight athletic ass packed with muscle and size, ready to burst at any moment, and they were tanned, golden from the sun. The string bikini's waistband wrapped around her hips in a straight line, and another line of floss dipped down from the center of the waistband between her butt cheeks. There was no little triangle piece of fabric above his sister's crack; there was only the waistband and another, nearly nonexistent piece of leopard-printed nylon that disappeared into the start of his little sister's crack, then vanished out of sight as her buns swallowed the string whole.
Pete sat back as Hailey walked around the coffee table and stopped in front of him, the table between them. She spread her arms, holding them straight and at an upward angle. Her crop top rose even more, exposing the pinkness of her small areolas, the skin looking puckered and tight.
"There you go," Hailey said, turning around.
Pete groaned.
"Perv," Hailey said.
He couldn't help it. With her legs spread as she turned, her ass cheeks still hid the G-string between her cheeks, but those cheeks swept to the sides at their bottoms, exposing a leopard-striped strip of cloth that lay plastered to the soft, meaty curve of her pussy. The cloth only hid her inner lips from view, yet they outlined them, painting a picture of Heaven that drew another moan from Pete's lips. And outside that cloth was the smooth bulge of his sister's outer cunny lips, forming a soft crescent between her thighs, which brought a glob of precum up through his shaft only to spill into his shirt.
"And now I go," Hailey said, turning around.
"Wait," Pete said, shaking his head. "You can't leave."
"Why not?"
"I paid you to change into something sexier," he said, "so I could look at you. That's the deal, like your GenFans will do when you live stream to them."
"Really?" Hailey asked. "C'mon."
"Yeah, really."
"So," Hailey said, shaking her head, "what do I do?"
"I don't know."
"You're just going to stare at me all day?"
Pete nodded.
"What about that thing?" Hailey asked, pointing down at Pete's stiff dick, but not looking at it. "Shouldn't you go take care of that?"
"Trust me," Pete said, "I need to." He licked his lips. "Turn around."
"Why?"
Pete reached into his pocket, lifting his hips a little. He noticed his sister's eyes flickering to his outlined prick beneath his shirt before moving to his hand, where he had pulled out his money again.
"Look," he said, "you're getting the full twenty after today, but today I'm paying you for your services, like your GenFans will." He unfolded his roll, quickly flipping through it. "There has to be three thousand dollars here." Pete peeled off a couple of twenties and tossed them on the table. "Be a good girl and do as I pay you to do."
Red swirled in Hailey's cheeks. Her eyes narrowed and her breathing deepened. Pete couldn't tell if she was mad or turned on, but she bent over at the waist and grabbed the money. The widened neckline fell forward. His sister's twin, golden tits lay exposed, round and perky, hanging down as much as a pair of tight, teen tits could, with the stiff nipples seeming to pull the swells of her breasts downward, creating small cones right at their tips. When Hailey stood with the money in her hands, she looked around, made a wet noise with her lips, then tucked one twenty-dollar bill into the strings of her panties on either side of her hips.
Just like a stripper, Pete thought, his balls tingling as another burst of clear, liquid cum shot up his shaft and into his shirt. His hips jerked, and a small moan scratched his throat. Hailey, looking down at him, seemed to notice the wet, precum stain on his shirt. Her lips twitched, then she turned around.
"No touching," Hailey said.
"No touching you," Pete said back, taking out his thick cock. "Don't turn around until I say."
"Why, you have your dick in your hands?"
"Don't turn around, Hailey. Just lean forward and spread your legs."
"God," Hailey said, almost gasping, "this is so wrong."
"We're not doing this to be nasty," Pete said, putting his right hand around his shaft and gripping the hot flesh tightly. "This is need. You need money. I need a woman. If we weren't related, this would be hot."
"You saying I'm not hot?"
Pete smiled, saying, "I'm saying we're being pervy, not creepy."
"Such a perv things to say," his sister whispered.
Pete let his eyes travel down his sister's long body. This was only because he needed to come, not because he wanted to fuck his sister. Just to come, that's all I need to do. He pictured himself kissing her shoulders and sliding his tongue down her back, along her spine, to the crack of her ass. Images of his lips against her cheeks flashed in his head, then his tongue slipping into her crack, first the round curve downward into her crack, the crack itself, sliding along the nylon floss between her cheeks.
"I can hear you jerking off," Hailey said, her voice low, almost as if she didn't want him to hear her voice.
And he was jerking off, loudly, his tightened sack smacking against his thighs, his precum making sticky noises as it lubed his shaft-pumping fist.
"Lean forward," Pete said, his voice coming fast, his breath heavy. "Put your hands on the TV stand."
His little sister did as she was told.
"Arch your back."
She did, pushing her butt toward him, her tight cheek finally parting for him. He saw the inner walls of her crack, and he saw how the G-string couldn't hide her sun-tanned, light-skinned asshole.
"Fuck," Pete gasped, stroking his dick harder. Quick shocks of pleasure sparked the tip of his dick, and that light, airy, almost tingling feeling worked its way from his piss slit, down his shaft, and spread through his sack. He wanted to come. He needed to come, but the fucking coke wouldn't let him come.
"Say something dirty," he said.
"You gonna pay me for that?"
Pete grabbed his money with his left hand. He made sure to be loud as he found two fives and tossed them on the table. "Say something dirty to me."
"Like what?"
"Anything," Pete said, his voice trembling. "Something you've heard before. Something you've read. Something you've thought about, anything at all--you said you liked it--just say--mmm--something, little sister."
"I like...." Hailey said. "I like the sound of you jerking off."
"Yeah," Pete moaned, pumping his prick harder, the tingling stronger, the string of pleasure moving through his tip and shaft getting bigger.
"I like," Hailey said, hanging her head down as she spread her legs a little more, the curve of her pussy perfectly seen between her wide-open thighs. "I like your heavy breathing."
"Keep talking," Pete moaned, the pleasure pulling at his orgasm through his cock. "Be nasty."
"You're such a perv with me."
"I know, little sister, I know."
"God, you perv," Hailey whined, "do you have to call me that?"
Pete grunted as his leg-shaking tremors ran through his thighs. "I am a perve, little sister."
"Yeah, you are," Hailey said, her voice strained, then said in a deeper, huskier tone, she whispered, "I like it when you call me little sister, perv."
"Oh, fuck," Pete moaned, his voice filling the living room. His cum erupted from his balls, the tingling spreading throughout his thighs, tightening his ass cheeks, and bucking his hips upward. The amount of creamy, white jizz his nuts released would have made a mess, but Pete had grabbed his shirt with his left hand and covered his cock just in time. Yet, even still, the cum pushed through the shirt's fibers, creating pools of sticky white globs over the belly of his shirt.
"Can I turn around now?" Hailey asked, her breathing heavy.
"Yeah," Pete said, his eyes closed, the word coming out like a sigh. "Whew."
"Jeez, you made a mess," Hailey said. "You really liked that, huh?"
"Damn right I did," Pete said, opening his eyes.
His sister was looking down at his shirt, where his hand held the fabric against his prick, staring at every ounce of cum that had pushed through the nylon and polyester blend of material held in his hand. When she saw him looking at her, she dropped her head and grabbed the money on the table.
"Only ten?" Hailey said, picking up the fives.
"You were only talking dirty," Pete said, laughing. "C'mon, on GenFans you'll make more. Let me have the family discount."
"You're a terrible pervert," Hailey said. "You are giving me the twenty thousand, right?"
Pete nodded. "Pinky swear-cross my heart-and everything else," he said. "Promise."
"You'd better promise."
"That wasn't so bad, huh?" Pete asked. "Even if we are related?"
"I guess not," Hailey said. "Money earned is sweeter than money begged for. I'm going to go change."
"Wait, I paid for that outfit."
"Yeah, and you came," Hailey said. "In all the movies, shows, stories, and articles I've read, once the customer comes, the show is over."
"I took a Viagra and I've done coke," Pete said. He looked at his dick. "This isn't going down."
"Pay-for-play, big brother," Hailey said, then she laughed. "It sounds so wrong, saying that in this situation."
"I've got an idea," Pete said, releasing his dick. It had softened to half-mast, but he knew that wouldn't last long.
"What?"
"I want to take pictures of you," Pete said, looking up at his sister. She met his eyes for a moment before looking away. "Pictures like GenFans models take and post to their fans."
"How much are you going to pay me?" Hailey asked.
Pete grabbed his cash, flipped through the roll to the twenties, and began sliding bills from the stack onto the coffee table with his thumbs. He stopped after five.
"Enough, little sister?"
Hailey took a deep breath, then said, "That's enough, but if you want me to call you 'big brother,' that's going to cost you more."
Pete laughed, saying, "You're going to make a great businesswoman," as he slid another twenty from the roll.
His sister took his money and said, "So, where are we taking these pictures, big brother?"

* * * * *

"My room," Pete said, pulling off his shirt.
His sister gave him a look, raising one eyebrow.
"I'm not paying you so I can take off my shirt," he said, laughing. "I've got cum all over it."
"Dirty, dirty, big brother."
"Get moving," Pete said. "Don't tell me you've never made a mess."
"Fine, I won't, but if you pay me...."
They both laughed as Hailey skipped down the hallway, tucking the money in the waistband of her panties as she did so. Her ass tried to jiggle, but it was more of a tight ripple as she glided across the floor to his room.
"I need to clean up," Pete said, stopping at the restroom to wash the cum from his shirt and stomach. Once he was in his room, he tossed the shirt in the hamper in his closet, then shut his closet door.
"Thank god for the internet," Pete said, "because I don't know how to get sperm out of my clothes."
"Twenty bucks and I'll wash your clothes for you," Hailey said. "Like old times, but now with cum."
Hailey giggled.
Pete laughed.
For a moment, he almost called it a day as his little sister giggled, but then she leaned back as her giggling turned into real laughter, and he saw her almost-big titties shake, the undersides clear as day in the lamplight of his room.
Pete walked to his windows, throwing open the blackout curtains on both the west window and north window that overlooked their large backyard. He left the sheer curtains closed.
"We need more light," Pete was saying as he moved around his room, "but not too much. You're going to have to think about these things when you're shaking your butt on GenFans."
"Lights!" Hailey said. "I need to buy lighting too."
"I'll tell you what," Pete said, grabbing his phone and swiping it to picture mode, "I'll help you look up everything you need, and some of Uncle Bill's customers are camgirls, we'll ask them for advice."
"Why didn't you tell me this earlier?"
Pete shrugged. "I don't know. I have a lot of information in my head. Sometimes it takes a while for me to remember it."
"So, what do I do?" Hailey asked.
"You're posing for pictures," Pete said. "So, pose."
"How?"
"You want me to direct you?"
"I don't want you to," Hailey said, standing with hands on her hips and her legs slightly parted in front of his bed, her little panties dark against her tanned skin, making her bulging outer labia look all the more prominent in the light. "You're my brother, there's no want in this. You're paying me to pose, so pose me."
Pete lifted his phone, saying, "Smile, little sister," and when she did, he snapped a picture.
"That's it, big brother?" Hailey asked, laughing. "That's your pose?"
"It'll get sexier," he said.



And it did.
He started directing her slowly, telling her to raise her arms so her shirt came up, exposing the bottoms of her breasts.
"Oh, god, you want to see my nipples too," Hailey said when the shirt began to expose her areolas.
"Now you're shy?" Pete asked.
"I've always been shy, big brother," Hailey said, whispering the last two words she had spoken.
She's getting the money anyway, Pete thought as he set his camera down and pulled out his wad of cash. He pulled out several tens and handed them to his sister.
She didn't even look at the amount, but she did smile as the cash came out, and her eyes seemed to sparkle when she took the money from his hands. She tucked those into her bikini panties as well, but she was running out of room around her waist.
Up her arms went again, elbows bent, fingers touching, and her shoulders up straight, pushing her round breasts toward him. Pete snapped several pictures, then he had his sister pull down the left side of her neckline, where it hung off her shoulder. Her left titty came into view, and Pete took more pictures. His sister smiled at the camera, her cheeks going pink, and when Pete told her to pinch her long, thick nipple, her cheeks turned red, but she did as she was told.
"Have you ever tried sucking your own nipples?" Pete asked when his sister pulled her neckline down far enough to expose both of her breasts.
Hailey giggled, and she didn't answer him, but she did wink and stick her tongue out at him.
He had his little sister get on his bed, standing on her knees. She flashed him her tits, held them, pushed them together, covered her nipples, pulled them, and pinched them, though Pete had to splash her with more money. She smiled as the money fell around her, singing, "Make it rain, make it rain," in a soft voice.
"On your back," Pete said, his dick hard again. The tent they formed strained against his size. He noticed his sister sneaking glances downward, and now and then, he'd reach down to adjust his dick in his shorts, shivering at the pleasure it gave him. Could he get her to touch it?
Hailey dropped to her back among the money on the bed. She grabbed some, tossed the bills upward, and let the bills fall around her body. Pete snapped some pictures of her.
"Do the splits," Pete said.
"God, you guys love it when we girls do the splits, don't you?"
"Yeah," Pete said. "It looks amazing, especially when the girl's legs are as long and toned as yours."
"It's hard work getting them this strong but keeping them long and slender," Hailey said. "I'll never be a gold medalist, so I went for aesthetics."
"They look good."
Hailey lifted her legs straight up, then spread them to the sides, her muscles tense as she stretched her legs outward as far as they would go, the sides of her feet touching the bed and pushing her pelvis upward. Her panties barely covered the small lips between her teen pussy, and the swells of her outer labia bulged like rising cookie dough. The crotch of her panties turned to floss at her perineum, continuing over her asshole and hiding nothing. Pete moaned as he gazed upon his little sister's peach-colored divot, lighter in color than her golden tan, without a blemish upon the smooth skin that turned into shallow crinkles the closer to her asshole they came. And what a little asshole she had, pink and tight, even the floss couldn't hide the fact that his little sister's rubber pucker was sealed shut.
Pete snapped more pictures as his cock hardened to the point he thought it was about to snap in half. With each picture, his phone made that clicking shutter sound that programmers coded into their apps. Hailey lay there, legs spread, pelvis tilted upward, not saying a word, but she was breathing heavily, and Pete could see that her leopard print panties were darker where they pressed against her pussyhole.
"Hailey," Pete whispered, "how much to show me your pussy?"
"Oh, god," Hailey said, covering her eyes with her right forearm. "I knew you were going to ask me that."
"How much?"
"This is so embarrassing, Pete."
"How much? I want to know your price."
"One hundred," Hailey whispered after a moment of silence.
Pete grabbed his money. He walked to the side of the bed. Hailey looked at him, her eyes locking onto his prick before moving up his shirtless body to look him in the eyes. He pulled off five twenties and sprinkled them on her body, making a show of it.
"Does it hurt?" Hailey whispered, looking down at his crotch.
"Yeah," Pete whispered.
"Just wondering," Hailey said. "If you want to jerk off in front of me, it'll cost you."
Pete smiled, "I know."
He walked to the foot of the bed and knelt. "Pull your panties to the side," he said, holding up his phone, set to video mode. His sister did as she was told, her long fingers going from right to left, the white tipped fingernails with their glossy bodies curling into the side of her oh-so-small panties and pulling them to the right.
"Fuck me," Pete gasped as his sister's light pink crevice came into view. She had small, inner pussy lips, easily hidden by her outer folds. They were open and slick with an easily seen coating of honey on their petals. Her inner pussy walls pressed together, making it impossible to see inside her teen twat.
"Take your pictures," Hailey whined, finishing her plea with a bratty, "big brother."
Snap, snap, snap, went the shutter sound after Pete had switched back to the camera mode.
"On your knees, all fours," Pete said. "Let's get some back shots."
"You gonna jerk off again?" Hailey asked. "You have to pay me first."
"I'll pay you before I do, don't worry."
Hailey turned onto her knees, adjusting her panties back into place after Pete told her to fix them. She spread her knees for him, lowered her head, arched her back, her ass up in the air, her pussy, all bundled up in what cloth her panties were made of, hung like a perfect crescent between her firm thighs. She pulled her panties to the side, and Pete snapped more pictures, licking his lips at their wetness. She pulled her panties down to her thighs, a mixture of bills coming loose and falling to the bed, and Pete snapped more pictures, even moving in close to take a picture of his sister's butthole.
"I can't believe we're doing this," Hailey groaned as Pete took close-up images of her asshole.
Pete said nothing, his dick aching now and spitting up precum.
"Okay," Pete said. "I think that's enough pictures."
Hailey dropped to the bed, on her stomach, and grabbed one of his black, satin-covered pillows. She hugged it to her body as she lay on her left side, her right knee coming up, sandwiching her bald beaver between her thighs.
"Nice pillows," Hailey said. "I'm going to buy some of these one day."
An idea came to him.
"Hailey," he said, "have you ever humped your pillows?"
"I'm eighteen," she said with a soft laugh, "so yeah, I have."
"I want to record you humping your pillow," Pete said. "One of my pillows."
Hailey rolled onto her back. She looked up at him. "This is getting crazy, isn't it? You've jerked off. I've shown you my"--she buried her face in her hands for a moment--"my pussy and asshole, and now you want to see me hump my pillow."
"And come."
Hailey licked her lips, shook her head, then said, "In for a penny, in for a twenty thousand dollars, I guess. How much are you going to pay me?"
Pete grabbed his bankroll and started raining bills down on her. A few hundreds, a few fifties, twenties, tens, fives, and even ones. It didn't matter; she was getting every bill in that roll and more, and the way her smile lit up her face and her eyes brightened was enough to convince Pete to give all the money he had, but he controlled himself, stopping when he had about half of his roll left.
"Okay," Hailey whispered. "But my panties stay on."
"Okay," Pete nodded. "But the shirt comes off."
His sister tilted her head from side to side, then said, "Okay, I guess. Not like you haven't paid to see them before, anyways."
Pete smiled.
"I need music," Hailey said, getting to her knees and looking at Pete's pillows. "I always do this to music." She chose the body-length pillow resting against the headboard beneath his smaller pillows.
"And I want more coke. Ask Hal to play music for you."
"Why'd you name your assistant Hal?"
Pete shook his head, not bothering to answer his little sister's question.
As she selected music, Pete pulled off two more small bumps of coke. He bent over to snort one then the other with his straw, but stopped and turned to look at his sister, who was staring at him.
"What?" Pete asked. "Want some?"
"No," Hailey said. "I like watching when you do it."
"I know the feeling."
"What if I said yes? Would you give me some?"
"No," Pete said, laughing.
"Then why do you ask, butthead?"
"Because, little sister, I'm a gentleman."
Hailey's jaw opened, her head tilted downward as she gave him a sideways glance, then she burst out laughing. Pete smiled, hit one bump and then the other, the numbness returning to his already numbed nostrils. He was aware they were there, and he could almost feel the powder swirling within them, or he thought he could, then his energy spiked, his eyes opened wide, and he went back to his sister.
"Your shirt," he reminded her.
Hailey had moved the body-length pillow to the center of the bed. Her legs straddled it, her pussy pressing into it with her thighs opened wide. It was a big pillow, thick, with plenty of feathers on the inside, so it didn't crumble beneath her weight the way a normal pillow would. Hailey smiled at him, shook her head, then crossed her arms and grabbed her shirt, pulling it off as she rocked gently to the music she had chosen to play. Her tits rose with her arms, big, perky, and round. They even stayed high on her chest when she lowered her arms.
"Nice, huh?" Hailey asked. "Now that you're getting a long look at them."
"Too nice," Pete said.
Haily looked at him, his chest, then down to his pants. "If you want to get naked too, it'll cost you."
"Why hadn't I suggested that earlier?" Pete said, tossing his sister another couple of bills that he hadn't bothered counting.
He put his hands in his waistband and pushed down, aware that his sister was rocking her pussy gently on the pillow, her hands out front to support her weight. Her eyes followed his shorts, but then moved back up to look at his dick as she rocked back and forth.
"It's big," Hailey said, sounding curious. "I've never seen one in person before."
"Never?"
She bit her lower lip, tugging at it, then looked up at him and shook her head. Precum dripped from his tip. Her eyes widened, her lips puckered, then she moved her hips a little faster. Pete grabbed his phone and began recording his sister as she rubbed her pussy all over his pillow,
The first song she picked had a slow, sensual beat that Hailey rocked her hips to. She pushed her hands down hard on the pillow, thumbs touching, which brought her arms close together and squeezed her big tits between her biceps. Hailey's knees spread wide, her hips moving back and forth with the music, moving faster or slower to keep pace with the beat.
"Mmm," Hailey moaned, keeping her lips together, the sound low. "Mmm, um, mmm."
She closed her eyes, spread her knees wider, then brought them back in, then moved them wider apart, then brought them back in in a rowing motion. She kept this up until the next song, which was a little faster, and her hips began moving faster. Hailey pulled her hands from the pillow, leaned back, and thrust her pussy forward and back as she balanced herself on her hands behind her back. The position pushed her tits upward, her long and thick pink nipples reached for Pete's ceiling. Her nubs were so hard they seemed to be pulling her areolas upward, creating a little bit of puffiness through the thicker skin at the tips of her breasts. Towards the end of the song, Hailey's hips moved faster and faster, moving in unison with the beat, her rhythm so in tune with the music that there was no way she hadn't done this before to these same songs.
As his sister ground her pussy into his pillow, her titties now swinging from side to side with her hip turns, Pete knelt at the foot of his bed, the camera focused on her panties where her cunny connected with his satin-encased pillow. He reached under his bed with his left hand, searching for a moment and finding his phone's tripod stand. Hailey still had her eyes closed while he set it up, her moans turning to little whimpers by the time the next song came on.
A song he had never heard before came on. This House by Jasper James & The Jetset. The beat was faster, the words and tone were sexier, and more fun than Pete had expected. It was a fast-paced song that his sister really got into, moving and turning her hips as the beat rushed on.
Pete grabbed his money and said, "Open your eyes, Hailey."
Hailey pushed herself upward, now completely on her knees and shins, her hands going to her tits and cupping them. She pinched her big nipples between her thumbs and her middle and forefingers before opening her eyes.
Pete tossed money over her, a bunch of ones and fives, raining them on her in thick clouds before putting the shrinking roll back on his desk. He stood at the foot of his bed, took hold of his dick, and stroked the big fucker. A thick wad of precum fell from the tip. It landed on his bedspread, and he continued stroking his cock.
Hailey's eyes narrowed, focused on his cock as she turned her hips in circles, moving faster and faster as little whimpers and whines left her throat. Her hair swung and she winced as she pulled her own nipples hard, hips moving faster and faster, her eyes trembling, lip quivering, moans coming faster and faster until the scent of his sister's cunny juice and horny young twat filled Pete's room.
As Pete stroked his cock, watching his sister's helpless, gonna-come face, he grabbed his money again. He got onto his bed, right knee, then left, moving closer to his sister. Hailey's right hand slid down her body, to the front of her pants, dipping beneath the small triangular patch covering her clit and slit. Her left hand went behind her and played with pussy from behind. She watched Pete come closer, mouth open, but only soft whimpers left her throat. Pete met his sister's eyes, held them, and reluctantly let go of his cock as pleasure circled his tip.
"I want to see," he said, finding a hundred-dollar bill and holding it up for his sister's gaze before he let it go.
Hailey said nothing as he reached for the bows on her string bikini panties. He found one string, pulled, undoing the loop, and then he moved his hand to the other side, unlooping the bow, but leaving the strings crossed across her hips.
He pulled off another hundred-dollar bill, saying, "I want to kiss you."
Hailey shook her head.
Another hundred.
With pleading eyes, Hailey shook her head again, her hips moving faster, her fingers circling and touching her wetness as slippery schlick sounds joined her whimpers.
"I want to kiss you, little sister," Pete said again, pulling off another hundred and then spreading the rest of his cash in his fingers and letting the bills fall over his sister's tits.
"Okay," Hailey said.
Pete leaned forward, mouth opening and tilting to his left. Hailey's mouth opened, her head tilting in the opposite direction, and as his lips touched his sister's lips for the first time, she uttered a soft, disbelieving sigh.
Their tongues met, his moving inward, Hailey's unsure, but when their tips touched and the silky appendages rubbed against each other, his little sister's movements sped up. Whimpers filled Pete's mouth. The excitement caused Pete to move his tongue faster over his little sister's tongue, tasting her, touching her, enjoying the heat behind her lips. Their upper bodies were so close, but Pete kept himself from touching her with anything but his lips and tongue as he stroked his dick with his left hand. He jerked himself so fast and hard that he flung precum onto his sister's firm stomach and open thighs, but neither of them noticed.
He had wanted to see, but he couldn't stop kissing his sister. Now her tongue moved faster as her whimpers grew in pitch. Pete reached between them with his left hand, touching her wrist above the hand she had tucked into her panties. He slid his hand downward, his sister moving faster, getting louder, until his fingers found the cloth of her panties, and as his sister's tongue darted in and out of his mouth, he ripped her panties from her body hard.
"Oh, god!" Hailey yelled, coming loudly as her fingers became a blur between her legs. Pete kissed her throughout her orgasm, licking her tongue and lips as she calmed down, then he dropped back on his heels as his sister lowered her head, her hair now wild as it fell about her shoulders. Her breathing slowly calmed, and her hips came to a stop, but she didn't look up.
"Hailey," Pete said in a low voice, nearly whispering. "Hailey, look at me."
His little sister wouldn't look up, so he tucked his right forefinger beneath her chin, pressed his thumb under her bottom lip, and tilted her head upward. When he had her meeting his eyes, he brushed her cheek, leaving traces of precum on her skin.
"That was beautiful," he said. "Worth every penny."
"Yeah?" Hailey asked. "You mean it? It wasn't... wrong? We didn't go too far."
"No," Pete said. "We didn't go too far." He licked his lips. "We haven't gone far enough."
"What do you mean, perv?" his sister asked, a slight smile on her lips, but by the tone of her voice, she knew what he was going to say next.
"I want to fuck you."
Hailey licked her lips, her eyes searching his, then she said, "I'm a virgin."
"A thousand outside of the twenty," Hailey said. "I will never owe you this money."
"A thousand for your virginity and nothing else."
"Okay," Hailey whispered, "pay me, but in my room, and we do this in my bed, okay?"
"Okay."
His sister rose from his bed, looked down, and started gathering her money. Pete watched her naked body, jerking off while he moved to watch her from behind. God, her thighs were wet. Once she had her money, she grabbed her shirt and panties and walked naked to his door, smiling at him as though she couldn't help herself. Stopping to look at him, she shook her head, then said, "You're such a perv, big brother," in a playfully mocking, ruefully accusing tone before heading to her room with a skip.
Pete laughed and tried to calm his dick. He didn't want to come too soon.
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Pay-for-Play, the Incest Way

Pete made a quick trip to the restroom to wash his hands and then headed back to his room. He needed to come. His prick wouldn't go down, and the swollen shaft looked angry, felt mad, and ached a little. For a thousand dollars, his sister should let him come more than once.
Back in his room, he opened the safe in his closet, took out five thousand dollars in hundred-dollar bills, and thumbed loose fifteen of the bills. Taking them and his phone, he walked naked to his sister's room, his big swinging dick leading the way.
His sister's door was open, and he stepped inside, catching the faint whiff of floral perfume in the air. She was naked, her tanned body fitting the pink, white, and lavender colors of her room. Pete looked at her big bed. The white teddy bear that was always by her pillows was nowhere to be seen. He almost laughed.
"Ready for me, Hailey?" he asked as he set up his phone's tripod for the best side view of his sister's bed.
His sister jumped and turned to him. Her blonde hair looked a little wild from her pillow humping, but her makeup looked perfect. Goosebumps stood along her skin. She brushed her hair back, played with it for a moment, then let it go.



"I'm ready," she said. "Money?" She held out her hand.
Pete counted off ten of the hundred-dollar bills and then held up the other five, saying, "And this because I'm going to come more than once and we're doing everything before I take your hot, virgin cherry."
"God, Pete!" Hailey said.
"Your fans are going to want you to talk dirty, little sister. You said you liked it, used to practice it. Do it."
"I'm still getting used to it." She took the other five bills from him. "With my brother, for fuck's sake."
"Watching you grind on my pillow made me really fucking horny," Pete said, looking down at his dick. "I need to come."
"I bet," Hailey said, looking down at his dick between them, separated by an inch of space. "God, it's big. Why does it have to look so big?"
"I don't mind."
"I know how sex works, but...." Hailey widened her eyes and shivered. "This is gonna be a fight."
"You've never had anything inside you?"
"Fingers," Hailey said. "The small handle of my hairbrush, but nothing... this... real."
"Take it in your hands, little sister," Pete said. "Your body will know what to do next. And remember the porn you've watched, read, or heard because I like a girl who talks dirty."
"You really are a perv, big brother."
"It's not pervy if you're high," Pete said, sharing a smile with his sister. "Now, touch my dick, but look at me when you do."
Hailey licked her lips, staring up at him. Looking down, Pete could see her arm movements, but not between them as he watched his sister's face. He felt her hand before she touched him, and the light, almost fearful graze of his cock made him shudder. Hailey's eyes widened a little, and her skin reddened. She pursed her lips together in a silly smile as she wrapped her long fingers around his dick, palming him from the underside of his shaft.
"God, that's hot," Hailey whispered, her voice rushed, a little excited. "Your... dick... feels really... hot in my hands." She uttered a single chuckle. "My big brother's dick feels hot in my hands."
She sounded excited, her voice full of energy. She squeezed his dick gently, loosened her grip, then squeezed his dick again. There was a smile on her face and a sparkle in her eyes, and with each word, her cheeks reddened a little bit more.
Pete moaned.
"And hard, jeez... fuck... you feel hard, Petey." Her breath came fast now. "You like what I'm saying, big brother? Ooh, is this porn enough for you?"
"You're a natural, little sister."
Hailey looked down, gave him a tighter, but still gentle, squeeze, and stroked her wrist back and forth, pulling the skin of his shaft up and down his dick. "That feel good, big brother? You feel good paying your little sister to jerk your dick off?"
"God, yes," Pete moaned.
"There's no way this is fitting in me," Hailey said, her voice pouty. "Your dick is too big, big brother. Too big for my little pussy."
Was she talking dirty or being serious? Pete didn't know. He did have a big dick. Many a girl had struggled to take it, or so they said, but whether his sister was talking dirty or being serious, her words brought a tingle to his cock and filled his body with the energetic need to pump his dick through her fist.
"Fucking my fist," Hailey said, her words coming in a rush, "you nasty man, big brother. Nasty and pervy with a big dick."
Pete put his hands on his sister's narrow hips. A shiver ran through her. He ran his hands up her sides as her stroking grew faster, stronger, the grip tightening. Her fingers moved up and down his shaft now, not just stroking him from one spot and moving his skin around, but traveling down to the root, then moving all the way up to the tip--
"Oh, fuck," Pete gasped when his sister's thumb rubbed his glans. His body shook, and he moved his hands to his sister's shoulders, pushing her downward. "I need to come, Hailey... in your mouth."
"Oh, shit," Hailey whispered, fighting his pressure first, but then dropping down to her knees. "I've never sucked a dick before."
"Don't suck," Pete said. "Just open your mouth, I'm going to fuck it, gently, since it's your first time."
"Oh, boy--" Hailey said, the last sound she made was muffled as Pete pushed his swollen mushroom past her lips.
Pete would have loved his sister to learn how to suck off a man using his dick, and that would come later, but right now his balls tingled too much, his cock felt light, the tip jumped with electric pleasure, and all he wanted to do was fill his sister's mouth with his sperm.
"Keep the suction," Pete said. "Let the spit flow, yeah, like that, little sister."
He pushed his fingers through her blonde hair and pumped the tip of his prick past his sister's lips and over her wet tongue, the soft muscle silky against the underside of his cock. In went the neck of his shaft and then a little more, then he pulled out, and in, out, and in, getting his dick wet within his sister's mouth. He wanted to go fast and hard, but he wasn't going to choke his little sister the first time, or make her gag. Instead, he encouraged her to move her tongue as best she could, to press it against the underside of his cock, to grab his balls as he fucked her face to the sound of saliva sloshing around her cheeks.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh fuck!" Pete moaned when his sister palmed his sack and rolled his big balls with her fingers, using her instincts to draw the jizz from his nuts. "I'm coming! Swallow it, baby. Swallow it all."
Hailey made a sucking sound, followed by surprise, then more sucking and swallowing. Pete reached down to hold her throat in his right hand, feeling it ripple as he filled her mouth with thick ropes of hot, milky cream.
Pulling out until only the tip remained between her lips, which she kept fastened around his corona, Pete moaned, "Jerk me off, lil sis. Oh, fuck, jerk me off and get all the cum out of my shaft. Swallow it--oh, fuck--all."
And his little sister did. She played with his balls with her right hand and fastened her left on the base of his shaft, squeezed hard, and pumped her fist up his length and toward her own mouth. His sister forced the last of his baby batter through his dick and into her mouth, where she swallowed it like a good little girl.
"Fuck me," Pete said, his legs trembling and his heart pumping even faster than the coke could make it beat. "Lick the head, oh, fuck, yeah, like that. Clean it off, little sister. Oh, fuck, clean it off."
Pete stepped back, turned around, and fell onto his sister's bed.
Hailey stood, looking down at him and his semi-stiff cock that wouldn't go down. "I can't believe you came in my mouth," she said. "I'm your little sister!"
"Get used to it," Pete said. "But now it's your turn to come in mine. On the bed, on your back, and spread your legs wide for me. I'm about to eat your pussy."
"This is fucked up, Pete," Hailey said, crawling onto the bed. "Even for money, I can't believe we're doing this." She rolled onto her back, bent her knees, and drew her feet back until the heels of her feet touched the bottoms of her ass cheeks. "Good thing Dad won't be back until tomorrow."
"He always calls if he's coming back early. We have nothing to worry about." Pete laughed. "Besides, I'd eat you out even if he were here."
"I know you would, perv." Hailey shrugged. "Speaking of Dad, I really thought he'd be back today. He's never missed my birthday."
"Well, at least I'm here to celebrate it with you."
"And what a way to celebrate," Hailey said. "By getting fucked by my brother."

* * * * *

Pete crawled between his sister's legs, then up her body, his semi-hard cock bumping her between her legs, nudging the inside of her left thigh before sliding upward against her outer labia and coming to rest on her mound and stomach.
"Whoa," Hailey said, her body trying to move back. "Thought you were going to kiss my pussy first?"
"You first," Pete said, dropping his mouth to his sister's lips and slipping his tongue inside her mouth. He broke the kiss for a moment. "Then your neck, then your tits, then your stomach, and then your pussy."
The sounds of their making out filled the room, tongue on tongue, lips to lips, slightly wet but not too much. Pete pressed his body into his sister, making her moan and then sigh as he settled his weight onto her. He balanced himself on his left forearm while running his hand over her body.
"Oh my god," Hailey whispered, "You're holding my tit." A few more kisses, and Pete's hand moved downward. "I can't believe my older brother is grabbing my ass. I'm being groped by a family member."
"Do you like saying those words?" Pete asked as his prick thickened and grew once again.
"You're paying me to say them, big boy," Hailey said, smiling as they kissed.
"I'll pay you to tell me the truth: Do you like saying them?"
Pete felt Hailey's smile deepen against his lips as she said, "That info isn't for sale, big brother."
He pushed his tongue deeper into her mouth.
"Mmm, hmm, mmm," Hailey moaned as Pete danced his tongue against her tongue and gripped her muscular and meaty gymnast's ass hard.
When he broke the kiss, Hailey's breath came hard and fast. Pete moved his body lower, moving down his sister's body. He kissed her chin, her jawline, moving down to her neck just below the ear. His sister purred, her shoulders pulling inward as she trembled beneath him.
"That's nice," Hailey said, her voice sounding far away.
Pete kissed her lower, moving down her neck, then her shoulders, giving her soft nibbles before licking her chest and kissing his way down to her right breast. Balanced on his knees, he squeezed his sister's breasts, the twin mounds just qualifying for big. He licked her stiff nipples, swirled his tongue around them, one, then the other, then he squeezed her tits, coning them upwards before he sucked on her nipples and pulled them into his mouth.
"Oh, fuck," Hailey moaned. "That tingles, big brother. Oh, Pete, they're sensitive, fuck, I'm getting goosebumps all over."
Pete gave them a sucking, one then the other, as if they were full of milk, then let them go and kissed his way down his sister's flat stomach. Her muscles barely showed through her healthy, golden skin. He licked her navel, making her laugh, then he kissed her hips, and licked her iliac line, the V of her pelvis, moving inward until he reached her hairless mound and licked the soft skin above her soft muff.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," Hailey whispered, her butt wiggling against the bed. "You're really going to lick my pussy, mmm, big brother?"
"Yeah, little sister," Pete said, wiggling his own hips as he ground his hard dick into his sister's mattress.
Pete reached the downward slope of her mound and the tart of her clitoral hood, creating a line between her outer labia that led down to her clitty and then her dripping wet pussy slit and hole. He licked her hood, and his sister jumped. He slid his left arm under his sister's right leg and curled his arm around her thigh, fingers coming down on her mound. He used his fingers to spread her upper outer lips so he could lick the sides of her hood. Hailey moaned and moaned, and when he pressed his tongue against her pink jewel, she gasped, and her gasp turned into a soft, pleasure-filled whine when he sucked it between his lips.
"Oh-my-god, oh-my-god, oh-my-god, Petey!" Hailey said, whimpering, whining, the words coming out in such a rush they sounded like one word.
Heat bathed Pete's mouth and chin. The floral scent of his sister's virgin pussy bloomed, surrounding him in an imaginary pink mist, to his mind, making him lightheaded. That scent, though, that thick, horny scent that tells a person someone near them wants to fuck, entered his nostrils, forcing a growl from Pete's throat. He licked lower, using his right hand to spread her inner pussy lips so he could push his tongue against her vestibule, the skin above her pussyhole, then move it lower and plunge his long muscle into the steaming hot entrance of her pink cunny.
"Oh, fuck!" Hailey whined, bucking her hips.
Pete slid his right thumb to the pearl capping her clitoral hood. He wanted to finger her, but he didn't want to loosen her soaking wet clam. He wanted her as tight as possible for his dick. He wanted to work his way into her slowly, her wetness, his dryness, so she felt every inch of him spread her open until he was balls deep in her tight body.
"Oh, Petey--Petey!" his little sister gasped as she slowly rubbed her clit, circled it, rubbed it some more, and gradually increased the speed of his movements. The whole time, he kept his tongue buried inside her oven-hot pussy, licking up the thick honey that poured out of her, tongue fucking her virgin meat and lapping up the juices as they spilled from her soft, pink insides.
"Mmm, mmm, umm, mmm," came the sounds of Pete licking her up.
Hailey's legs moved around his shoulders, pulling him in, the long muscles working hard as sweat beaded her flesh. She humped at his face, feeding him her bald beaver with a dancer's snake-like sensuality. Her hands, which had been gripping her sheets and then her tits, moved down to his hair. She mimicked his face fucking motions from earlier, wetting her brother's mouth and chin, his nose and cheeks--god, she had turned into a hot little fuck piece that needed his dick. But first--
"Big brother, oh, fuck! I'm coming," Hailey whined, filling her bedroom with the sounds of her orgasm.
Her legs locked him into place as she whimpered out her pleasure. Cream streamed out of her, filling her brother's mouth, and he drank it up, rubbing her clit fast as her orgasm hit, then slowing down as her trembling body weakened, loosened, and collapsed on her bed.
"Holy shit," Hailey said, breathing hard, "you can pay to do that to me anytime you want, Pete."
Pete laughed and pushed himself to his knees, his big, hard dick, thick with need and long with excitement, pointing right at his sister's juicy pink opening as he moved closer to her pussy.
"Oh, fuck," Hailey whispered, her eyes widening at the size of his dick. "Be gentle, big brother, I've never done this--uhhhhh, fuck!"
"There it is," Pete said, his words coming in a long, drawn-out sigh as he buried the tip inside his sister's hole. Liquid heat surrounded him, and his sister's pussy lips had parted like warm cookie dough, flowing over his glans and wrapping him in the silkiest of suctions.
Hailey's body flushed beneath him, and despite her wince in grimace, she now looked up at him with wonder on her face. "That tingles all over," she whispered, looking down her long body at her pussy, where her brother's cock spread her little kitty open. "Fuck, that's hot. I'm so hot, big brother."
It took every ounce of control and focus to keep Peter from grabbing his shaft by the base and shoving forward as hard as he could. Instead, he pulled back until his sister's small, inner pussy lips kissed the tip of his dick in a sibling's embrace. He pushed in, pulled out, listening to his sister gasp and moan, in and out, a little at a time, her wetness coating his thick shaft so her tiny twat could take more of his fat prick. Little by little, moan by moan, his little sister took his dick. She arched her back when he was halfway in her, balanced on her shoulders and elbows, then she groaned as Pete pushed the rest of his dick with steady pressure, no more pulling out.
"Ohhhh," Hailey moaned, "I can feel you stretching me open."
Pete didn't stop until his balls rested against his sister's cunny juice-coated asshole and cheeks. He fell atop her, careful not to crush her as his chest pressed into her breasts, her nipples bending against him. "Your little pussy is worth a thousand dollars and more, baby sister."
"Fuck, Petey," Hailey moaned-sighed, "your dick is so fucking hot inside of me. I can feel it throbbing." She moaned again. "I thought that was only in stories."
Pete planted soft kisses on his sister's lips, then slid his tongue into her mouth. As the lingual muscles moved against each other, he pumped his hips, pulling out and pushing back in, slowly at first as he fought the tightness between his sister's coltish thighs.
"Oh, oh, uh, mmm, oh," Hailey moaned as he fucked her. She wrapped her arms around him, then slid her right hand down his back to his ass and grabbed a handful of his ass. "Mmm--uh, uh, uh--so fucking sexy, big brother."
Pete spread his knees, and his sister locked her long legs around his back, ankles crossed above his butt. He pumped her pussy with shallow strokes, moving slowly, then speeding up, slowing down, turning his hips in circles, and then moving in and out. His sister howled into his mouth, kissing him, moaning into him, trying to move her body beneath him as he pinned her back to the mattress.
"Fuck, you're so wet," Pete moaned. "You're creaming on my cock, Hailey."
"I know," Hailey moaned. "Fuck, this is so nasty--uh--creaming on my older brother's dick like this."
"Worth every penny," Pete said as his sister's words spurred his hips to move faster and pull out faster on his way to giving his sister's heavenly twat a serious workout.
He reached down to grab her ass cheeks. He gripped them hard, pulled them apart, massaged them, his middle fingers sliding to touch her asshole, making her whimper. He didn't try to stick his fingers into that little peach-colored hole, but he did rub her wet pucker, prodded it, and his sister responded by moving her tongue faster in his mouth.
"Fuck me, Pete, yeah, fuck me good, big brother," Hailey whimpered, taking longer strokes of his dicks like God had made her body for his pussy pumper.
Pete let his right hand move up the back of her ass, his fingertips pressing into her outer labia before reaching the inner, where he felt his dick pushing past her inner pussy lips. He moved his other hand down their bodies, touching his sister where they were joined. He humped her harder and faster, building up the pleasure growing in his glans. The tingling raced down his dick, into his balls, making them ache for release with a buzzing that spread throughout his crotch.
"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck," Hailey moaned. "I'm getting all tingly again. Oh, holy shit, fuck, fuck! Faster, Pete--fuck me faster, big bro."
He did, whispering, "Play with your clit while I fuck you."
Hailey slid her right hand between their bodies. Pete sped up his thrusting, using more force, bringing grunts from his sister's throat as he bottomed out in her little cunnyhole. When her fingers reached her clit, she whimpered, and after one quick rub, she came, squeezing Pete hard with her arms, legs, and the slick walls of her slippery cunny.
Pete sped up his pace, pulling out until only his cock-head rested between his sister's frothy pink lips and then plunging back in, bringing surprised yelps from her lungs. When her walls squeezed his prick, the tip of his cock tightened and his legs shook, bringing forth his cum in a long river of jizz that he poured into his sister's cunny canal with one constant stream of white cream.
"Fuck, oh, fuck, fuck!" they both moaned together.
Pete raised his ass high and gave his little sister's pussy one last, powerful thrust.
"Uh, god!" Hailey grunted, biting his shoulder.
Pete kept his crotch tight against his sister, turning his hips in circles as he emptied the last of his cum into her, and then he kept turning. The wetness from her cum bathed them, staining her pink bedsheets. Soft sloshy sounds murmured between them whenever Pete's dick slipped out of her cunny a couple of inches before sliding back in.
"Wow, wow, wow," Hailey moaned as Pete came to rest inside of her. "That was fucking awesome."
"Yeah, it was," Pete said, out of breath.
Hailey kissed his cheek, then said, "You paid multiple times, right?"



"Right? Why?"
"I want to know," Hailey said, her voice quick and energetic, "when can we do it again?"
"Soon," Pete whispered. "Soon."

* * * * *

Pete woke in his bed at sunset, alone. The Xanax he had taken had not quite overpowered the coke in his body. He got up, smelling of sex and incest, and walked naked to the bathroom. He took a warm shower, toweled off, then walked naked down the hallway, looking for his little sister. He had put that blue pill to good use, but he still wanted more. Her bedroom door was open, but the only evidence he found of her was her bikini panties on the floor next to her shirt and her messy sheets. He headed into the living room, where he heard her in the kitchen.
When he rounded the corner from the living room into the dining room, he saw his sister in the kitchen with her back to him. He saw a glass of milk in her right hand, and he guessed she was eating a peanut butter sandwich on sourdough as she usually did when nobody cooked dinner.
She had put on a small pink tank top that left her belly button bare and a tight, pink micro tube skirt. His dad always told her to change whenever he saw her in it. Pete never minded, because whenever his sister bent over, he got an eyeful of her panties or more if she was wearing a thong.
He waited in the shadows of the dining room, his dick growing hard as his sister ate her sandwich and drank her milk with her back to him. She had her earbuds and she was dancing lightly to whatever music was playing in her ear. While eating, she dropped her napkin on the floor and bent over to pick it up. Her long legs made it easy for him to see her ass as he moved closer to her on quiet feet. His sister's skirt hid nothing. As clear as day beneath the kitchen light, Pete could see his sister's soft-shelled clam between her thighs, the line of her slit closed, her inner pussy lips hidden, but it was enough to bring his dick to full hardness.
Walking quietly, Pete came up behind his sister as she finished rinsing her mouth in the sink and reached around her, grabbing her tits through her tank top as he pressed his dick between her tight buns.
"Wow," Hailey screeched, jumping against the counter, but she had nowhere to go as Pete ground his dick into her firm backside. "Wait, wait, wait!"
Pete groaned, stopped, and stepped away.
Hailey turned around, taking out her earbuds and setting them on the counter to her left. "What are you doing?"
"I'm... you know," Pete said.
"No, I don't know," Hailey said, looking up at him, her wild sex hair drawing his gaze, making it hard for Pete to concentrate.
"What's the problem, after what we did today?"
"I'm your sister!"
"But--"
"You're my brother!"
"But--"
"We're family, Pete," Hailey said, putting her hands on his chest and giving him a sisterly shove. "I'm not into incest. You're my brother and I'm your sister, and we're brother and sister first, always, okay?"
"I... yeah... okay," Pete said.
"I don't want that to change," Hailey said. "I mean it."
"I don't either."
"We're not lovers."
"I know."
"But," Hailey said, smiling, "if you want sex from me, you have to pay me. That's our deal: Pay-to-play, remember? You can go from my big brother to a perv and back again, but you can't be both at the same time anymore. It'll be our secret. Deal?"
"That's a good deal," Pete said, smiling. It was a fucking great deal. His heartbeat had sped up from thinking this was over. "Earlier was special, though. It's your birthday. It was your first time, but those prices have to come down."
"Come down to what?" Hailey asked, her eyes narrowing.
"To normal levels," Pete said, shrugging. "Twenty for a handjob, fifty for a blowjob, a hundred for sex. Two hundred for the naughty stuff."
"It's pay-per-come, right? You don't get to pay for a handjob and then finger me for half an hour."
"We'll work out the details later," Pete said. "We'll take it out of the twenty thousand I'm going to let you borrow, and you can either work it off that way or pay me the remainder after you start making money on GenFans."
Hailey nodded. "Okay, deal. You're my brother first, but if you want to be more, you have to pay me first. Money always comes first; otherwise, we're family."
"We'll keep track of it, but later," Pete said. "We'll count the money I gave you, and we'll take off another hundred for the fucking I'm about to give you, right now."
"Right now," Hailey whispered, looking down at her brother's hard cock. "Okay, right now. Deal."
Pete didn't hesitate. He reached between his sister's legs, under her short skirt, and grabbed her by her pussy. He found her wet and sticky, but not as wet as she had been earlier.
"Already horny," he said.
"I can't help it," Hailey sighed as his fingers pushed her petals inward. "Sex is so much fucking fun."
"Does incest make it better?" Pete asked, curling his middle fingers inside of her. He found her G-spot, the smooth skin on the underside of her mound, and rubbed her there.
"Sure, big brother," she sighed, leaning back against the sink. "Incest makes it better, if you say so."
It does, Pete thought.
When his fingers were wet enough, he pulled them from his sister's snatch and jerked his cock off, getting the shaft and head wet. His sister watched him play with himself, smiling, then she gasped when he bent his knees, grabbed her by her ass, and picked her up. Hailey spread her thighs wide, giving her older brother room to stand between them. He walked her to their father's stainless steel fridge, pressed her back against the cold metal with her skirt around her waist in a tight band. Pete moved his hips around until the swollen tip of his dick found the soft entrance to her pussy, then he pushed inward.
"Uh," Hailey moaned as he stretched her insides open and parted her slick pussy walls with his prick. "Uh, uh, uh, oh, fuck, Pete, Pete, Pete!"
Pete pumped his sister against the fridge, loving the feel of her silky canal and the way her pussy walls tried to compress his dick with their tightness. He had his sister by the ass, her knees against his hips, but then he moved one arm and then the other beneath her knees, keeping her pinned to the fridge as he hooked her knees over his elbows, leaving her pussy defenseless against his thrusts. His panting filled the kitchen, mixed with his sister's grunts as his every thrust banged her butt against the fridge. It didn't take long for them to come, his sister breathing heavily as he put her down with her skirt up around her waist, leaving her ass bare.
Hailey stood on trembling legs, as did Pete. She looked at him, smiled, and laughed, then gave him a shove.
"Go put your clothes on, perv. Our business is over." She pulled her skirt back into place, hiding her gorgeous cunny. "Go back to being my brother."
"Give me a second to catch my breath."
As he leaned against the kitchen island, his sister, who was letting her eyes roam over his naked body, asked, "What's the naughty stuff?"
"Anal," Pete said, laughing and joking, but his sister didn't laugh with him.
She stared at him, her eyes narrowing. She had a rueful half-grin on her face. "Okay," she whispered, "but I'm a virgin back there, too. What's that worth for a first timer?"
Pete smiled, looking at his sister as she leaned against the sink. He could see her ass's profile with the skirt back in place. For her size, it was big, thick, and athletic, a true gymnast's tight ass.
"Since it's still your birthday," Pete said. "I'll give you a thousand, separate from the twenty I'm letting you borrow." He licked his lips. "I'll give you cash, right now."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah."
He didn't think his sister could smile any wider.
"Hey, know this though," Pete said, "I'm only paying this much for you because you're my sister. I wouldn't pay Sydney Sweeney this much even if she begged me to."
"Liar," Hailey said, laughing, but she was looking at him with loving eyes. "Whose room?"
"The couch," Pete said. "That way, whenever you sit there, you'll remember that's the place where your brother fucked your ass for the first time."
"So pervy," Hailey whispered. "I'll be in the living room, big brother."

* * * * *

"Hey," Pete said on his way to his room, "make sure you're clean."
"Ew, I am clean," Hailey said.
"You sure?"
"Yes," Hailey said, sticking her arms out with her palms up. She shrugged and gave him a funny look. "Do you want to know the details of how I know I'm clean?"
"Sorry I asked," he said as he went to his room. "Take your clothes off. I want you naked when I get back."
"Yes, big brother," Hailey called after him.
When Pete reached his room, he grabbed his cash, did a couple of bumps that made him bristle with energy, grabbed his phone, and the small jar of coconut oil he kept by the side of his bed. It had been a while since he had used it, but there were plenty of girls out there that had had his dick up their asses, and he knew what he was doing.
Back in the living room, Pete found his sister bending over the back of the couch with her arms on the cushions. She looked over her shoulder at him, then turned her butt in circles, asking, "Like this, big brother?"
"Oh, if this weren't your first time, it'd be perfect," Pete said. "Maybe I'll pay you to surprise me like this one day."
"Ooh, sounds like fun."
"Get on the couch," Pete said, "On your back. I want to see your face when I stick my dick in you."
"Money first," Hailey said, facing him and smiling. She had both hands out, palms up, thumbs touching.
Pete gave her the money.
Hailey fell backwards over the couch, laughing. She put the money on the coffee table, scooted her butt in reverse until her back hit the left side armrest, and spread her legs. After a second, she put a pillow under her ass, raising her asshole a few inches off the cushion.
"Hey, look how nice I'm being," Pete said as he found a place for his phone and hit the record button. He then showed her the coconut oil. "I brought lube."
"Coconut oil," Hailey said. "Nice. Some of my friends use it when they play with their toys."
"You seem pretty excited about this."
"I'll tell you a secret." Hailey smiled. "I love anal porn, and with how many guys stare at my ass, you come to realize that someday, some guy is going to want to fuck you there. It makes you curious."
"You ever use your hairbrush back there?"
"Noooo," Hailey said, laughing. "I've used fingers...." She then looked at his phone. "If only I could show these videos you're taking on my GenFans page."
Pete smiled as he crawled naked between his sister's open legs. He kissed the inside of her knees, then thighs, trailing kisses down each one. Hailey lowered her left foot to the floor and hooked her right knee over the back of the couch, opening herself wide for her brother. Goosebumps rose across her skin, and Pete kissed her pebbled flesh all the way down to her pussy, licking her outer labia and giving her pussy a quick lick with his tongue before pushing the top through her lips and into her hole.
"Mmm," Hailey sighed. "What a great way to make a living."
Pete laughed, but he didn't stop licking his little sister's pussy.
As he settled between his sister's thighs, he palmed both of her ass cheeks and lifted while dragging his tongue through her slit, across her perineum, and against her slick pucker.
"Oh, god," Hailey whimpered. "That feels so fucking weird--mmm--but good. Don't stop, Petey."
He had no intention of stopping as he licked a circle around her rubbery backdoor. She tasted fresh. She smelled like fresh soap. Did women always wash back there after--it didn't matter, his sister's asshole was a peach, and he was going to eat it until there was nothing left to eat. And with that thought in mind, he stiffened his tongue and pushed it against the center of his sister's smooth rosebud and pushed inward.
"Oh, god, Pete, you motherfucker!" Hailey whimpered. "I can feel you fucking my asshole with your tongue!"
Pete worked his little sister's butthole, loving her fresh taste and virgin tightness. Her soft, breathy whimpers spurred him on, and as he tongue-punched her starfish, he thumbed her clit with his right thumb. Using little circles that matched the motion of his tongue fucking, Pete had his sister trembling in no time. The trembling turned to shaking, and the shaking turned into her body jerking in spasms as she came on his face with her head thrown back and her cries of pleasure filling their living room.
While his sister shivered as the last of her orgasm swept through her, Pete grabbed his coconut oil from the floor. He opened the jar, scooped up just a little bit of the oil, which had the consistency of Vaseline at room temperature.
With just a dollop of oil on his middle finger, Pete pressed his big finger against his sister's little anus. Her shivering came to a stop, and a loud groan left her lips as he eased his finger against her sphincter and pushed inward.
"Ohhh, ohhh, ohhh," Hailey moaned as her pucker spasmed around her brother's middle finger.
"Relax, Hailey," Pete said, loving how her anal ring squeezed the tip of his finger with choking force.
"I am-uh, relaxing," his sister moaned, her voice trembling. "You've got--mmm, fuck--big fingers."
"And a big dick."
"God, fuck you, perv," Hailey whimpered as Pete slid his middle finger into the second knuckle.
He pumped her butt with his finger, moving in and out, his sister trembling with each stroke of his digit. Her little asshole didn't want to let him go, and he could feel the rubbery muscle pushing inward and chasing his finger outward with each push and pull into Hailey's bum.
After speeding up his strokes, Pete lifted his head to kiss his sister's pink pearl as he pushed his finger all the way up her butt with one long, tip-to-last-knuckle stroke.
A deep moan left Hailey's lips.
Pete kept his finger buried up his little sister's meaty butt and swirled it around, touching her anal canal and rubbing her inside. He pulled it out and then pushed back in, the heat in her ass warming his finger. He wondered how good it would feel to finally have his dick up his baby sister's ass, a dick that was hard and straining against the couch's leather cushions.
Pete rose to his knees as his sister whimpered in front of him. She had her legs spread wider and her hands went down to her cheeks, pulling them open for him. She had closed her eyes and grit her teeth, and when he pressed his forefinger against her asshole to give her a two-fingered loosening, his little sister shook her head.
"You're gonna get it, Hailey," Pete said, his cock so hard it ached. "You're gonna get two fingers up your butt."
"Uh, fuck, just do it, Pete," Hailey moaned. "It feels--fuck--it feels good, but it--oh--hurts in the best of motherfucking ways too."
Pete rubbed his forefinger in the coconut oil before easing it alongside his middle finger. His sister groaned as her sphincter stretched open under her older brother's constant pressure. By the time he had managed to slide the second finger into her, soft whimpers and whines were leaving her lips.
Pete reached down to thumb her clitty with his left thumb. Hailey shook her head and grabbed his hand, whining about being too sensitive, but Pete wasn't trying to make her come. He was only easing the stress of having her butthole stretched for the very first time. When both of his fingers were in her anal canal, he began a two-finger butt stroke, going as deeply into her rear chute as he could.
"Oh, that's getting better," Hailey said, her breathing calming down. She still held her butt cheeks open, and she jumped a little with each turn of her clit, but her asshole was loosening up, telling Pete it was time to get his cock between her buns and up her ass.
"You ready for some dick, little sister?" he asked, slipping his fingers from her butthole.
Eyes closed, Hailey bit her lower lip and nodded her head. "Let's do it. I can't take you fingering my butt all night."
"Legs up and open, little sister," Pete said, taking a deep breath as he looked down at his sister's hairless pussy, soaking wet slit, and oil-slick asshole. "Put your hands behind your knees and hold yourself open for me."
"Yes, sir," Hailey said with some humor, but her smile turned serious as Pete nudged his big dick closer to her backdoor.
Pete took a deep breath. He ran his fingers through the crack of his sister's ass, getting them slick with her pussy juice and the coconut oil. Once slick, he rubbed the slippery mixture over his dick, rounding his palm around his knob several times. Holding his shaft by its neck, he worked his dick up and down her pussy several times, even dipping between her inner lips and letting her little hole kiss his tip before sliding downward to her asshole. Pete pushed inward until his glans found the small divot of his sister's pucker. A suction-like sensation pulled the tip of his prick against his little sister's butthole, and they both moaned as her tight hole sucked him inward.
"Do it," Hailey whispered, nodding her head. "God, just fucking do it. Fuck my ass, big brother."
Pete pushed his dick forward.
"Ohhh," his sister groaned.
Pete watched as his sister's anal ring resisted, gave way, then he'd pull back and push in again, bringing another low groan from her lips. He toyed with her rubbery entrance for several minutes, shuddering as the tightness between her buns squeezed his knob. The sensation sent tremors of pleasure through his body, and then he pressed forward and didn't pull back. Slowly, oh so fucking slowly, her sphincter gave way, reluctant in its efforts to give way to the thick head of his big dick.
"Ohhh, fuck," Hailey groaned, closing her eyes and squeeing the backs of her knees hard. "Ohh, shit. Fuck--fuck! Oh my fucking god, it feels... it feels--mmm-uh!"
Pete's head popped through her backdoor muscles, and now it was his turn to gasp in shock. He held his dick there, the tingling building and building as his thighs tightened, and then he pulled out to keep from coming. His sister's asshole closed right away and darted back in, squeezing his dick hard as he punched the tip through her butthole again.
"Jesus!" Hailey whimpered.
Slowly, gently, and with care, Pete urged his hips forward, sliding the neck past his sister's snug opening. She arched her back, groaned, and then she clenched her teeth as his shaft entered her.
"Ooh, ooh-ooh--oh my god," his sister whined, completely helpless and vulnerable as he continued to sink his dick up the steaming hot chute leading to her guts.
When he was halfway up her butt, Pete leaned forward, placing his hands on either side of his sister's head.
"You're so beautiful, Hailey," he whispered, kissing her on the right cheek. "So sexy." He kissed her left cheek. "You take it up the ass so good." He kissed her lips, then lifted himself and started a slow, gliding fuck stroke up his sister's ass with the upper half of his cock.
His little sister held her legs open, whimpered, and breathed. The soft sounds leaving her lips came out stressed, and sweat beaded her forehead and chest, the droplets big and wet upon her skin. Her nipples stood up pink and hard, stretching toward his chest, and Pete raised his right hand to squeeze his sister's tits in turn, pinching and pulling the nipples until she winced and smiled, then shook her head. He had no idea what she was trying to say, but she never told him to stop, and so Pete kept fucking her butt and playing with her body.
After a few minutes of cock-pumping her lovely bum, Pete lowered himself on top of her. Hailey let go of her knees, draping them over his thighs instead. Her arms came up beneath his, circled his back, and held him close as she continued feeding her asshole half of his dick.



"I got to get deeper, Hailey," Pete said, panting. "I need to get all the way into you."
"Fuck," Hailey moaned. "I feel so fucking--uh, uh, mmm--full already."
Pete pushed deeper into his sister's rear opening, making her yelp. He stopped until she began wiggling her ass around his shaft, then he circled his hips, corkscrewing his dick deeper into his sister's butt. It didn't take long for the last inch of his shaft to disappear within his sister's rectum, bringing a loud grunt from her lungs as his balls settled against her butt beneath her asshole.
"Oh my fucking god," Hailey whimpered. "That's, uh, that's--fuck--that's a lot of dick in me right now."
"Feel good?" Pete asked.
"It's too much," Hailey gasped. "Too intense. I need you to come. I need you to come now, I can't take it anymore."
"I took a couple of bumps before I came out here," Pete said. "I'll have to fuck you fast if you want me to come."
"Oh, you motherfucker," Hailey said, opening her eyes. She gave him a narrowed-eyed, accusing glare. "Do it. Just come. Come fast. Oh my god, this feels so fucking strange."
"But good?"
"Yeah, good," Hailey said, closing her eyes and moaning as Pete pulled his dig back through her anal ring. "Hurts a little. Mmm, but there's more pleasure than pain. God...."
Pete pushed himself up, grabbing his sister behind her ankles and pushing her legs up while holding them together. He gave her butt several long strokes, slow at first, then speeding up until her head was bouncing up the armrest. Looking down, her pretty pussy lay swollen between her thighs, looking shiny with wetness while thick, clear honey dropped from her pussyhole.
"Uh, uh, uh, uh, uh," Hailey moaned. "Come, Pete. Come in my ass, Pete. Come, big brother. Come.
"Soon, little sister," Pete said, slowing down his thrusts and coming to a complete stop. He pushed his sister's legs to his right, turning her on her left side as he kept his rock-hard prick buried halfway up her ass. He lifted his right knee and straightened his body as he pushed his sister onto her stomach while pulling her legs back beneath his leg before setting his knee back on the couch. With her in the prone position, he moved over, dropping down onto his elbows and keeping his legs outside of hers, but touching hers and forcing them closed. He grabbed the pillow that was under her butt and pushed it under Hailey's hips, then he grabbed another pillow and handed it to his sister, who hugged it against her face.
"Put one hand on your little pussy, Hailey," Pete whispered in her ear. "Play with your pussy for me."
"I can't," Hailey whined. "I can't come anymore."
"Do it," Pete said, kissing her behind her ear. "I want to come together or not at all."
"Fuck," Hailey moaned, sliding her right hand down her body until the tips of her middle, ring, and fore fingers were on and around her clit.
"Rub," Pete said.
Hailey rubbed.
Pete pushed his cock downward hard, sliding through his sister's greased-up asshole but still feeling the tight, rubbery friction of her rosebud's grip along his shaft as it made its way up her butt.
"Fuck," Hailey gasped. "Okay, okay--ow--fuck, fuck, oh, fucking fuck, Petey! Mmm, ah, mmm, fuck, ow, god! Fuck!"
Pete lifted his hips high and then fucked his dick back up his baby sister's butt. Up and then down, picking up speed as he cock-pumped her little asshole. His hips slapped her butt, spanking her, the sounds growing louder as he picked up the pace. His shaft ached, his balls tingled, and every moment through his sister's pucker was like being jerked off by the strongest, yet most flexible grip in the world.
Hailey howled into the pillow beneath her face, screaming something that sounded like "Coming!" while being on the verge of tears.
She shook beneath him, her ass cheeks clenching his dick in a grip of pure muscle and athletic thickness. Spasms of pleasure swirled around his dick, starting at the tip and rushing with a light, airy feeling down his long shaft and around his corona, tickling his glans and the frenulum at the bottom of his spongy head until Pete was begging God for release.
"Coming, coming, coming," Hailey whined, her fingers making wet sloshing sounds between her legs. "Come, Pete, please! Oh, fuck, please? Please come in my ass! Uh, uh, oh, fuck! In my ass. In my ass. Come in my ass."
His sister kept chanting that phrase. "Come in my ass." Pete sped up, thumping his sister's butt hard, slapping her ass with his hips, his balls hitting the backs of her thighs above her pussy. He wrapped his arms around her, grabbing her tits hard while thumping, pumping, and pounding his little sister's perfect ass as fast as he could.
"I'm coming again," Hailey cried, and this time Pete could hear the tears in her voice. "Come, you asshole! Come!"
The tingling feeling in Pete's cock spread around his knob, his shaft, his balls, and his sack. The sensation reached his thighs. He was almost there. He moved faster, struggling to make himself explode with pleasure despite the coke holding his orgasm back, and it was driving him mad. When he thought he wouldn't be able to shoot his load up his sister's butt, she moaned something about birthday spanks on her bare ass and pussy if he would finally fucking come, and then he did.
"Ohhhh, fuck!" he shouted, his balls bursting with jizz, shooting the white hot cream up his urethra and out of his piss slit. A long, thick stream of cum rushed out of him and into his sister's ass. He gave her several hard fucks that clapped their bodies together and made her grunt in surprise. The last pump pushed his head against a rubbery resistance that made his sister yelp, but that yelp was lost a moment later as another orgasm shook her body and tightened her ass on his asshole around his dick.
"Holy shit," Pete said, panting against his sister's neck. "Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit."
Together, covered in sweat and shaking in ecstasy, they lay on the couch, older brother atop his little sister, and reveled in Hailey's first butt fucking and multiple orgasms.
"You earned every penny of that ass fuck, little sister," Pete said, kissing her on her right cheek as she lay looking at his phone's camera lens off to their right.
"I can't believe we did that," Hailey said. "I'm getting that post-nut clarity. We're so nasty for doing this. So wrong. I'd never do this if you weren't paying me."
"Speaking of paying you," Pete said, "before Dad gets home tomorrow, I want to fuck you in his bed."
Hailey laughed, the sound soft and gentle. "Ooh, do you want me to call you 'Daddy' too?"
"Now I do."
"Well, then, take your dick out of me so I can clean myself up," Hailey said, giving her ass a wiggle, then moaning after she did. "Remember, it's, um, hmm, um, oh, oh yeah, it's over when you come, big brother."
"I guess it's goodbye perv, and back to being your big brother again," Pete said.
"It will be once you take your dick out of me," Hailey said. "But don't worry, I won't tell anyone what you do to me. It's our secret.."
Pete was still hard when he began to pull his prick out of his sister's butt, and neither of them heard the grating sound of a key sliding into the front door lock, nor the sound of a bolt sliding free from its edge bore, nor the sound of the front door opening... until it was too late.

* * * * *

If you've read this far, click a 5-star.
Thanks for reading; I hope you've enjoyed yourself.



        