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I caressed Natalya’s butt. “Are you awake?” The morning wood pointed straight at her. There was no better way to rub it off than some morning sex. I could still see the crust of yesterday’s cum on her pussy. I wanted to enter her again, especially before her mother came home. Natalya had told me yesterday we would spend our day with her. Going out in this hot weather with both her and her mother in revealing clothes would blueball me to the point of torture.

“What is it?” she murmured.

I pressed my dick between her ass. “What do you think?”

She checked her phone. “My mother will be home soon. You know that?”

I pressed my dick farther inside. “I’ll be quick.”

“Ok,” she yawned and opened up her legs, flashing her pink fruit, “but I’m too tired to do anything.”

I lubricated my shaft with spit, rubbed the tip against her pussy lips and slid right in. The first thrust was always the best. I lifted her leg up and was about to quicken my pace when I heard her mother’s car. She was equally as quick to enter the door. “Fuck.”

Natalya laughed a little. “There will always be another opportunity.”

“Natalya, my little sweetheart?” her mother Natasha called from the living room. “It’s eleven am, aren’t you awake?”

“We’re coming,” Natalya replied with my throbbing hard dick still widening her young pussy.

I truly wished it was me who was coming.

Natalya yawned and swung her legs off the bed. “Come on and let’s get dressed.”

I mumbled some painful words. I got up and stood staring out the window. It was a great view on top of the hill. I spotted some people glancing up at me. I didn’t care if people saw me naked. I had to cool down one way or another before seeing her mother.

Natalya threw my swimming shorts, which landed right on my hard dick. “What are you dreaming of?”

I spanked her ass. “What do you think?”

She got close and I made sure to squeeze her again, including her tits. “You can’t do that when my mother is around,” she whispered but smiled.

I pushed her long light brown hair behind her ears. A beautiful face with cute dimples and a petite nose. I kissed her forehead. “You know you’re hard to resist.”

“No more dirty talk. I want to go to the beach now.”

“The beach?”

“Yeah, it was my mother’s idea.”

I was blueballed already and now we were going to the beach with her mother. Now I was definitely double screwed. We got dressed and went down the stairs. It was difficult keep my jaw closed. In front of me was a sight I had only been jerking off to in my dreams. Natalya’s mother stood there in the living room, wearing a beige bikini, sunhat, and sunglasses. Her waist-length brown hair was thrown behind her. I smelled the hay and fur. I could tell she’d just been with her horses at the farm. I wondered how many dicks those impressive hips had ridden, and those breasts … more like two large bells just hanging there. Even in my dreams I couldn’t fit them in both of my hands. She always looked like she had all the time in the world. Maybe the stress-free life that kept her looks so young but still mature and hot at the same time.

“Long night?” She smiled at both of us, but gave me a second more attention.

“No, just a lazy boyfriend,” said Natalya.

“I woke up before you though,” I said.

“For all the right reasons,” Natalya laughed.

“I got something for you,” Natasha said to her daughter.

Natalya gasped. “What is it?”

Natasha reached inside her bag and brought up a new bikini. It was a triangle top that would only cover her nipples, almost, and a teeny thong that would show her entire butt. What a hot ass mother who buys that for her daughter. Natalya snatched the bikini out from her hands and just ran up the stairs to her bathroom. “An extra birthday gift?” I asked Natasha.

“Not only for her, but also for you.” She winked at me. I was lucky to have caught that wink. I stood there nervously just checking out her body, from her long legs to the upper part of her soft body.

“I already have no complaints.” I was only able to exchange a few words with her. Natalya came running down the stairs with her breasts bouncing up and down. Gosh, how I wanted to fuck her so badly.

We decided to eat something before going there. Natasha had bought a baguette from the bakery. It wasn’t easy sitting there and eating with those two. Natasha still wore her beach clothes and Natalya her new bikini. I wasn’t prepared at all for this, especially as I sat here in swimming shorts. I tried my hardest to think of something non-sexual, but Natasha’s voice always brought me down to reality. I wasn’t gay.

Natalya licked the butter from her lips and put the last crumbs in her mouth. “Can we go now?”

“Yes,” Natasha said, “but you have to calm down.”

“Let’s go and have a seat while we wait for her.” Natalya just grabbed my hand and pulled me out from the seat. I had a clue it was her bikini that made her so excited. I put on my sandals and we got seated in her Porsche. She looked at herself in the mirror, still enjoying her mother’s gift. “How do you think I look?”

“Hotter than ever, but it’s painful for me.”

“Why?”

“How long will it be till we can have sex again?”

“Sex, sex, sex,” she laughed. “We’ll find some space, don’t worry.”

I wasn’t so sure about that.

When Natasha came outside and got seated in the car, we drove straight to the beach. The nearest beach was only a fifteen-minute drive, but we went to another where her Sunseeker yacht was docked. I’d never seen it before, only heard Natalya mentioning it before. I’d never thought she would so suddenly pull me into her mother’s warmth. I must have misunderstood something earlier when it seemed like she didn’t want me to speak with her.

Natasha held onto the car’s gear stick longer than usual. She rubbed the tip with her thumb. I imagined how her hand would stroke my dick gently. The touch of all five of her experienced fingers. I shook my head before my erection got too hard. I glanced at the mirror. She had an eye on me behind the shades. I didn’t know if I was imagining but I thought she winked at me as well.

Luckily, there weren’t too many people at the beach. I was hopeful Natalya could give me a handjob in the water. Just a few strokes would do the trick. We got out, the sun already baking my skin. It must have been the hottest day of the year. I tried not to look too much at Natasha. My dick was currently soft. A boner now would leave me little room to tuck it behind the shorts.

“I forgot to pee earlier.” Natalya kissed my cheek. “Take my chair for me.”

Well then, now I couldn’t ignore her. “I’m sure a strong man like you can handle three chairs,” Natasha said and wiped the beads of sweat from her forehead. “I have back pain from riding too much.”

“Sure.”

She pulled me into a hug. Her breasts, a little sweaty, pushed into my chest. “Thank you,” she said.

Once she let go, I picked up the three chairs and carried them in front of me. The blood rushed from my chest, where her sweet breasts had just touched, to the tip of my penis. I tried to walk a bit away from her. But of course, she was right next to me, swinging her wide hips and letting her breasts bounce left and right. “Did you two have fun yesterday?”

“Yeah, it passed by way too quick.”

“And … did you finish what you started earlier?”

She caught me off guard. Did she spot my boner? “No unfortunately.”

“Sorry about that. I know my little sweetheart doesn’t like talking about sex when I’m around.”

Natalya caught up with us and squeezed herself between us. “I can’t wait to jump into the water.”

I got no time to sit down for a breath or two. She giggled and grabbed my arm. “Now, let’s get wet together.”

I tucked my boner against the shorts as quickly as possible. I prayed no one would see me. On the way to the water, she briefly touched me. “Why are you still rock hard?”

“It’s from you, uhm, the unfinished business earlier.”

She placed her hands on her hips and gave me a look. “You spoke to my mother earlier.”

“Yeah, so?”

She didn’t look all that happy but shrugged it off at the end. It made me nervous for a few seconds. She’d never confronted me like that before.

When I was alone with her in the water, I finally noticed again how hot she was in that bikini. I touched her breasts, that part of the triangle that just covered her nipples was so teasing. “This is the hottest thing I’ve seen.”

“I’m glad to have a mother that thinks of her daughter.”

I wrapped my arms around her buttocks and pulled her closer to me. She tried to make some eye contact. I just stared at her ripe breasts dripping with salt water. “I want my dick between them so badly.”

“Next time we’re alone, I will wear this for you.”

I grabbed a hold of her legs. She laughed. “What are you doing?”

I lifted her up, so I could see her teeny thong. Just a small garment covering her vagina and butt. I pulled her bottom close to my face and kissed her clitoris. “One more,” she laughed.

I kissed her again before I had to put her down. “Let me just peek at your nipple.”

“You have to catch me.” She dived under water and swam away. I dived after her. The water was clear enough so I could see her kicking feet and teasing butt. I swam as hard as I could. I was getting horny again. I wanted to rip her clothes off so badly. I caught her feet and dragged her toward me. I pulled her bikini to the side and saw her innocent, pink little nipple. I sucked it for a few seconds. It had never tasted so good. I slipped my hand under her bikini and got my fingers between her vagina lips. I kissed her neck but spotted her sunbathing mother, getting more tanned and more golden. She pulled me away, so I had to look at her. “There’s no one behind my shoulder you are looking at?” she asked.

“Only your sweet ass.”

She reached for my dick and tried stroking it. She laughed. “It’s impossible underwater. I’ll just be blueballing you some more.”

“Just a few touches,” I begged.

“No, I want to get tanned like my mother.” It was typical of her changing her mind like that. Natasha was still lying there, her legs spread out and breasts pointing to the sky. “Don’t you like lying in the sun?” asked Natalya as she caught my disappointment.

I’d rather lay on top of your mother. “I guess. I get tired of being in the water.”

I hoped I could steal her spot next to Natasha. Lying on the side, I could peek at her amazing body for hours. I put down our towel, and Natalya was already poking my shoulder. “No.”

“Does it even matter?”

“No, that’s why you will lie on my left.”

We lay down on the towel. She was already playing with my hair, her little fingers twirling and stroking the strands. I turned to her. She squeezed her breasts together when she lay on her side. “You need a new haircut.”

“You cut my hair a month ago.”

“Yeah, but you still need one.”

“We’ll see. Maybe next week. My mother is home all day anyway.”

She gasped. “You know what, let’s go camping, our special place where we first met.”

I blinked. “What about the haircut?”

“That can wait.”

“What?” Her fickle mind caught me by surprise sometimes.

“My mother is also home.” She reached her small hands under my shorts and gave my dick a squeeze. “It’s better for privacy.”

She pressed her lips onto mine. Her tongue snuck out and sought mine. We tongue kissed for a brief moment. I wanted more though. “Not too many sounds.” She hinted that her mother was behind her. She was still lying there like she had all the time in the world, pretending not to notice or not noticing at all.

“You are the one who makes the noises.”

“That’s not true,” she said and kissed me again. “Are my lips dry?”

It annoyed me how she kissed me and then went away again. “Nothing that bothers me.”

“Mom?”

Natasha pushed up her shades. “Yeah?”

“Can you buy us some ice cream?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

She walked to the ice cream stand and returned with three vanilla cones. One of them was already melting. She gave us one each and then sucked the white cream off her fingers. I had my eyes on Natasha when she sat down. She extended her tongue and licked the tip of the cone. She was enjoying it. She changed grip now and then and made sure to lick the sides. She spilled some of that white cream on her breasts. She wiped it off with her finger and sucked it really good. I had to look away but right next to me was Natalya sucking and licking as well. I looked to the left, hoping to find a view that would soften my dick. The pain was returning to my testicles. The load, which was supposed to be shot many hours ago, was still waiting to be fired.

“They were good,” Natalya said, who’d almost devoured the entire cone. “But not as good as yours.”

Natasha smiled, her index finger dripping of cream. “I agree, but it’s good to taste something different once in a while.”

“Should we go to the boat?” Natalya tugged her mother’s bra with her sticky fingers. “Tom has never seen it before.”

Natasha swallowed. She removed her glasses and looked at me with her hazel eyes. “What do you say, should we ride the waves together?”

“I would more than love to.”




Natalya had told me her mother’s boat was a 30-footer. It had two bedrooms and an open living room. Seeing it now in front of me, it must have cost at least a million.

We stepped onto the pier. Natalya had gotten her energy back from the ice cream. I sure got more tingly. I licked the vanilla stains from her upper lip. She sure knew what it reminded me of. She got close and whispered. “You wish it was yours.”

“If we’re able to,” I told her, “let’s sneak ourselves into one of the bedrooms.”

She glanced at her mother who was ahead of us. “We’ll see. I’m getting a little horny as well.”

Natasha didn’t use the captain’s chair when steering the boat. She stood up, her great breasts resting there as usual and hair flowing freely with the wind. She could be quiet and mysterious sometimes. I wondered what she was hiding under her clothes. Natalya pulled my arm. “What are you looking at?” she sounded annoyed now. I had been discreet before when checking out her mother, but this day had been different. She touched my dick. “Alright, we can have sex, but let’s try to be as quiet as possible.”

Finally. “Should I go down?”

“Yeah sure, go down and pretend to be ill in the toilet.”

“Stomachache” I tried to say over the whistling winds as I went, bent at the waist, to the bathroom. I had to piss anyway. I entered the small bathroom and sat down. It was impossible to piss standing with a boner. I spotted something in the corner. Lingerie underwear. My eyes lit up. The wide ass. It was Natasha’s size. I reached for it as if it were a pot of gold. The scent was flowing into my nose. I couldn’t get enough. I pushed it so hard against my nostrils. I was breathing into it. It must be her sweet pussy. I licked it, tasted it and sucked the fabric. Her flavors. I finally got to taste them. I had to masturbate. I rose up and pushed the ass part to my face. Just a few strokes that would do the trick. The door suddenly opened. I flinched and threw the underwear behind me. I reached down for my shorts but fell with my head against the wall. I questioned at that moment if Natalya would break up with me. She took my shoulders and straightened me up. That firm grip. It was Natasha, not Natalya. She tried her hardest to hold in her smile.

“I guess she has been extra mean to you. I’m searching for my panties, have you seen them?”

I pulled my shorts up and shook my head.

“I will continue to look then … nice size.”

I went topside, blushing so deeply that I wanted to bury my head in the sand. Natalya wasn’t looking so happy either, but she was obviously questioning why I looked so embarrassed. “What happened?”

“Nothing really, uhm, I forgot to lock the bathroom door.”

“Oh, it’s nothing. I mean that happens.”

“Uhm, yeah.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t warn you. She can be sneaky sometimes.”

Just then, Natasha came strolling right back up. “Did you find what you were looking after?” asked Natalya.

She smiled. “In the bathroom.”

I blushed even deeper. Natalya looked even more puzzled.

It started getting windy, so we decided to head back. Natalya tried to find something to talk about, but I still felt embarrassed of what had happened.

We got back to the pier and decided to head for home. I could tell Natalya felt bad for me. “I’ll make it up for you.” She pressed her lips onto my cheeks again. “Don’t you want them on your cock instead?”

“Yeah.”

“We can take the bus. I’ll blow you there.”

I raised an eyebrow. So many novelties on this wonderful and embarrassing day. “Really?”

“I would like to try something new,” she whispered, close to my ear. “Mom, we’ll take the bus home.”

“It’s alright my sweetheart. I’ll see you home later.”

Natasha waved to both of us. I could swear I saw her wink behind those shades again.

“She never asks why?” I wondered aloud to Natalya.

“You know my mom. She usually doesn’t like to meddle.”

I definitely didn’t know her. I had a feeling, though, Natasha understood why we wanted to take the bus by ourselves.




The sun was setting. The day had passed by slower than usual. Natalya smiled and put on my favorite strawberry lipstick. The anticipation was building up. The bulge grew bigger. She was still wearing her hot bikini and I was still in my swimming shorts. We entered the bus and went all the way back. I stroked her smooth brown hair and rubbed my thumb at those fine lips. She slipped her hand under my shorts and got her five fingers on my dick.

“There are only four stations from here,” I said as her smooth fingers worked up and down my cock. “You better stroke me harder.”

She looked around. “Dummy, pull the curtains together.”

I honestly didn’t mind but pulled them together. She unbuckled my belt and giggled. “This feels so dirty.”

“There are dirtier things out there,” I said, breathing in relief as she pulled down my shorts. My dick sprung right back up and almost slapped her face. She lowered her head and giggled some more. I started worrying that I wouldn’t be able to finish. “Please, I can’t go an hour longer with the load in my balls.”

“Sorry,” she said with the tip right in front of her face. I brushed her hair behind her, so I could see when her pink lips touched the tip. She spat and made sure to rub it in. She took it half way in and gagged. I always loved those sounds. I made sure to push it further inside, so she could gag some more. “Look me in the eyes,” I said.

She pointed her innocent eyes at me. The head of my dick kept rubbing back and forth against her tongue, the head briefly touching her tight throat. I breathed harder and harder. “Ahh yeah.”

Her mouth fluids spilled onto her hands. She made sure to use every drop for lube. It felt so wet as if I were fucking her. I combed her hair with my fingers and pushed my dick further inside her mouth. I’d never been this far in her mouth before, but she accepted it with pleasure. “Continue. I’m a few seconds away from coming.” Three more strokes with her pink lips and I shot my load right into her throat. She blinked first and kept it in her mouth. Then to my surprise, she made sure to squeeze out the last drops of cum into her mouth. I leaned back, feeling comfortably numb. I could finally breathe out. Especially after the best blowjob she’d ever given me. She tugged my arm and pointed at the door. Her mouth was still filled with cum. On our way out, she made sure to spit it out in the garbage can.

“Are you happy now?” she asked me while I hugged her at the bus station.

I wiped some white stuff from her lips. “That was great.”

“I’ll spend some more time with my mother this evening. Send me a text when we should meet up next week.” She kissed me on the lips, and we parted for now. What a messy but, still, a good day. And at least it had a happy ending.

It was quite different on my way home. I didn’t have the usual anxiety that rage would erupt out of my mother, or seeing my father stumbling and swaying around drunk and depressed. My mother was home from work, sitting by the kitchen table and reading a book. “Did you visit your father yesterday?” she asked me. My father was a recovering alcoholic. A week ago, Natalya had talked me into getting him into rehab. During all those painful years, it had taken a toll on me and my mother. I was glad to see both of them doing better.

“Yes,” I answered. She stared at me as if she feared the worst, but I then relieved her. “He hasn’t relapsed.”

My mother let go of the tight grip around her coffee mug. She looked me in the eyes and understood that it was no joke. “I’m glad to hear. I’ll visit him on my next day off.”

I nodded. I was so tired I just wanted to crash into bed. And now with the peace here I finally could.

“By the way,” she suddenly said. “You got a letter. I put it on your desk. I think it is from one of your girlfriends.”

I still hadn’t told her about Natalya. “Oh, okay.” I went up to my desk. The letter was shaped as a heart, glossy and crimson red. I opened it slowly, completely clueless who sent it. Certainly, it could not have been from Natalya. The lines read: 


I am not so far off from your hands, not at all up in the skies.

I am curious about your young glans, after I saw it with my own eyes.

I know when a man dreams of my hips, by just watching his drooling lips.

You might think I just stare at the blue.

But I promise that I will be waiting for you.
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I was awakened by my vibrating phone. I glanced at the screen and, of course, it was Natalya. I looked forward to seeing her again. The blow job had been fantastic, even if I was sure there was room for improvements.

We’ll have to meet up a few hours later, she texted me.

Why? I replied.

Something is wrong with my phone, she texted back.

A few hours later …. By that time, I’d hoped to be banging her on the lush grass of the clearing. A box of tissue paper sat so innocently on my desktop. Well, if we couldn’t meet up till 1500, then no sex till 1800. I jumped onto the chair. I had Natasha’s Facebook page bookmarked and it was the first page that showed up when I opened the browser. All her hot photos and videos just sat there stacked on top of each other, begging to be jerked off to. I went for her latest riding video. Those juicy hips looked even bigger when she sat mounted on top of the horse. God damn if she mounted me like that. To see her soft breasts bounce up and down. To finish right on top of them. To spill my cum right onto her sweet nipples — The phone rang. It was Natasha. I raised an eyebrow. She’d never called me before. I still stroked my morning cock. What could be a better way to finish than to the sound of her voice? “Hello!” Natalya asked. I looked at the display again to make sure I’d seen correctly. “Are you out jogging?” she asked again when I didn’t answer her.

“Natalya?”

“Yes, I could borrow my mother’s phone for a minute. There was nothing really wrong with my phone. I just had to charge it and it’s ready now. A bit silly of me, I’m sorry. Come on over and let’s go camping.”

I sighed and put my phone in my pocket. I picked up the mysterious card I’d received. My suspicions still leaned toward Natasha. I’ve been with Natalya for three months now. Natasha had never given a hint of wanting me, except for in the very beginning. After that it was a few cold months, and now all the sudden things have changed. Or maybe it was all my own imagination. Maybe it was that she saw my dick for the first time and now wanted to get down. I read the six sentences again. They warmed my chest.

I arrived at the gate, equally as sweaty as always when walking up the hill. The gate was already opened and I walked up to her door and rang the bell. I heard her bare feet crossing the floor. She opened the door and stood there dripping wet, with a towel wrapped around her. The only thing unusual about this was that her nipples were covered. “Why are you covering your breasts?”

“Because you need to close the door, stupid.” She closed the door and moved the towel under her ripe tits. She revealed them just for me. There were some water drops left adorning those sweet nipples. I sucked them instead of kissing her. She giggled and pushed my head away from them.

“Your mother is home?” I guessed.

“Yes, but she is taking a shower. I want your mouth on my lips instead of on my tits.”

I kissed her and squeezed her tits too. “My mother can stand under the hot water for more than an hour, so we can go now.” One hour in the steaming shower … her boobs glittering of soap, and water dripping from her pussy. I imagined I was there, kneeling under her and letting the water wash all over my face. A true golden shower. “I just need to get dressed. I’ll be back in a minute.” Yeah right, more like thirty.

It suddenly crossed my mind that Natasha wasn’t showering upstairs but downstairs, near where I stood. I basically had a view from the keyhole to the mirror and then to the shower — bingo! I went to the keyhole, hoping to get a sneak peek at her amazing body. It was mostly steam. What a bummer. She hummed a melody so beautiful and sweet it brought me into a trance. I got a boner as if I were in deep sleep. I started imagining erotic scenes. In one, I crawled up in a bed and Natasha spread her legs. I was getting close to her vagina. I stuck my tongue out and was just about to taste her fine nectar when Natalya came down the stairs. I jumped as if waking up by an alarm. I clasped my hands behind the back and pretended to be strolling back and forth.

“How do I look?” asked Natalya.

The makeup was super cute, but it was all those clothes that bothered me. “Can’t you at least wear a bikini?”

“In the woods? Bikini day was yesterday.”

“Every day should be bikini day.”

“In your dreams.” She pointed at the backpack with the tent. “You will take that one” It was big enough to fit a sheep and break my back to pieces.

“What other things are there to take?”

“Just the food bag.” She smiled. “My mother sliced some pineapples and bought some hotdogs for us.”

I hoisted the backpack behind my back, and we headed out for the woods. It was a half an hour walk to the entrance and another one and half hour to our special spot: The place where we first met. “What made you two come here in the first place?” she asked.

Of course, she said you two instead of his name. I had no wish to think of it either, cluttering this fine day with thoughts of that pig. I had come here a couple of months ago with my former friend Chad. It all went well until he decided to cheat on Natalya’s best friend Tiffany. He almost brought me down with him. “I had seen you before here with Tiffany.”

“So, you were spying on us?”

“Nope, I had heard on some podcast that the tightest girls usually spent time in the woods. So, I decided to go see for myself.”

“But you weren’t alone,” she reminded me.

“First I went by myself and heard that you planned to come next week. Since you were two, and I know the other guy loves blonde, I brought him.”

“I wished you didn’t,” she said, not like she was blaming me for what had happened, but more like just a thought.

“I agree. How is she doing nowadays?”

“She’s gotten over him and found a new one. I have just gotten good vibes from him.”

“Anyone compared to him will have good vibes.”

She chuckled. “I’m not going to argue with that one. I’m glad you have ditched him for good. You look way happier now.”

I reached for her hand, wondering why we’d been walking for so long without some physical contact. “I’m.”

We continued to our clearing. It was almost like we’d left it three months ago. The stones were still there and the log we sat on. I picked up the stick and showed her the end of it. It was the one she’d accidentally poked my eye with. “Remember this?”

The sight of it colored her cheeks red. “How did you spot it? You should have been blind by now.”

I laughed at her silly humor. Even though it was almost exactly how we’d left it here, the scenery was a lot different. The trees weren’t naked any longer but thick with bright leaves. The grass tickled my knees and the sun was right above us. It wasn’t hot like yesterday. Fresh breeze after fresh breeze rustled the leaves and grass. It had never felt so good to breathe deeply.

“Are you tired?” she asked.

I sure was after that long walk. “Yeah, I need to relax a bit.”

I sat down to catch my breath. I slung the backpack aside. It felt so good to get rid of that load. “Are you thirsty and hungry?” she asked. It was typical of her not wanting to relax even a second.

She probably had spotted my parched lips by now as well. “Sure, what do you got?”

She handed me a box of sliced pineapples. “My mother made these for us. She wanted you to specifically have this box for some reason.”

I opened the box. It didn’t seem to be any different from hers. I put one in my mouth and my eyebrows shot up. Could it be? I rubbed my finger on the pineapple and pressed my thumb and index finger together. That sticky stuff. That didn’t come from pineapple. The taste … it tasted like the hottest pussy. It had exactly the same taste as her panties. My imagination went wild. She made these especially for me. I imagined how she shoved those delicious bits of pineapple inside her pussy, letting them rest there among her other godly flavors and then letting them out in the box. A special gift just for me. I held onto the box as if it were a pot of gold. I reached for one and shoved it right into my mouth. It tasted like pussy. The greatest pussy ever.

“They are tasty, right?” Natalya smacked her lips.

“The best pineapple I’ve ever tasted.”

She laid her box aside. “I want to sprinkle some sugar on mine.” She went fumbling in the bag. She suddenly shrieked and jumped. She knocked over my box. “A spider.”

“What the hell?” There they lay. They were all covered in dirt and dried soil. My precious gift. Natasha’s nectar. I was close to tears.

“I’m so sorry … are you crying?”

“No, I just got something in my eyes.”

“We can share what’s left from mine.”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Open.” She pushed one into my mouth. It tasted like pineapple. Plain pineapple. “They are just as sweet as yours.”

“Hmm, they could probably use some extra flavors.”

“Sugar?” she asked. I just stared between her legs. “Oh,” she laughed. She folded up her skirt, flashing her panties with a little wet spot in the middle. She pulled them aside and I watched as the pineapple slice disappeared inside her. She inserted her fingers and let out a moan. She then turned the slice around and made sure to smear and rub all of her fluids on it. “Are you ready?” she asked and pulled out the extra sticky fruit.

I opened like a happy pup. It tasted similar to her mother’s but nowhere near as amazing.

“You like them better, don’t you?”

“They are great,” I admitted, but not amazing.

She shoved a couple of more inside her. “These will be sticky.”

She put them in my mouth with her cute little fingers. They tasted even better than the last she had given me. She tried one herself. “Not bad,” she giggled. She reached her slippery fingers to my dick. “I wonder what it will taste like if you stick your dick inside me and then I suck all the pineapple flavors out of it.”

“I didn’t know you had that kind of imagination,” I said, my dick rising.

“I can think of a few things now and then.”

“It sounds hot and as you can see, something is growing between my legs.”

She pulled down her skirt and spread her legs on the log. I pulled her panties to the side with my rock-hard dick. I entered her, pushing my dick deep inside. “Hold it there,” she said and closed her eyes for a brief moment. She moaned and pushed my body closer against hers and then let go. “Now let me taste it.”

I pulled out my dick that was dripping with yellow and pink juices. I pointed my dick toward her lips. She grabbed the bottom of my shaft and opened up her mouth wide. She took me to the depths of her mouth, her lips brushing my shaft tightly. Wow, she’d never sucked me like that before. It wasn’t just in and out from the mouth, but she was breathing in my cock. I grabbed her head. It was that powerful.

“Ahh.” I had no power to hold it in. It was like she sucked the cum right out of my dick and made me orgasm against my will. Right when she was about to take a little break and give the purple head a kiss, I jizzed. She closed her eyes in surprise, as jet after jet of semen splashed on her cheeks, eyes and nose. My load was dripping all over her face. “In the middle of the woods. Where am I supposed to wipe the cum off my face?”

My dick was still seeping. “The stream,” I said, after a few deep breaths.

I walked with her, hand in hand to the stream. The cum spilled all over her clothes. It was here not too long ago that I had slipped down the slope. “Can you see?” I asked her.

“Sort of, but it’s mostly white.”

“I will warn you in time, so you don’t slip.” I guided her down so both of us wouldn’t end up dirtier.  She went on her knees and splashed water on her face. I helped her wash the clothes. “It’s so thick,” she said and managed to get the last bits off her face.

“Yeah, it’s hard to rub off. I think it’s meant to stick inside you.”

She kissed me. Her lips were still stickier than usual. “Next time just tell me to open my mouth.”

“Girl, you have no idea what that felt like.”

She splashed some water on my face. “Like that.”

I splashed some water back at her. All of the sudden we were both soaked. “Now we are even,” she said.

I didn’t mind the water on me. It was summer and it felt great to cool down. We walked up again. She worried over her mother. “I hope she won’t notice it’s your cum on my clothes.”

“Just say we grabbed some vanilla ice cream before we went here.”

“That’s her favorite.”

I’d no doubt about that. Hopefully she’d one day taste my vanilla cream as well.

We lit a fire and snuggled up together. I would never tire of combing her smooth hair with my fingers. I also tried to move it away from her face, so I could see her dimples blossom when she smiled. I kissed her cheek. “I swear that was the best sucking I’ve ever had.”

She smirked. “I’ll suck you like that from now on.”

I still felt the impact from the orgasm, and the image of how she sucked my dick like candy. It was something I would never forget. It also baffled me how she managed it. She must have been practicing with the dildo I’d given her.

“Let’s make a fire before it gets too cold,” she then said as evening was about to turn to dusk. “I’m starving as well.”

“At least you had my dick to suck on. I’ve been dry since the wonderful pineapples you fed me with.”

“After we’ve eaten, my pussy is all yours, like a desert.”

“No kidding with the pineapple slices in there. Well, you taste amazing regardless.”

I picked some dry wood and stuffed them into the middle of the stone circle. She lit a fire and flames flickered. We sat there silent for a bit as memories emerged from the fire. She got out the bag of hot dogs. I handed her the cleanest stick. We pushed them onto the sticks, wrapping them in dough and butter. It was little but tasted so rich. I knew it would never satisfy my hunger though. I let my thoughts flow among the dancing flames. The card bothered me. An unknown female voice whispered those six lines. It was all dark and blurry. The words were the only light, but they just danced around, just like the flames.

I glanced at Natalya who had just finished eating. She also stared at the flames, thinking or digging for something deep. “What is it?” I asked her.

“I don’t know, sometimes when it gets too still, I think of my father.”

I draped my arm around her neck, knowing it was a very emotional subject for her. Natalya didn’t know who her father was. She’d lived with her hot mom with not a single clue of him. It had bothered her for a long time. “It’s alright. You’ve got a mother that cares about you more than anyone, and actual friends that not many have either.”

“Yes, I don’t take them for granted. I just wish she’d tell me one day.”

“Maybe she is afraid the truth will upset you.”

“There’s no maybe, but that’s just what she believes.”

“She knows you well though.”

“She knows you too.”

I blinked. I just stared at the mysterious flames. Was that something that just slipped out from her tongue? What did she mean by that? Why did she say that at this moment? I couldn’t find any words.

“Will you hold my hand?” she aimed her innocent hazel eyes at me. They were watery. A blink away from a falling tear. I reached for her hand and held onto her. She rested her head on my shoulder.




We snuggled up together in the tent. I yawned. What a better way to finish this day with her warm skin close to mine. “I’m sorry. I have to pee really bad,” she said.

“Touch yourself afterwards. I love the scent of your golden drops.”

She giggled. “I’ll make you lick my hand like you lick my pussy.”

She crawled out, leaving her phone next to her pillow. It had been awfully quiet today. It vibrated suddenly. “Creepy,” I whispered. A picture of her mother was on the display. The text was from her. I heard the last drops of urine from Natalya. Just a peak at Natasha’s picture. I couldn’t care less about the text but noticed it anyway. Did he enjoy our fruits? And how was the sucking? Did you accomplish what I taught you?

I put the phone back exactly how it was and just stared right into the sky.
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I sat on the bench outside my garden. I was worn out. An entire week with relatives. It had been my grandparents’ 50th wedding anniversary. Unfortunately, my father couldn’t make it. He was still in rehab and didn’t dare to go out yet because of how far he’d gotten. I overheard the conversation between my mother and him. She reassured him it was okay and she would let her parents know that he is doing alright.

I’d also spoken to him briefly over the phone, telling him to hang in there as tight as possible. I promised to visit him soon, but he insisted that the next time would be when he would come back. I was skeptical if it would be too early, but he made his own decisions.

At the wedding anniversary they’d fed me with a bunch of cakes and sweets, but all I ever wanted was Natalya’s tits to suck on. We’d exchanged a few texts here and there, but something always got between our conversations.

I hadn’t had the chance to jerk off either. My cousin slept in my room and was just old enough to not wet the bed sheet. My testicles had swelled by now. I was dying to get rid of this load that had haunted me for days.

My phone rang. Finally. “How was it seeing all your relatives again?”

“I think I have gained a pound or two.”

“I’ll make you lose some weight.”

“In the bed.”

“No, on the horse.”

“What?”

“Yes, I got to invite you to the farm.”

The farm … or Natasha’s second home. I knew she went there a lot. That was because I rarely saw her whenever Natalya wanted me to sleep over. And that the scent of hay and fur lingered on her hot body. I would try to ask as discreetly as possible where Natasha was. It was either she was traveling for work, or she was at the farm.

I let out a sigh of relief. “You’ve no idea how painful this has been.”

“What, the extra weight you put on?”

“There are like ten loads in my balls weighing me down.”

“Oh, that type of weight,” she laughed.

“Will Natasha be with us?”

“Yes, but we’ll have our own private room, so don’t worry.”

And so would Natasha. This was the first time I would stay overnight under the same roof as her.

My mother wanted help cleaning the house. Although I hated cleaning, I did this to avoid any fighting between us. “Why are you in a hurry?” she asked me suddenly when she noticed I’d been quicker than usual.

“I have a date and will be out for a couple of days.”

“Is it the same girl you’ve been visiting?” she asked with a hint of interest.

I nodded, surprised she even asked.

“She must be something else than the other girls you’ve been with.”

“Yes, she is.”

“You can leave, you’ve helped me enough already.”

I almost dropped the wet rag I was cleaning the table with. “Are you sure?”

She nodded and smiled briefly. “I will take care of the rest.”

It was already evening when I left my home. I was still flabbergasted by my mother’s response. Time truly was changing, and for the better.

I arrived quickly at her door. I’d just stuffed a few garments into my backpack. I’d no idea how long we were supposed to stay there, but it would probably be alright.

I heard her little feet padding across the floor. She opened the door and we beamed at seeing each other again. We embraced. “It isn’t only your balls that are in pain,” she whispered, “but my heart has also been aching to see you again.”

Natasha was in the living room packing her riding equipment. She gave me a wave and a smile. Both of her gestures touched me deeply. “Did you have a lot of fun with your relatives?” she asked.

“Not as much as with Natalya.”

She looked even happier. “I’m glad no one can replace my daughter.”

We went up the stairs. I combed her light brown hair and let my hand fall to her plump ass. She was wearing my favorite tight jeans. “How have you been pleasing yourself?”

She punched my shoulder and raised a stern finger over her mouth. I just rolled my eyes. We went into her bedroom, and she gently closed the door. “With my fingers of course.” She stuck them into my mouth. I held her hand with my right and made sure to suck all her fingers. “You fingered yourself this morning.”

She laughed. “Yes, it tickles when you’re sucking my fingers like that.”

“Scoop up some more juices. My mouth has been dry for an entire week.”

She stuck her hand below her panties and brought up a soaked hand. I licked it like a dog. “You must be horny as well.”

“More than you can imagine. You have to give me a new dildo by the way.”

“The Clone-A-Willy?”

“Yes, I lost it, sorry.”

“It’s alright,” I told her when I truly saw how embarrassed she became. I’d no idea how you’re supposed to lose a dildo, but I’d no wish to squeeze lemon on her wound.

“You sure?” she asked and made herself look smaller. “It was my favorite birthday present.”

“I will just make you a new one. It’s no big deal.”

“I’m happy about that. My fingers aren’t thick enough.” She slipped her soaked hand to my dick and stroked it. “But you’ll surely give me one later … when we’re both in bed together.”

I clenched my jaws together. “This is painful.”

“You’ve waited seven days. You can wait a couple of hours.”

“Let’s just pack quickly and get out of here.”

We ate dinner together before leaving. Natalya told me the next meal would be breakfast. I frowned and grabbed her hand to make sure it was a joke. “There will be something for the night as well,” she comforted me.

It was already evening and we were driving down the road. Natalya sat next to the window and I sat next to her. We both had our eyes fixed on the sky. The stars were so much brighter. Each one of them touched my heart with their mysteries. “Not so much light pollution,” Natasha added. “Just the clean, naked nature.”

She was the biggest mystery to me. The biggest mystery of them all. I didn’t know if she dropped in this erotic word to warm me up for something. I sure was warm already.

Natalya didn’t look tired either. She’d spoken more than usual during this car trip. She was excited. I slipped my hand below her panties. Wet and moist like a fresh fruit. She pulled my hand out and gave me a stern look. I tried to show her with finger signs that Natasha couldn’t see from here. “I’m getting hungry,” I told her.

“We ate dinner two hours ago,” she said, puzzled at what I was hinting after.

“I have some freshly made ice cream from last week,” Natasha said. “As I’ve told you before every ingredient comes from our lush soil.”

“I would love some ice cream before going to bed,” Natalya said.

God no, not the vanilla ice cream again.

We drove up the rugged road and parked next to the two-story farmhouse. Even though it must have been close to nighttime, the star-lit sky revealed all the gems on this farm. The riding arena with all its obstacles, the barn, the open grassland with sleeping cows, the field of wheat looking like a sea of gold, and lastly the fresh air free from pollution. It was like time stood still. Natasha drew in a deep breath and felt herself at home. “Time doesn’t move here, only our bodies do.”

Was that another erotic hint? We entered the farmhouse. The main floor was just one great living room. In the right corner was the kitchen and to the left the door to the veranda. In the middle was a staircase leading right up to the second floor. Natalya pointed to the far-right corner. “There is our bedroom.”

That was all I had to know. We dropped our things there. I was just about to reach for her warm tits, but she stopped me. “My mother and I always lit a fire when we get here.”

I drew in a deep breath.

She reassured me, “It’s not going to be more than half an hour.”

Natasha was sitting on her knees in front of the fireplace. She blew air into the small flames. I looked away. I couldn’t watch a second of her blowing like that. My boner had been tucked against my pants for more than two hours by now. The pain in my testicles just grew greater for every minute. She rose and went to the kitchen. I leaned back on the black leather couch. Natalya sat next to me and slipped her little hand under my pants. She snaked her hand to my dick and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. She gave it a few teasing, slow and long strokes. “Just a minute.”

“You aren’t making it easier for me.”

Natasha rose and stretched her body. “I’ll get the ice cream,” she said and patted my shoulder. If only she could pat me somewhere else as well.

Eating the ice scream with those two was painful. I sat almost with my eyes closed the entire time. “Brain freeze?” Natasha asked. The second I opened my eyes she sucked the cream off her finger. She kept eye contact the entire time. I closed them again. “Yes, but it’s the best ice cream I’ve tasted.” And that was no lie. I could bet she’d added a secret ingredient as well.

Natalya and Natasha talked for another hour. I interrupted her with a tug on her skirt and a fake yawn. “I’m getting tired.”

“Yes,” she winked, “I’m getting tired too.”

Natasha wished us good night and finally we were alone in our bedroom.

My hands settled on her ass. Finally, finally I could squeeze them. “You’ve no idea how much I’ve missed you.”

“I’ve missed you too.” She stood on her toes to kiss me.

I ran my finger on her breasts and then sucked some spilled cream. “Your mother makes the best ice cream.”

She reached for my dick and stroked it. “And you make the best warm cream.”

I pulled her body closer, pressing her smooth lips onto mine. “I missed your soft little fingers more than anything.”

“What about my tight, little pink hole?”

I slipped my fingers under her panties and fingered her pussy lips. She was so slippery my finger just slipped inside her. I was about to melt. I got my dripping wet finger out and sucked it dry. We kissed some more. “You know how I wanted to show you my riding skills?”

I raised an eyebrow. I had asked her that before, but she’d declined because she feared back pain. I didn’t understand the back pain that much. I just believed my dick was too big for her to handle when riding me. “I thought you complained about your back.”

She shook her head, giggling. “Just lie down.”

I fell back on the soft mattress, my dick pointing straight north. She mounted me and guided my erection right between her lips. She sank down, letting her pussy swallow my dick. She took it all in, her sweet lips rubbing my pubic hair. She just smiled and moaned, no traces of pain on her cute face.  She started riding me, rubbing her clit back and forth. This was so exotic for me. The hottest position I knew of. It made me think of Natasha. The way she rode those horses. Natalya rode me now identically. Her titties bounced up and down and her ten sweet little fingers touched my chest. I leaned back on the pillow as she did all the work. She was horny. I touched her waist and then farther up to her breasts. Her nipples were as stiff as my dick. I had an urge to suck them, but the pleasure was too good from her riding me.

It didn’t take long till her nails started digging into my skin. I leaned back. The bed started to creak. The sound of her breasts slapping and pussy bouncing up and down caused me to believe that Natasha must be hearing us. It turned me on even more. I gripped her ass and aided her moving hips. Our climaxes were building up quickly. She started to moan after every rub, leaving a trail of fluids that glistened on my waist. It was too hot. I leaned back and came, squirt of jizz after jizz splashed against her pink walls. It took forever to finish. It was so much cum it trickled straight back onto me. “Ahhh,” she moaned and slowed down. She fell onto me, her nipples softening. I combed her hair and held onto her warm body. I was numb.

“That felt good,” I mumbled.

“I’m so tired,” she said and held onto me, refusing to let go.

“I enjoyed it more than you can imagine.”

“I enjoy being with you more than you can imagine.”

“Give me a kiss before you fall asleep.”

She kissed my cheek and closed her eyes.

I fell asleep at the same time as her, but I woke up in the middle of the night. Something bothered me. Natasha was under this roof as well. I’ve always dreamed of peeking at her naked body and seeing her naked breasts in their full glory. One of my biggest dreams was right around the corner. These thoughts had haunted my sleep.

I slowly opened my eyes. I turned to Natalya. Drool trickled out the corner of her mouth. Not even my hardest spank on her ass could wake her up from that. I swung my feet off the bed. My dick was still leaking, and a few drops of cum fell onto the floor as I padded out from our bedroom. Now, where was her bedroom? I stood there, butt naked, trying to scan across the dim darkness. I stood on my toes to sniff the air. I caught a scent of wild roses. I spotted some steam in the upper bathroom. She must be taking a bath. I was already getting hard again. The floor squeaked as I padded to the stairs. The closer I came, the more distinct the hum became. It was the same melody when she showered. I was dying to get closer and became sloppy with my steps. It was almost like I wanted to get caught. I wanted her to catch me naked. “Do you need someone to warm your bed tonight?” I asked while daydreaming. I shook my head. I was getting caught up.

My eyes were on the same level as the floor. The door opened. I drew in a sharp breath and ducked. This wasn’t how I pictured this hot scene. She still hummed as if nothing strange had happened. I peeked up. She had her back facing me. A towel wrapped around her head and — her body was naked. Her ass! “Holy fuck,” I whispered as my jaw dropped. It was double the size of Natalya’s, the perfect heart shape and more golden than the sun.

She went into her bedroom. Her cheeks jiggled for every step. One spank on the cheek and the fat must be rippling for ages. And those thick, juicy hips. I was lost for words. She gently closed the door. I stood there with my eyes wide open for a few minutes.

I let what I’d just seen sink in. I wanted more. I wanted to see her entire naked body. I got up the last steps and approached the door. A keyhole. Perfect. Just when I was about to take another step, I heard a sound that made me freeze. She breathed. It wasn’t any kind of breathing, but it accelerated, heavier and heavier. She sounded as if she were … masturbating. My dick rose, from soft to rock hard within a second. I got close to the keyhole. I was way too excited to care about not making a sound. My boner touched the wooden door as I leaned slightly forward to peek.

“Ahh,” she moaned, deep and powerful. “Ahhh.” Three of her fingers circled her clitoris. With her other hand, she fingered herself. A stream of fluids trickled down from her golden slit, the lips thick and moist with her spilled nectar. The mound was great and adorned with trimmed pubic hair. I adventurously scanned my eyes further up. Her waist was not too slim but not too fat, and then her bell-shaped breasts. They were full and heavy as if Natalya’s milk were still there. The brown, thick nipples rose and sank in tandem with the rest of her great body. The moaning became deeper, her nipples stiffening. She reached for a dildo and fucked herself with it. I blinked. The dildo was the one I’d given to Natalya. The Clone-A-Willy. “Ahhhh!” she moaned louder as the orgasm ripped through her.
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I woke up from the deepest sleep in years. Natalya peeked at me, her eyes not drowsy from a deep slumber but glowing with excitement. “Do you know what time it is?” she asked.

I shook my head, being too tired to answer.

“Neither do I,” she laughed. She dragged me up like usual. “It’s more than you think to do here. Let’s get something to eat, so you can wake up.”

She got dressed in a white skirt with red falling roses. She only wore a white top, and her tits were about to spill out of her bra. She threw my shorts to me and a loose-fitting t-shirt. “Get dressed,” she said, “we’ll have some fun later.”

In the living room, I gazed out the window. I spotted Natasha walking one of her horses. Just another mysterious sight of her and layers of clothes I just wanted to tear off her. Last night emerged from my memory. Her naked body was still ripe to my eyes. What I’d seen could never be unseen. I would never tell Natalya that it had been her mother that took her dildo. I wanted her to keep it. Even better, I wanted it to be the real thing that pleasured her.

“Let’s go get some milk,” Natalya said, disrupting my precious memory.

I looked outside again. I saw only nature. There was no cluttering advertisement begging for attention and no crammed food store with barely any breathing room. “Where?”

“Cows, stupid.”

“Take it easy. I’m new to this environment.”

“You are already warm though.” She ran her hand on my belly. The crust of my cum and her juices were dried on my skin. She got a hold of my hand and took me to the cows. I couldn’t lie, those fat animals were intimidating at first. “They don’t bite,” she teased me and went on her knees. She wasn’t afraid to get dirty. She patted the spot next to her. “I’ll teach you.” A fresh breeze fluttered her hair to the right. I sat on my knees next to her, admiring her beauty. “All you do is to pull the nipples.” It squirted so quickly a few drops splashed onto us.

“They must have been holding it in for long.”

“Their balls are a bit bigger than yours,” she joked. “Do you want to try?”

“I’ll try.” I got hold of those jiggling nipples and pulled them. It squirted, and I got a few drops in my eyes. “We probably will need some paper. We’ll be covered in milk otherwise.”

She patted her pocket. “I came prepared.” She brought out her yesterday’s panties. She laughed. I thought she was pulling another joke on me. “No, it isn’t what you think it is. The tissue paper was next to my panties. I accidently grabbed these.”

“Yeah right.”

“It’s true,” she said with her hands on her hips. She then extended her used panties to me. “You don’t mind?”

I wiped my face with her panties with pleasure.

“I got another surprise for you.”

“So, there was no tissue paper?”

“Yes, there was, but just close your eyes.”

She shot the milk straight at my face. I fell back and so did she, dying of laughter. I grabbed her and wiped my milk-spilled face all over her. I then tickled her, and she squirmed like a worm.

“Stop, please.”

I gave her some breathing room, but she just jumped onto me and tickled me back. Finally, our lips met and we locked our lips. We played with each other’s tongues and felt each other’s necks. We pressed our bodies closer to each other. “I’m so happy,” she said.

“So am I.”

“Where are we?”

“Next to the cow probably.”

We rose. The cow munched grass twenty yards away from us. We shifted glances and just smiled. We went back and finished the milking.

We headed back to the farmhouse. Natasha stood in the kitchen with a pair of oven mitts on. She brought out some newly baked bread. The scents of parsley, wheat and butter were so strong. It smelled so fresh. She sat them on the table but covered her mouth and laughed when she saw us. “I usually associate this place with calm and peace.”

“It was him who started it.” I gave her a look. “What?” she said and held in her laughter.

“Let’s eat outside,” Natasha said and just smiled at her silly daughter.

I ate greedily. That the food had been handmade by Natasha made me even hungrier. The scenery made it even more special, eating outside with the sun baking our necks and skin. Natasha was getting more tanned and golden right in front of my eyes. It made me drool even more.

“I have to pee,” said Natalya as she excused herself and left.

Here I was again, one on one with her mother. “How’s my daughter treating you?”

Her eyes didn’t lie, and neither did yesterday’s dildo. I wanted to kick away the food and jump right into her arms. I wanted to taste her tongue and grope her breasts and bury my face between her legs. My erection now became ten times harder. I knew how she looked naked. There was no imagination between us now. “She knows how to tease me sometimes,” I told her.

“I hope she hasn’t caused you too much pain then.” She glanced between my legs.

“There’s been a few times I had to clench my jaws together, but,” I was about to say the blueballing you caused me was way greater.

“You can finish,” she said. “It’s just you and me here.”

Just you and me here. Those words warmed my chest and melted in my heart. I had to get a hold of myself. Say it right to her. Say that you wanted to fuck her so badly. She leaned over and touched my thigh. “I’m listening,” she reminded me.

Just her touching me like that was enough to make me moan. Natalya came running down. Natasha leaned back to disguise the sparks between us. “So,” Natalya asked, “have you finished eating?”

“Yeah,” I said in a low voice. Natalya raised an eyebrow, perhaps suspecting some sparks. I cleared my throat. “Yes, I have finished eating.”

Natalya was just about to take her plate to the kitchen, but Natasha stopped her. “Go enjoy yourself. I’ll take care of that.”

Natalya reached for my hand. “Let’s go to the barn.”

We went to the barn, hand in hand. She then suddenly let go and ran ahead. A gust of wind blew her skirt up and flashed her pussy. She raised her hand over her mouth and made a fake shy-face. That’s right, she’d given me her panties to wipe my face with. I grinned. I ran after her while the wind still held her skirt up. I spanked her little ass.

We entered the barn. I was already having a few questions about this. “What are we doing here?”

She stood on her toes and drew in a deep breath. “Don’t you just enjoy the scent of fresh hay?”

The smell of her pussy was strong without her panties on. “There’s nothing I enjoy more than the scent between your legs.”

“I’ll convince you.” She led me to a ladder that went up to the second floor. She stepped aside, beckoning me to climb it first.

“Ladies first,” I told her.

She rolled her eyes. “Okay then.” She climbed and I followed right after her. Her vagina looked even hotter from this angle. I tried to climb faster. I wanted to bury my face inside her. She stopped suddenly and I got my head inside her skirt. “I didn’t wipe myself properly, do you mind licking up the last drops?”

I licked her greedily for a few seconds then she just hurried up the last steps. “You didn’t even let me finish.”

“You can lick me later. Come I’ll show you something.” She showed me the view on the second floor. We were just right above the treetops. The sea of trees extended to the horizon. It sure was beautiful, seeing the branches wave and the tops of the trees ripple in the wind. “What do you do here when it’s just you and your mother around?”

“Not much, but when I bring Tiffany or Jeanette, we usually have a lot of fun here. Sometimes when I’m by myself, I just like to stand here and stare. But there is more to see. I have a surprise for you.”

I couldn’t wait. She reached for my hand again and led me to the edge of the second floor. Below us was a room filled with hay. “Go and have a look.”

I thought I could hear how she suppressed her giggles. I stepped to the edge. She pushed me, and I felt right onto the hay. I had a soft but humiliating landing. I spat out the hay from my mouth and tried to rise. She rolled around up there laughing and slapping her thigh. She rolled slightly over the edge and shrieked as she fell. Now it was my turn to laugh. She got a hold of my shirt and rolled me around till we were both covered in hay. “Does hay turn you on?” I asked.

“They used hay for beds in the old days, so it was here all the fucking went on.”

She’d been teasing me today, but dry places were nothing that turned me one. “Come on, it’s too dry.”

“I will make you change your mind after a while.”

“We’ll see.” I groped and felt her body lightly. I hugged her closer to me. Human flesh felt so amazing. “Ouch,” she suddenly said. She plucked an insect from her leg and flicked it off her finger. “You’re red and swollen,” I said. It didn’t look all too great but nothing probably to be worried over.

She held my arms and kissed my lips. “I’m alright. Let’s go outside and get some sun — naked.”

She led me behind the barn, obviously there so her mother wouldn’t see us. We took each other’s clothes off and lay down on the grass next to each other. We didn’t do much except for watching the clouds pass and occasionally touching each other’s skin. I noticed that she wasn’t as flirty or excited as earlier.

“Are you tired?” I asked her, ignoring her warm naked flesh and looked worryingly at her drowsy eyes.

“I’m getting a bit hungry.” She extended her hand. “Help me up.”

I rose from the lush grass and helped her up. We got dressed and went back to the farmhouse. “Time passes so quickly when you’re having fun,” she said and yawned. It was already time for lunch.

Natasha was in the kitchen. I could smell the lamb stew from here. Just another one of her amazing dishes. She laughed when she saw us walking up the veranda steps. “You two again.”

“It was him who started it,” Natalya said.

I just rolled my eyes.

We sat down to eat. Natasha wasn’t eye-flirting with me but had an eye on her daughter. “Are you alright, sweetheart?”

Natalya nodded and it took a few seconds for her to answer. “I’m just a bit tired.”

Halfway through, she put the spoon back on the bowl. “What happened?” Natasha asked me.

“She got bit by an insect,” I told her. I showed her leg, slightly more swollen and red.

“You were playing in the hay. I think I know what has bitten her.”

She swayed, and a wave of dizziness washed over her face. “Mom, I’m tired.”

Natasha caressed her shoulder and kissed her forehead. I can’t lie. When I saw her filled red lips touch Natalya’s skin, it turned me on. “Rest your head on Tom’s shoulder. I’ll go to the garden and find something.”

Natalya leaned her head on my shoulder. I stroked her arm and caressed her as much as possible.

After an hour Natalya was almost asleep. Natasha came back with a bag in her hand. “Can you help her up to the bedroom? I’ll come and help her with the tea.”

I got her arm draped around my neck and carried her to our bedroom. I laid her down and wrapped her body around the bedsheet. I still saw the moistness from Natasha’s lips. I kissed her on the same spot, but slightly longer. I tried to absorb as much of her flavors as possible.

My lips brought life back to Natalya. “That was a deep kiss,” she said.

“I care about you.”

“Thank you.”

Natasha came knocking on the door with the tea in her hand. “Can you leave us two for a moment?”

“Sure.” I stepped out and walked away with my hands clasped behind my back. I halted when something suddenly crossed my mind. Why did she want to be alone with her?  The poem, the pineapple text and the dildo came to my mind. I turned around and fixed my eyes on the door. It wouldn’t hurt just to peek. I went there on my tippy toes. “It’s just an insect’s bite. You’ll feel better tomorrow.”

“I want him to hold my hand.”

“I’ll tell him …. Did you ride him like I taught you?”

“Yes, he loved it.”

Natasha kissed her and stroked her forehead. “I love you more than anything, Natalya.”

“I love you too, mom.”
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Everything I knew about those two had been contradicted. The poem. The fruit text. The dildo. The way she fondled my thigh. Natasha’s question yesterday — No, this couldn’t be. I’m imagining things. Natalya didn’t even like kissing me when Natasha was around. She didn’t even want to mention the word sex. The ride him quote must refer to a horse. Yes mom, he loved it. I felt lost. There were too many mysterious hints flooding me all at once.

I sat there on the couch when Natasha came back with the empty mug. “She is missing a hand,” she told me. I rose up. “Don’t worry, we’ll have time together tomorrow.” She approached me, and I froze for a second. Her hand settled on my shoulder and her pink full lips pressed onto mine. She kissed me straight on the lips. “Thank you for taking care of my daughter.”

“No … worries.”

She caressed my shoulder and looked me in the eyes. “If she doesn’t wake up tomorrow, come outside and we can find something to do together.”

“Yes of course.”

She left me standing there. Her wet fresh lips had just touched mine. “She is waiting for you,” she reminded me.

“Good night,” I told her.

“Good night.”

Her heavenly voice. Her words touched my chest and set it ablaze of warmth. The warmth spread all over me but mainly to my penis. I walked to our bedroom with my cock as hard as wood. I licked my lips as slowly as possible. I tasted her warm and sweet breath, and it tingled in my chest. Just thinking about tongue kissing her made me melt.

I entered our bedroom. Natalya lay on her side, the pillow propping up her head. She opened her droopy eyelids and her lips curled up in a weak smile. I’d never seen her so fatigued before. I hoped Natasha knew what she was doing. I took my clothes off and kneeled in front of her. I kissed her again. She said, “I’m sorry I won’t be able to please you tonight.”

“You’ve pleased me enough this day.” And so has Natasha.

I crawled into the bed and spooned her with my dick resting between her butt cheeks. “You don’t mind that I’m sick?” I had to have my ear close to her mouth to hear what she was saying.

“No, not at all.” I reached for her hand and held it. She brought it closer to her heart.




I woke up, my boner still like I left it yesterday, hard and right in her ass. Natalya still held onto my hand. I felt something sticky dripping off my fingers. I peeked and saw a thick puddle of drool. I didn’t mind. I thought it was cute. So, it was your mother that had taught you to ride. I thought you didn’t like talking about sex when she was around? Her words bewildered and haunted me. Maybe I will get closer to Natasha today. To unveil her and get closer to her heart. “Natalya, are you awake?”

She didn’t say a word. She breathed deeply in and out.

“Are you feeling better?” I asked and caressed her cheeks.

She nodded with her eyes closed.

It was a relief to see some life in here. I let her rest here in peace. I got dressed and went to the living room. I spotted Natasha on the veranda. She was leafing through a riding magazine. She sat on a sunchair, wearing sunglasses and a bikini. I tucked my dick against my shorts and took a deep breath. I knocked lightly and opened. She pushed her sunglasses up and smiled upon seeing me. “How’s my daughter?”

“A bit tired but she looked slightly better than yesterday.” I sat down in front of her. It was painfully hard not to look at her body.

“Don’t you worry, she’ll get better. Should we get something to eat?”

“Yes.”

She brought out some fresh, steaming buns and a jar of honey. “I got this honey from the neighboring farm. It’s delicious. Do you want a taste?”

“Absolutely.”

She dipped her finger in and extended it to me. I exchanged glances with her and she just beckoned me with her golden finger. I got a hold of her wrist and sucked her finger dry. I swore, beneath the sweet honey was the taste of her pussy. She giggled when I sucked on it longer than usual. “I’m jealous of my daughter that gets to suck on your young lips all day.”

“I don’t mind you tasting them either.”

She threw her hair behind her shoulders, her nipples slightly stiffening under her bikini top. “I know that.”

We started eating and she changed the direction of the conversation. What a bummer. She behaved a bit like Natalya sometimes, teasing you one moment only to open up and have a taste the next.

When we’d finished eating, she took the plates and went inside. “I’ll just check if my daughter is alright. Give me a minute.”

I touched my testicles. A sharp stabbing pain in both of my balls. I scanned my eyeballs across the garden. A bucket of water. Let’s pray it is cold. I pulled down my shorts and lay over it, gently dipping my entire dick in the water. Thank God it was cold. Fuck, this pain was killing me. I’d never gotten a one-on-one full conversation with her. She let me lick her finger with traces of her nectar under the honey. Yesterday she’d fully kissed me on the lips. Even if the water was chilly, just thinking of those scenes made my blood rush. “Please, no,” I begged. “Think of something else.” It didn’t work. I suddenly thought of a threesome with Natalya and Natasha. Before it was just Natalya but recently, I have been thinking of Natasha more. It was especially noticeable after graduation, and especially that camping trip. Hmm her sucking and those delicious pineapples.

I heard Natasha’s footsteps. I rose and tucked my wet, hard boner behind the shorts. Just as hard as earlier. She came out again, a hidden smile on her face as if relieved. “She is still a bit tired, so I don’t think she will get up in the next few hours.”

“I can wait.”

She sat right next to me on the couch. She fondled my shoulder. She didn’t say anything, just touched me.

“Was it you who wrote me that letter?” I blurted suddenly. I didn’t know whether to blush or look away. It was a question that had been hidden within me for a while. I just wanted to get it out the chest as soon as possible.

“What do you think?”

“I …”

“Come on, you are young but not too young to not see when a woman likes you.”

God damn. I’d never been this close to her and she kept speaking to me with her mysterious riddles.

“Has my daughter done something different to you?” she asked. “It’s almost as if in the last month she has taken the attention away from me.”

It was her riding and sucking. There was still one thing missing and that was her asshole. I’d asked her before about anal, but I had just gotten an uncomfortable no. “I guess.”

“When you are young and good looking, you have the luxury of choosing. I’m glad she is still in your hands.”

“You don’t think she … has something against this?”

She shook her head. “I know her more than you think.”

I nodded and had no doubt about that. “She is the most beautiful and caring girl I’ve ever met.”

“She sure is. She is my sweetheart, and trust me, I would never do anything that will break her heart.”

Well, there went the dream of having sex with her. “Be patient,” she mouthed and kissed my cheek, almost like she guessed my thoughts.

I faced her, almost trembling from the kiss. She bit her lips and I saw her nipples push against her bikini top. “Your lips are way softer than hers,” I said in a low voice.

She blushed from the compliment. “I know, I have tasted them myself. It’s the stress that cracks you up. Your lips are wonderful, one of my favorites I must say.” She leaned over and kissed me on the lips, teasing me a little with her tongue. “Do you mind smearing my back with sun lotion?” she asked so close to me that I felt her warm breath flowing down my chest.

“No, not at all.”

She handed me the sun lotion. I squirted the lotion on my hands. She lay down flat on her back, like the hottest flower on the fertile, green grass. I sat between her spread legs. I started on her back and rubbed it in evenly. I wanted to touch and absorb every inch of her skin.

I started reaching the entrance of her nether region. I hesitated a few times, smearing a little above then making my way slowly downward. “A woman can’t smear her own ass,” she said suddenly and laughed, obviously hinting that I had missed a spot.

I grinned. “I just want to make sure I’m getting everything.”

I went below and finally got my hands on her ass. It was so round and full and natural, just the perfect amount of soft fat. I tried to grope and feel her as discreet as possible. I’m sure she noticed. She just smiled more the rougher I touched her.

While smearing her, I tried to peer through the garment. I was dying to see her asshole. It was difficult because of the thick cheeks, but I saw something glimmering. It was a purple butt plug with diamonds on top. Below the diamonds I saw two red letters NT. Wow, Natasha was definitely the hottest mother in the world. She probably would use my dildo in there. Too bad it wasn’t my dick.

I probably spent more than ten minutes smearing her ass. “Have you finished now?” she asked with traces of disappointment in her voice.

“I can reassure you that I haven’t missed a spot,” I said. “And what about the front?”

She laughed. “You wish.  I can do that myself.” She sat upright and rubbed the lotion on her skin. “You got some strong hands,” she said and caressed her thick thighs. “You are more than welcome to smear me with lotion any time you wish.”

“With pleasure.”

“Turn around,” she said, towering over me with the sun in front of her. I did. She rubbed the lotion all over me. She massaged every inch of my skin, affectionately and passionately. She hummed the same melody which I’d heard earlier. It made me dream of erotic dreams. She got closer to my ear. I felt her breath flow all over my skin and coating my body with her warmth. It tingled with pleasure. If only this could go on forever.

I couldn’t hold in the moan and heavy breathing. Her breath was getting close to my neck, her lips brushing my skin. She then kissed my neck and whirled her tongue on my skin. “I’m finished,” she said close to my ear.

I jizzed. I tried my hardest to hide the tremor, but my entire body shook. “I’ll just go to the bathroom and then keep you with company.” She kissed my neck again and disappeared into the house.
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I quickly got up and reached for a napkin. It was all over my stomach. “Holy fuck,” I said. I was lost for words. It was the first time in my entire life I’d orgasmed without anyone touching my dick. The napkin was already soaked with cum, so I had to wipe myself with another one.

I breathed out and settled. The tremor was still rippling all over my body. I heard her footsteps. I lay down again, and she joined my side. “Feels so good to let it out,” she said, “don’t you agree?”

“Yeah.”

She lay down next to me. “I should have invited you here earlier.”

“What took you so long?” I asked.

“I’m not in a rush.”

“You never are.”

“You are right with that. I’m sorry, but my daughter will wake up soon. I’ll go make something for her in a couple of minutes.”

She turned her head to the left. I sighed, no more action from her then.

She eventually rose up, the fat on her ass jiggling as she stepped inside. “Are you better?” Natasha asked Natalya while hugging and kissing her.

“Yes,” she yawned. “I’ve never slept for so long.”

“I will find some food for you. Tom has been waiting for you.”

I rose up and sat down on the couch. Natalya padded to me in her purple nightgown. Her nipples poked out beneath the garment. I could tell by a single sniff that she kept her panties on this time.

She sat next to me and rested her head on my shoulder. She looked like a newborn baby after that deep sleep. “You must have slept well.”

She nodded. “But I missed your hand upon waking up.”

“I’m sorry, it got too hot for me.”

“I’ll make it up for you,” she promised.

“Now?” I whispered. Even though I just had one of my most powerful orgasms, there was always room for something more.

She shook her head. “I want to ride first. I was supposed to show you yesterday after dinner. We’ll leave tomorrow, so we won’t find time otherwise.”

I sighed. But it wasn’t a rush for me. I had already gotten rid of a load. Natasha came out with the same buns. I’d never seen Natalya eat so much. She spilled bread crumbs all over me and her, so much butter and honey that her lips glistened.

“Mom,” she said and rose from her seat, the crumbs tumbling off her nightgown. “Can you help me out with the horse?”

“You sure you don’t want to rest first? You sure have eaten a lot.”

“I have a lot of things to catch up with.”

Natasha looked hard at her daughter. “Don’t say that, that doesn’t belong here. Get some rest and I’ll help you.”

Natalya rolled her eyes. She played with my hair. “I completely forgot about the haircut.”

“To the horse?”

“No stupid, I meant you.”

I was glad she was herself again, fickle like the wind. “You are just talking.”

“No, I mean it. I will show you in the mirror later.” She laid her hand on my thigh, then searched around. “Where is it?” she asked.

“Where is what?”

She slipped her hand beneath my pants and touched my dick. “It must be the first time in a while it’s soft.”

“No one to tease me.”

“You haven’t jerked off, have you?” She searched my face. I hope I didn’t wake any suspicions on what had happened earlier.

“No, you are more than welcome to later.”

She smiled but not all too bright. “Don’t get too disappointed if I’ll be too tired.”

“I’m just happy you are alright,” I said.

Natasha finally came back. Natalya jumped up from her seat and dragged me to the stall.

She finally got to show me her riding skills for the second time. I was impressed, not by her riding but how hot she looked. I filmed with her phone since she wanted it posted on her Instagram. But I must have filmed horribly, because I was just staring at her body moving. “Do you want to join me?”

I stared blankly at that huge beast, the penis the length of my leg. “I don’t know.”

“Come on, my mother will join us.”

“Sure.” That I couldn’t say no to.

I followed her instructions and hoisted myself up. It was just as intimidating as it looked. “Hold onto me.”

I clasped my hands around her belly. Natasha rode beside us. Gosh, if she only would ride that horse naked. She rubbed her clit more and more on the saddle and so did Natalya. My dick wasn’t soft any longer. “Do you want to jump first?” Natasha asked in front of the obstacle.

Natalya bit her lips. “You go first.”

Natasha trotted, her breasts bouncing all over her. The smacking sound of her body sounded exactly like sex. Two naked bodies fucking each other for pleasure. I drooled at the thought of having her great body on top of me. She jumped and let out a little moan at the end.

Now it was Natalya’s turn. “Hold on tight,” she said and tucked her hair behind her ears. She trotted, rubbing her clit against the saddle and bouncing up and down with her body. I had butterflies all over my belly. When she jumped, it felt as if time stood still. She landed and I could finally breathe again. “That was so much fun.” Natalya laughed. “What do you think, do I ride as well as my mother?”

Difficult to say when she’s never ridden me. “More than that,” I told her and confirmed it with a kiss on her cheek.

“I got a surprise for you.”

“What’s that?”

“Hold on tight,” she said excitingly. I clasped my arms around her slim waist. I felt uneasy since I’d no idea what she would conjure in front of me. She gripped the reins and lifted them up. The horse whinnied and reared her legs. “Wow, Christ,” I said and clasped my arms around her tighter. I got her hair all over my face and almost panicked as the horse lifted us a couple of more feet in the air. Natalya just laughed. She then eased her grip on the reins and the horse stomped her feet down. She looked over her shoulder and sought my face. “How was it?”

I breathed in and out. She rubbed off a pearl of sweet trickling down my forehead. “That should answer it,” I told her.

Natasha came trotting behind us. “Natalya,” she said sternly with very little friendliness in her voice. “Don’t do that again, you should never rear her legs when you are two.”

“I’m sorry,” she apologized. “I just wanted to show him.”

“Next time it might end up with a broken arm.”

It was nothing which surprised me. Natalya just blushed with her rosy cheeks. “I’m sorry,” she told me.

“I still breathe,” I told her and patted her shoulder. “But can we please dismount now. I’m getting dizzy just by sitting here.”

“Sure, was it fun?”

I clumsily put my foot on the stirrup and tried to ease myself down. I was still afraid of the beast in front of me and didn’t want her to kick me in the face or anything. “I prefer watching you.”

We both got on the ground and helped Natasha out in the stall. We fed them some hay and cleaned out some troughs. “You really don’t need to,” Natasha told us.

“It’s not fair that you do all that work by yourself,” Natalya said and sprayed water on the trough.

“That will be the last one,” Natasha said. “Then I will start with dinner.”

We cleaned the last trough and parted with Natasha. I just looked around the farm, the breeze rustling the wheat and making it ripple. I was empty handed and had no idea what to do.

“I know where we can go,” Natalya said and eyed some distant place beyond this farm.

“Show me.”

I was getting out of breath as Natalya walked quicker. She sure had gotten her energy back. She glanced at me on occasions. “Gosh, you are slow.”

“Or it’s just you who are quick.”

“I just feel so light,” she said but then stopped suddenly. “Do you hear it?”

I heard the running water. “A river?”

“Yes, it’s beautiful I promise.”

We couldn’t see anything now since the grass was so high. We walked up a little mound and finally settled out on the top. The river was right below us. It branched out in four different directions, meandering its way deeper into the forest. The grass glimmered around the running water. The deep green color was touched and colored by the summer sun above. The water was so clear, I could see the bed with its many gems and stones all the way from here. It was a cute little spot. We both lay down with our backs against the mound. “It’s so calm here.”

“The perfect peace,” she said. I watched her and noticed again she was still wearing her nightgown. “You are still wearing your nightgown.”

“Yeah, you didn’t notice till now?”

“I was too busy peeking at your nipples.”

Her pointy breasts just made it more obvious. “How’s it going with your family. Is it any better now?”

I just smiled. It still felt so unrealistic. I found it difficult to answer. “It’s … I don’t know what to say. My father and mother owe you a big one.” It was all I could say.

“No, it was you who made him go into rehab,” she said and brushed away any honor even if she deserved it.

“I would have never bothered if you didn’t talk me into it. The situation, I mean, it was all hopeless.”

“It couldn’t have been hopeless if it’s better now.”

I looked at her closely. “It was till I met you. You were the one who brought hope to me.”

“It’s sweet of you to say. So will I meet them one day?”

“I promise you will.”

We lay there on our backs for an hour, pointing out clouds in the sky. It wasn’t until we started seeing the first stars that we decided to return.

We got back with the sinking sun in front of us. Our hands had never been clasped tighter. As we approached the farmhouse, I caught the scent of yesterday’s stew. “This passed way too quickly,” Natalya said and walked at a much slower pace than earlier.

I wasn’t complaining though. Even though I’d gotten a lot more than I’d hoped for, I still hungered for more. So long I would be close to Natalya, I won’t lose Natasha. “It was only a few days,” I told her.

“Should have been a few more.” She glanced at her mother as we walked up the veranda.

Natasha smiled. “I have to leave the day after tomorrow. This won’t be the last time we’ll be here. Remember that.”

We ate outside, enjoying every moment. Natalya and Natasha looked at each other’s riding videos. Natasha pointed out a few mistakes. Natalya let go off the spoon and clasped her mother’s hand. “You can teach me now.”

“No, for the next time.”

“Please.”

“No, you need a shower. I’ve never seen you so dirty before.”

Natalya and I exchanged glances. We’d been dirtier before.




I sat on the couch and just stared at the flickering flames. It was already dark outside. I didn’t only look tired, but I was also disappointed. I had never been so close to Natasha. Now she will leave for the weekend, and I probably won’t see her for another week or two. Natasha packed her bag in the entrance hall, and Natalya was taking a shower upstairs, so it still provided some room. I decided to take the initiative. “Do you need help with something?”

“I’m finished,” she said and pulled up the zipper on her bag. “What about you?” She glanced between my legs. “Was my daughter too tired to take you behind the bushes today?”

She was now dressed in a pink robe, naked beneath and her wet hair thrown behind her. The belt was so loosely tied, so she flashed her thighs and the sides of her breasts. Her skin glowed of purity and beauty, and she smelled prettier than a rose.

“Sort of, but —”

“But what?” she bit the words from my tongue.

“When will you be back?”

“I never give any time. Schedules, days and times don’t exist in my world.” She threw her long light brown hair behind her shoulders. She exposed herself to me, fingering a little with the belt already hanging loose around her robe. “What were you about to say?”

“Just another kiss.”

She approached me and wrapped her arms around my back. Her lips brushed mine and the tip of her tongue tasted mine. “Just?” she asked and looked me in the eyes to see if I hungered for something else.

“I want more.”

We kissed again, but this time she sought my tongue deeper. My hands settled on her butt. I groped it harder now. She arched her back a little. “I always wanted to kiss you, deep, wet tongue kisses.”

“I’ve dreamed of this since the day I saw you.”

“I’m glad we feel the same.”

She stuck her tongue out and whirled it around mine, mingling our spit and saliva. She did this slowly, enjoying every taste of my mouth. She reached down my body and got her hands on my belt. She unbuckled it. “Don’t get too excited. I will only give you a handjob.”

“Only?” I couldn’t believe what was unfolding in front of me. Even though we’d exchanged each other’s body heats from the close physical touch, we moved closer to the fire. My shorts fell down. She touched my dick. It was the softest and warmest touch I’d ever felt. She leaned closer and tongue kissed me again. “Such a nice cock you have, thick and uneven on the outside. The most perfect pleasuring tool for a woman.”

She spat in her right hand and lubricated my entire dick. She held it in a grip I’d never felt before, but she made it feel like the tightest and wettest pussy, all by just one hand. We both heard Natalya turn off the water. “Whops, better quicken my pace.” Natasha spat in her left hand and lubricated my dick some more. She changed position and went behind my back. She extended both of her hands and worked my dick while pushing her breasts right onto my back. Her lips kept brushing along my neck, kissing and licking whenever she felt like it. “Does this feel good?”

“It feels more than good.” I arched my back and moaned. “Ah, your soft hands.”

She let the robe belt loose and pressed her entire warm body onto mine. It was like she was spooning me standing up. I absorbed all the warmth of her body. When her stiff nipples rubbed along my back, it tingled in my entire spin. She settled her lips on my neck. I moaned louder. Finally, I shot jets of jizz right onto the flames.

“No eye contact during the car trip tomorrow, okay?”

“Okay.”
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I woke up from another shallow sleep. It had been days since I had sweet drool dripping from my mouth.

I’d tried to act as normal as possible on the way home from Natasha’s farm. It wasn’t till I got home that I felt something uncomfortable in my chest. It was just a handjob. It was still sexual.

Earlier it had just been a few hints. A few hugs, glances, some eye contact, the lotion, kissing on the lips, tongue kissing, then her soft touch on my penis. What was next? How could I fuck her when feeling this shitty about a handjob?

I swung my feet off the bed and ran my fingers along my hair. I had changed from earlier in a very short period of time. To lose Natalya was not imaginable, my feelings for her were strong but they were also so for Natasha. I still felt that the fire for Natalya was stronger, but the flames of Natasha still flickered somewhere in the distance.

But without Natalya, I was certain there wouldn’t be any Natasha either. And there was the greatest darkness that I feared — Loneliness. Just the word brought a shiver down my spine. Hadn’t it been for Natalya, I would have been stuck in bad relationships. Hadn’t it been for her my father would have still been vomiting downstairs, and my mother would have pulled her hair out from rage and stress. I owed her a lot, more than what I could give her.

I was going to meet Natalya soon. I was supposed to get the haircut she’d nagged at me for some time by now. I hadn’t seen her since the day after the handjob. She’d slept over at Tiffany for the weekend and texted me yesterday to meet up. Unfortunately, she will not cut my hair this time, but she suggested going to the mall instead.

We met up at the bus station. She was dressed in ripped and torn mini jeans shorts and a white sleeveless crop top. The sluttiest clothes her mother had given her after the triangle top bikini. My dick rose an inch upon seeing her. I knew why she dressed like that. The hairdressers were always dressed in belly shirts with pierced belly buttons. Their breasts were enhanced and gleamed like the skin of a ripe fruit. They knew how to apply make-up, making their already petite and cute faces ten times hotter. Natalya, or any other girl, didn’t like competition.

I stroked her right butt cheek and caressed her left cheekbone. The makeup sprinkled down on my fingers. “How do I look?” she asked and pushed her newly washed hair behind her ears. Her strands glimmered like sunshine on water.

“Hot, that’s all I can say.” My eyes started at hers, then trailed down the outline of her breasts, stopping at the nipples then moving down her slim waist and slightly tanned legs. Just by seeing her, all my earlier worries just vanished. She was still in my hands. “Let’s pray the bus is empty.”

“Rarely during this time.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me. Her lips tasted fresh strawberries and honey. “But you will follow me home later.”

“I sure will.”

We took the bus to the shopping mall. My hopes for a blowjob were ruined when I saw the full bus. We stood up, her tight ass constantly backing into my crotch. I just wanted to dart my hands and squeeze the hell out of her flesh. Better yet, I wished both of us were naked. It was another hot ass day with a scorching sun. The bus had a thick stench of sweat and stress. It made me stay closer to Natalya. The only flower aboard.

We got out and fanned both of our faces. “Smelly people,” she complained.

“The heat doesn’t help either.”

We entered the shopping mall. “I just want to get something to drink first,” Natalya said and continued to fan her own face. “I’m so dry. Don’t you want a fruit drink?”

“Sure why not.”

I paid for our smoothies and we settled down on a bench. I had chosen pineapple and mango. She of course wanted her usual strawberry and banana. “Let me taste yours.” I aimed the straw at her sweet mouth. She sipped but not for too long. “Tasty but I like mine better.” She aimed her straw at my lips. I sipped but enjoyed the taste of her lips on the straw better than the drink.

Eventually she spilled some on her breasts. She rolled her eyes and let out a groan. She fumbled around in her purse. “Of course, I forgot the napkin.”

The white, pink cream just trickled down the skin of her breasts. Luckily, it didn’t land on the white top. I just stuck my tongue out and licked the entire trail but also a little more. She giggled and pushed my head away. “Say it,” I told her. “You spilled on purpose.”

“No, I did not.” Her flushing face said it all.

We went past two hair salons. I didn’t even have to ask what was wrong with them. There were just hot girls working.  “I think we have passed all the hair salons.”

“No, there is another one.”

We got there. She stopped and narrowed her eyes. It was just hot girls working there as well.

I laughed. “Come on, I’m getting tired of walking.”

She reluctantly stepped inside the hair salon.

She had an eye on me all the time. I just sat there, looking myself in the mirror and feeling dumb as always. The girl doing my hair was a bombshell. Black hair, olive skin, round, sweet green eyes and hips looking wider than usual in her leather pants. Just another female touch that made me a lot hornier. Her voice was just as heavenly and confident as her body. “What do you think?” she asked, placing her hand on her right hip.

“It’s all the same to me.”

She laughed and brushed the hair off my shoulder. “Typical boys.”

Natalya came and squeezed herself between us. “Your hair looks so much better.”

The hairdresser gave her an annoyed look. I undressed the apron and wanted to leave before they would start catfighting.

“What a bitch, don’t you agree?” she said while we left the salon.

“What, who?”

“The hairdresser, who else?”

“She barely even said anything.”

“She still behaved like a bitch.”




On the way back on the bus, I leaned back and just dreamed out the window. “It isn’t long till your birthday,” she said and snuggled up closer to me. “It will be the first one when we are together.”

“I’ve told you before I don’t care so much about my own birthday.”

“How would I know? I promise I’ll give you a gift you’ll never forget, but excuse me if it will be a few days late.”

“It’s whatever for me.” I kissed her neck. “Every day you pleasure me is a gift.”

“Then you’ll love my gift. Oh, I will also cook dinner for us tonight.”

“Really?” She’d never done that before. Except for when we were with Tiffany during that disastrous evening.

“My mother taught me some before she went away.”

Then it sure must be good.

“You can just sit and watch television while I’m preparing dinner,” she said as we entered her home.

“Yeah sure.” I didn’t care so much for the television. On the wall hung photos of Natasha, from her youth all the way till now. I definitely preferred her more mature photos, but I envied the one that got to suck on her youthful pussy, and whoever the lucky one that got her pregnant with Natalya.

“What are you making?” I could smell the meat from a distance.

“It’s just oxtail soup.”

I don’t know what she meant by “just”. There were so many flavors that I caught in the air: parsnips, cream, spring onions, celery and of course the meat. It smelled delicious.

“It’s ready,” she finally called when my stomach growled.

We sat down and she passed the ladle to me. “Girls first,” I said and passed it to her.

She refused and passed it back. “No, you go first.”

I couldn’t resist her and poured my bowl full. She also kept tickling me with her bare feet. “Wow,” I said after the first spoon disappeared into my mouth and licking the cream from my lips. I’d never been a fan of loud food smacking, neither was Natalya nor Natasha, but by tasting this, I could understand why people did it. “I thought you said you never wanted to learn to cook.”

“You know me,” she said and giggled while dipping the bread in the soup. “I change my mind a lot.”

“I didn’t think enough before saying that.”

I could tell she was trying to hold something in. She kept glancing at me, and her fingers were all fidgety. “Is there something on my leg you want to rub off?”

“No, but I have a surprise for you later.”

“You have already surprised me enough for today.”

“There can never be enough surprises.”

The warm soup made me hornier, and Natalya was also excited. I ate quicker than usual.

We settled on the couch, ignoring the swaying mountain of dishes in the kitchen. She wanted to eat her traditional ice cream after a meal. I didn’t notice anything special with it, so it certainly wasn’t the surprise she was hinting at earlier.

We licked each other’s fingers from the ice cream. She then lit some candles and switched off the light. She came crawling up to me. We lay snuggled up on the couch. I was getting in the mood of fucking her. I was about to slip my finger below her panties, but she stopped me. “Not this time.”

“What?”

“In the other hole.”

I tried to finger her mouth, but she laughed. “No stupid — my ass.”

My eyebrows shot up. “Really?”

She nodded. “Stick your finger in there.”

I reached an uncharted area I’d only been to in my dreams. I got my fingers between her cheeks and fingered her butthole. I entered it. It was the warmest and tightest hole I’d ever felt. She closed her eyes. I questioned if she would be able to take my dick if my finger was painful. “Let me lube it first,” she said

I stuck out my finger and looked around. She spat on it and spread the spit with her lips. My penis stirred in my jeans. “Gosh that’s hot.”

“Stick it in there.”

I fingered her ass, sticking the finger in as far as I could. Now my dick was about to burst out the zipper. She touched my dick and covered her mouth and giggled. “I’ve been waiting too long for this, no teasing now, just stick it in there.”

I pulled down her pants and she went on all four on the couch. She handed me a lubricant. I poured some inside and smeared it around. Her butthole glistened and so did my rock-hard dick. I grabbed both of her cheeks and got my tip right on her asshole. I pushed it slowly inside. I moaned as her tight rectum squeezed my cock. It was way warmer and more exotic than her pussy. It felt so good to rub my dick inside her ass. I fucked her slowly. It felt way too good. “Go deeper,” she said. I went all the way in. She breathed heavily and so did I. I couldn’t stop marveling at her stretched ass. The walls were so much more uneven and pleased my glans to the point it tickled of pleasure. I quickened my pace, squeezing her cheeks the hardest I could. I went all the way for every thrust. I bit my lower lip and was right about to climax. I pushed all the way in and filled her entire butthole with my cum. My dick slipped out, red and warm and dripping of cum. Natalya turned around to face me. “That felt good.” She fumbled for her panties. “I must pull these on before I spill your cum all over the couch.”

“You probably need your sexy mini jeans. The cum will just leak through your little panties.” She reached for them as well as more started to drip from her butthole.

I gave her a hug and a well-deserved kiss on the lips.

“Will you hold my hand when we walk up to our bedroom?” she asked.

“Yes of course.”

We got up, hand in hand. But I had to ask, “What made you change your mind?”

“I read an article on a sex blog that gave some tips. I tried a butt plug to loosen up and it worked.”

I raised an eyebrow in secret. I knew she wasn’t the most avid reader and there was only one butt plug I had in mind. “Can I see it?”

“What, do you want to suck on it? You might as well just suck on my ass.” She opened the door to her bedroom and pulled open one of her drawers. “It’s this one.” She dropped it off in my hands while she went to make the bed ready. Purple with diamonds and with the red letters NT —  This was the same as Natasha’s.
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I was lost. It was usually during moments like this that I would have a friend to talk to. I had to get to the bottom of this. Natasha used Natalya’s dildo and Natalya used her butt plug. There was something fishy with that family I didn’t know about.

I sat watching the clock in my bedroom. It was a week ago we’d been at the mall and I had entered her butthole. But I hadn’t been able to get those two females out of my head.  Natalya had told me earlier she would either stay with her friend today or tomorrow. I hoped it was for tomorrow. I was dying to get near her home and find more clues. I got a text. My hand darted to my pocket and pulled it up to my eyes. I’ll stay with Tiffany today. I prepared your birthday present quicker than expected, so I won’t see you till then. Kiss.

Fuck. I tossed my phone at the bed and planted my palms against my eyes. What the hell was I supposed to do now? This question had been nagging at me for days. The phone vibrated again. I picked it up, probably thinking it was just my mom. Natasha. My eyes opened wide. Hi, I need help moving some furniture. Natalya is out with her friend so you can come over?

I stared at the text with my heart thumping in my chest. My palms were so sweaty, the phone almost slipped out my hand. I texted back. My slippery fingers could barely type a word. Yes, I can come help you.

I knew she wouldn’t ask when. She never did. I got dressed and went down the stairs. “You don’t want to eat dinner together?” my mother asked. She’d calmed down with the extra shifts and wasn’t overloading herself with work. She must have realized that the burden was about to break her. It was a mental relief for me as well. Yesterday and the day before that we’d eaten together in peace. It felt comfortable. I had missed my mother’s warmth greatly. “I’m sorry not for today. I will be helping uhm, Natalya with something.”

“You’ve been with her a lot lately,” she said with great interest. I believed she would poke around a bit further, but she then reassured me, “Don’t worry, I won’t meddle, but for your birthday I want you here.”

“I promise,” I said and smiled back at her.




Besides help moving furniture, I had a feeling it was something else Natasha wanted as well. I didn’t know what exactly. I got to the gate and rang the bell. Natasha opened the door. Her pink yoga pants sat so tightly on her legs I saw her slit. Her hair hung freely and long behind her, the moon lighting up each and every one of her strands. She came padding toward me in her slippers. “Thank you so much for coming,” she said and opened the gate. She opened up her arms to me and pulled me into a hug. Ah, her breasts, she was warm and soft like a pillow.

“I’m glad I could help.”

“I found a nice armchair and also a new bookshelf. I need help pulling the old ones outside to the trailer.”

I waved a dismissive hand. “That’s nothing.”

She gave my hands and shoulders a second more attention. “Maybe for you. I will never forget your strong hands on my body.”

We went inside. I sniffed the wonderful smell that hung in the air. The scent of pot roast had filled the entire house. “Don’t worry, I prepared for you as well.”

“My mother didn’t look all too happy when I turned down her dinner.”

“No mothers do, trust me.”

The new armchair stood in the living room. It was twice as wide, for two almost, and coated with purple fur. It had an erotic touch to it. Everything owned by Natasha had.

“What was wrong with the old one?”

“Nothing, I just found that one and fell in love with it. Nice and spacious and … big enough for two.”

My penis throbbed slightly against my pants. I went behind it and tried to lift it. She stood on the other side and squatted to get a grip. Her thighs looked twice as big in that position. She revealed the outer part of her breasts, newly tanned from whichever exotic country she’d visited. “You don’t have to,” I said after peeking at her beautiful body. “I can lift it myself.”

“If you insist.”

It almost made my knees break, but I gritted my teeth and breathed heavily through the nose. I did everything I could to hide the effort. She led me outside to the trailer. I just rolled it in the back and sighed a breath of relief. She felt my shoulder and bit her lower lip. “That was hot.”

“Yeah, it feels like my arms are on fire.”

“I hope that fire persists … on other body parts as well.”

I walked behind her and had my eyes glued on her glutes. Fuck how good it must feel to have those wide cheeks backed against me. Her ass and pussy must be the warmest places on earth. I was so enchanted by her beauty, I completely forgot about Natalya. The guilty conscience from earlier had vanished. Both of them were magical in that regard. Just being in their presence made me not worry about a thing.

She guided me to the bookshelf. “Are you sure you can handle it yourself?”

I waved my right hand, which ached from the earlier lift. “It’s lighter than the armchair.” I lifted it and grunted. It was heavier than the armchair. She came along and patted my shoulder. “You’re lovely.”

If I didn’t have Natasha swinging her butt in front of me, I would have collapsed. I finally threw it on the trailer and breathed. She stood in front of me. I caught a little wet spot between her legs. She pulled me into a hug and kissed a wet kiss on my forehead. “Thank you.”

“It was nothing.”

“You’re sweating,” she said and combed my hair. “Do you want something to drink? The roast needs to cool for a few minutes.”

“Yes, thank you.”

“Just go and sit on the new armchair. It’s plenty of space for both of us.”

I collapsed onto the chair and could finally breathe. Man, for just being a second in her arms, that was well worth it.

She came back with a glass of pineapple juice. She must have remembered from the first time I stayed here. “I love pineapple,” I told her.

“So do I.” She took a sip and put the glass on the table to the right. Even though it was tight with space, which I didn’t mind, she turned her legs toward me, so she faced me. “It must feel great to cool down after all that hard work.” She took another sip and spilled some on her chest. She blushed a little. But I could tell it was on purpose. “Of course, I don’t have a napkin on me.” She glanced at me. The drops trailed down from her neck to her breasts. “Do you mind?” she asked and tittered on the side.

I leaned forward and kissed her neck. I ran my tongue the entire trail till I reached her bra. I licked her again all the way up. “I think you missed a spot,” she said and pulled down her bra to the right side.

My dick throbbed much harder against my pants. “I think you are right.” This was the second time in my life I saw her nipple, brown, sweet and cute. One of the greatest things to my eyes. I stuck my tongue out and licked around it and then I got her soft nipple in my mouth and sucked on it so hard she giggled. “Oh gosh that tickles. Oh, it has been a long time since someone sucked my nipple like that.”

I whirled my tongue, tasted her skin and made the wettest slurping sounds. It stiffened quickly in my mouth. The warmth of her chest spread quickly to mine. I groped the nether part of the breast, even warmer than the middle. I paused for a breath. Time stood still. For every beat of my heart a wave of warmth rippled across my body. She pulled me up to her lips, wetted them with her tongue and pressed hers onto mine. “Let’s get something to eat, and then we can continue later this evening.”

“Yeah.”

She stood up and pulled up her bra. I still sat there, aching for more of her skin and flesh. She extended her hand to me. “You must be exhausted after all those heavy lifts.”

She helped me up and still held my hand guiding me to the dining room. “Yeah, I sure am hungry.”




I dipped the tender meat in the red wine sauce and scooped up a fried mushroom. Biting the mushroom, the juice exploded in my mouth, filled with flavors. The meat melted in my mouth and the sauce was the perfect mix. It was the most delicious thing I’d ever tasted. The juice dribbled from my lip and down my cheeks. I didn’t eat as a gentleman exactly, but I was hungry.

Natasha smiled and felt flattered. “I usually prepare for a few dinners. It’s just so I can just heat it up for another day. So, there’s more than plenty left.

I sure ate.

A moment later I was stuffed. I was about to sink down my chair. “I will take the dishes. Go and choose a movie on Netflix. I will come later.”

I plodded to the living room and sank down on the couch instead. I flicked through the movies and didn’t have a clue what to choose. I knew Natalya loved James Bond. I shrugged my shoulders and went for that as well.

Natasha came and handed me her traditional ice cream. I licked it long and slow. It melted down my throat. I had an eye on her all the time. It was one of my favorite fetishes seeing her eat ice cream. Unfortunately, she didn’t spill on her breasts. I would love to suck her nipple again. She spilled some on her finger and offered it to me. I gladly licked it and again tasted her nectar beneath. “Did you finger yourself?” I asked her.

“Just a few touches.” She smirked. “I had to, I got turned on earlier by having your lips on my breasts.”

She told me she was also a fan of James Bond. It was the hot sex scenes she enjoyed the most. She came closer and closer toward me, trailing her finger on the skin of the couch. I started thinking deeper when watching the scene. Natalya’s flowery smile and ripe youthful behavior came to my mind, disturbing my dream moment. My first evening alone with the woman I’d dreamed so long about. “Natalya … doesn’t know about this, right?”

“Are you afraid of losing her?”

I nodded slowly.

“It’s nothing to worry about,” she said and combed my hair. “Trust me.”

“You told me you would never break her heart.”

“I never will either. There is nothing in this world that means so much to me other than her.” She got her mouth right up to my ear. “Even having your smooth tongue on my pussy.”

Those words were enough to make me melt. The concerns got blown away by her fine voice. “Now?”

She shook her head and reached for my belt. “I will just blow you for now. I like taking one step out of time.”

“Just …” I said in a low voice.

She got the remote controller and tilted the back of the couch to 90 degrees. She pulled down my pants and quickly got a hold of it. “Just about time,” she said and her eyes lit up. “I love it when a dick rises in my fingers.”

“Every time I’ve been around you, I’ve had rock hard boners.”

“And I’ve been soaked,” she giggled and tickled the tip with her wet tongue. “I love the taste of a young fresh dick more than anything.”

She opened her mouth just wide enough for my dick, brushing the shaft with her lips and coating it with saliva. She bobbed her head slowly. She glanced at me. We kept eye contact and I saw how she broke out in a smile. She then kissed the tip of the glans. She spat in her left hand and stroked my erection. “Can you —” I couldn’t finish my sentence because of how good it felt. “At least unfasten your bra.”

My dick slipped out from her mouth which dripped with her fluids. She did as I wished and removed all of her clothes from her upper body. She was now topless, lying in front of me with her full boobs. As she had my dick in her mouth, her breasts kept rubbing my thighs. How it tingled when her nipples touch my skin. “You have the hottest body I’ve ever … ah seen.”

She continued the slow, deep sucking. For each time she went up, she sucked at the same time, not just moving her lips. It was a similar technique Natalya had used but way more furnished. She took a break when she noticed my heavy breathing and pulsing cock. “I hate rushed orgasms more than anything,” she said with her hazel eyes directed at me. She ran the tip of her tongue from the bottom of my penis all the way to the top. I settled a bit with my breathing, but the tip of her tongue was so teasing.

She let spit drip from her mouth to her breasts. “I need some help,” she said and rubbed the spit evenly against her tits. I spat on her chest and she gladly rubbed it in. She eased her breasts to my dick and squeezed them tightly. I leaned back and clenched my toes when she started jerking my dick with her breasts. “Has my daughter ever done this to you?”

I shook my head. A pearl of sweat trickled from my temples. “I wish she did.”

She let go of her breasts and put my dick in her mouth, she sank slowly down, my dick touching the depths of her throat. To my surprise she kept sinking down, all the way down till her lips touched the root of my penis. She deep throated me long and slow. She didn’t use her hands, nor her tongue, just her tight, warm throat. My breath became way more noticeable. I clenched my toes tighter. I fired some precum. I then closed my eyes and then I lost control. I spilled all my cum inside her mouth.

She swallowed it all and tried to squeeze out the last drops on her tongue. She crawled up to me, keeping eye contact all the time, spreading her legs on my naked body and wrapping her arms around my neck.

“If you want to, the day after your birthday, we can meet up in a luxury hotel room. We’ll have an entire night for ourselves. And yes, we’ll have lots of sex.”

“I will be there.”
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I was woken up by a sweet scent. I sniffed and turned to the source of the smell. On the right-side table was a cute cake. It had the color of a mango and was topped with fresh pineapple slices. In the middle stood a candle light formed into the numbers 19. The floor was cluttered with birthday presents. The colorful gift wrappings glimmered in the rising morning sun. It was less than usual. This was because of my split up with Chad and my other friends.

I had been thinking more of Natasha. That was mainly because of the blowjob. My love for her had been rekindled. I can’t believe she’d invited me for an entire night at a luxury hotel. Lots of sex. Her hot words made me drool. I had dreamed about this for months.

My mother came in, dressed in a flowery robe for once instead of the greasy apron. “I’m glad you are awake.”

“You made that cake for me?” She would usually buy one, but that one looked handmade, something I appreciated even more.

“I had the time,” she said, her face clean and wrinkle free from a full night’s sleep. “There is another surprise waiting for you downstairs.”

I’d no idea what that could be. She left me alone with the presents and I scanned my eyes across the floor. I scooped up the first present and read the letter, “To the person that means everything to me.” I swallowed hard and put it aside. I didn’t know what to think. To mess around with her mother, well it was more she who messed around with me, didn’t feel the same as to hook up with another girl. I still felt the guilt tightening around my chest though. It made me question if Natalya deserved me at all. By all the girls I’d been with no one took care or thought of me the same way as she did. I still wanted her hand and heart, but at the same time I desired Natasha’s body more than anything.

I drew in a deep breath and tore off the gift wrapping. It was a Clone-A-Pussy. I smiled as I recognized her slit. I knew what she meant by pleasing me.

I went down the stairs and into the living room. I suddenly stopped on the threshold. My father sat on the couch, dressed in a suite. He’d shaved and combed his hair. He was … recognizable. A smile crept up on his worn-down face. “Father?”

“Yes, my son, did you think I would forget your birthday?” He opened up his arms and I hugged him tightly. I breathed. I couldn’t pick up a hint of alcohol, not even a trace. He spoke instead of slurring and was clothed in clothes that had been catching dust in his wardrobe for years.

“Did you get out early?” I was afraid he might have escaped, which had happened before. But those thoughts got quickly cast aside seeing how freshly groomed he was.

“Yes, they said it was okay. And I feel okay, more than okay to tell the truth.”

“I’m so happy to see you are yourself again.” I was close to tears.

“Yes, so am I. It feels good to finally be back home.”

“I got accepted for law school,” I told him.

He opened up his arms again and embraced me. “You make us all proud.”

“Seeing you here is the greatest gift, not only to me but to us all.”

He scratched his neck, not looking pleased but a bit letdown for all those lost years. “What happened to all of your friends?”

Of course, this wasn’t one of the usual birthdays. I had always spent time with my earlier “friends”. Now they were nowhere to be seen. “It’s a long story, but I’m not with those any longer. Natalya has taken up most of my time.” I tried to make it sound like that was the reason without delving into the main reasons.

“It’s a good choice, I’m curious about that girl of yours. She sounds like a true sweetheart. And to tell the truth, I never liked those other guys, but it’s your life.”

“Oh, she is.” It didn’t exactly make me feel any better because of her mother. I tried my hardest to hide my emotions. I who thought things were just changing for the better.

A couple of my cousins came over and so did my aunt and uncle and grandparents. I’d told them that I would be spending time with Natalya in the evening, so it was just a short visit. They were all pleased to see me, but they were all surprised to see my father as well. I couldn’t be any happier. It made me forget about the dilemma between Natalya and Natasha.

Natalya and I texted each other, and apparently her mother was abroad and would be away for two weeks. This I knew wasn’t true because the hotel’s address was in the same city as we lived in.

After stuffing myself with another cake, Natalya called. “Hello?” I answered.

“Hello,” she said and sniveled as if fresh tears were on her cheeks. “I missed the airplane, so I’m stuck here. I’m so sorry. I cannot make it.”

“It’s no worries. I’m stuffed anyway.”

“You sure?” She blew her nose. “You were there holding my hand for an entire day during my birthday.”

“Hold my hand tomorrow.”

“I’m embarrassed. I got here in time, but I found a nice shop and looked at some purses. Then I found a candy shop and was amazed by all the colors and new sweets. Time just flew by and then I got to the gate two hours late. I sound so stupid, but I’m so sorry. I will make it up for you.”

“I’m alright. I promise.”

“Did you like my present?”

“I loved it more than anything, but I haven’t tried it out yet. The house is full, so I have to wait.”

“I have another present for you. I will tell you when we meet tomorrow evening, so long as I don’t miss this flight as well.”

I laughed. “Nah, you won’t”

She kissed the phone and so did I.

I kicked on a balloon. My five-year-old cousin came and jumped on it. It popped so loudly it buzzed in my ears. I didn’t want to tell them the evening with Natalya was cancelled. I still wanted that space. One thing I worried about was how this will collide with my meet up with Natasha tomorrow. It still felt so unreal that tomorrow will be the day.

I got another phone call. Natasha. I was flooded with emotions. My mind spinning so quickly, I jerked up from my seat. I ran outside our property to get some privacy. “Hi,” I said and tried to catch my breath.

“Hello,” she said, sounding more excited than usual. I could already picture how she bit her lower lip and massaged her breasts. “My sweet daughter missed her airplane, so, I guess we could perhaps move our little evening — today.”

The word today triggered a blood rush to my penis. My hand trembled to the point I almost dropped the phone. “I … would more than love to.”

“I have been thinking a lot about you, been dreaming of having your young flesh inside me. It felt way too good to suck your cock.”

“I’ve dreamed of having sex with you since the day I saw you.”

“Guess what I’m doing now?”

I heard some wet rubbing sounds as if she were wiping a table and some light breathing coming from nothing else than pleasure. “Masturbating.”

“Yes, to the sound of your voice, but I won’t orgasm till you get here.”

My dick throbbed against my pants. “Fuck, you are the most heavenly woman I’ve ever met. I want to bury my head between your legs for the rest of my life.”

“I want your tongue on my clit more than anything, licking me till I’m dripping, then your young cock thrusting and pleasing me till I arch my back with pleasure.”

“I will lick you till my entire face is covered in your fluids.”

“A few days ago, after sucking the cum out of your dick, I’d never felt such a strong urge to masturbate. You can’t imagine how horny I was.”

“Did you do it?”

“Nope, I want to save every single drop of pleasure for this evening.”

I glanced at the clock. There was one hour left. One hour that I already could imagine would be the most painful in my life. “This will be the longest hour in my life.”

“And the evening to come will be the best in our lives.” She breathed some more. I imagined how she was circling her soft fingers over her pussy, her fingertips glistening like pearls from her moistness. “I will send you a picture, but you have to promise me not to masturbate to it. I love young cum inside me more than anything. Save the drops for me.”

“I promise.”

“Kiss, I’ll see you soon.”

The phone vibrated shortly after. I opened the message and made the image in full screen. She was dressed in a purple robe and red lingerie. She stood in front of the mirror with her legs crossed, making her thighs look twice as big. I rubbed my thumb over the photo, wishing it was her skin.

The hour didn’t pass by as slowly as I expected. I helped my parents clean the house after the guests went home. I got in a better mood after Natasha’s phone call, so I hope they noticed.

It was also unusual to see my father clean. For the past years it had been the opposite. My mother got in a way better mood as well. One less thing to take care of and at the same time two extra hands to help the household. I was too busy to think of my evening with Natasha that I completely forgot without Natalya this happy scene in front of me would not have been there.

I glanced at the clock. I was a bit too shy to tell them I had to leave soon. My mother then reassured me, “It’s alright. I told you it wasn’t necessary to help us with this.”

“Well, I didn’t have anything else to do.”

My father had just vacuumed the floor. He snatched the wet rag from my hands. “Well now you have someone special waiting for you.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“You don’t owe us any thanks,” my mother said. I caught a glint of teardrop in her right eye. It was no wonder she was relieved. There was barely any burden left on her shoulder. Slowly, she was regaining her health as well. “We owe you a thank you, especially for not giving up on your father.”

“It was actually Natalya that talked me into it,” I admitted.

“She truly must be a sweetheart,” my father said. “It’s no rush, but don’t forget to bring her over when the time is right.”

“Of course, I promise I will.”

I finally said goodbye to my parents and thanked them for everything. I walked away from the house and then booked an uber. This was the longest cab ride in my life. It was just half an hour till I was there. I would undress her red lingerie and her pussy would be all mine to lick. And her breasts and her ass and her tongue. To finally stick my dick inside her, her legs wrapped around mine. For each thrust I would make her moan her powerful moans like when I caught her fucking herself with my dildo. I was in dreamland.

I got another text from Natasha, the code for the entrance, the room number and, I’m waiting for you. The butterflies swarmed in my stomach.

We arrived. I just handed the cab driver the money and waved my hand dismissively for the change. I ran up the stairs to the hotel and typed the code in the entrance. I mistyped the first time because of my trembling fingers. I got inside the lobby and entered the elevator, my heart thumping of every emotion I’d known. Thoughts just flew by. I’d never felt this nervous since the day I lost my virginity. I finally got out on the last floor and glanced at the numbers. Room 930. I got there all the way in the right corner. I knocked on the door and drew in a deep breath.

She opened.
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As soon as she opened the door, Natasha pulled me in. I didn’t get a chance to look at her clothing. I was already in her arms, her hot breath flowing down my neck. She released me a little, so I could look at her. All of her hair was thrown behind her, revealing her beautiful womanly face. We kissed each other on the lips. “Welcome,” she said and stroked me from the top of my shoulder blade all the way to my butt. I stared at her red lingerie and purple silk gown. It was such a hot outfit. I just wanted to pull the strap down an inch so I could see her nipple.

“I will never forget when you rubbed the lotion on me,” she said. “There are two massage tables here and it’s included in the price to have someone come in here, but I don’t want someone to disturb our privacy. And I would rather massage you. And I would rather have your strong hands on my body than someone else’s.”

“I will massage you with pleasure.”

“Do you want me to show you around first, or do you want to take one room at a time?”

“We can take a room at a time.”

She fetched my hand and squeezed it softly, guiding me from the hall into a spa. Two massage tables stood next to each other. A rose lay on each with a golden towel beneath. In the room’s wall was a fireplace. The flames already flickered, spreading the warmth to the tiled floor and up in the air. On the opposite side was a niche carved in the wall and formed like a heart. Inside was a round bed sprinkled with rose petals and lots of dark purple and red pillows. I moved the rose to the other table and patted it. “Ladies first.”

She let the gown fall off her shoulders. She lay down. The light of the flames made her golden body gleam. I ran my fingers along her hair and down her back till I reached the straps of her lingerie underwear. They only covered her asshole and pussy. I didn’t know if this was a massage. I just groped and touched all over her ass. I brushed some of her hair aside and revealed her neck. I kissed her and continued to kiss her farther down till I reached the middle of the lingerie on her butt. Her breathing became more noticeable now. I massaged her thighs, kneading them like soft dough. I moved closer on the inside of her thighs and then moved my hands farther up till I reached the lingerie that covered her pussy. I took a moment pretending to scratch my nose, but I just sniffed her sweet aroma.

She turned around and caught me licking my finger. “Do you want me to massage you or should we hop onto the bed?”

I didn’t say anything. I just reached for her hand and pulled her up. We fell into each other’s arms and then fell into the heart. I pressed my lips onto hers and then whirled my tongue around hers. I caressed her wide thighs and butt, and she kept caressing my shoulders and arms. She unclasped her bra and I started kissing and sucking the nipples. She threw her head back and breathed. I flicked the nipple to the side and it sprung back. I wanted to know if her pussy was equally as horny as her nipples. I pulled her panties down slowly, uncovering her mound with pubic hair, then her innocent clit and then her pussy with a pearl of her nectar dribbling down. I licked her from her asshole all the way to her pubic hair.

She smacked her lips. “If you could only imagine how much I’ve dreamed of having your tongue between my legs.”

“You taste like heaven.” I licked from the left lip to the right and then stuck my tongue inside her and whirled it around. I hit something, like when digging the ground for treasures. It was something sweet and exotic, my favorite fruit, pineapple slices. My eyes lit up and we exchanged horny glances. I scooped one up and chewed with my mouth open. Fresh pineapple slices direct from her pussy. The juice trickled down my chin and dripped back to her vagina. I licked it up, making sure to press my tongue on her vagina so I absorbed every drop. I dug deeper, finding another pineapple slice and sucked all the flavors of from it. They were more than delicious. “When I went camping with Natalya, she told me you wanted me to specifically have that box.”

She just smiled, filled with pleasure from all my licking. “Yes, I put them in my pussy and put them back in the box. Did you taste it?”

“You bet.”

“The box must have been gone in seconds.”

“I got a few slices but Natalya clumsily wiped it aside.”

She rolled her eyes. “I’m sorry for that. I hope you enjoyed the few slices you got as much as you enjoy these.”

When I couldn’t find any more, I fingered her, doing a beckoning motion on her upper and lower wall. I desperately wanted another slice and deep in front of the cervix wall did I find another one. It was dripping from her fluids. I shoved it in my mouth and then licked my finger.

She reached for my dick, stroking it a few times. “That was the last one.” She spread her legs for me. “Fuck me now. I’m so horny.”

I rubbed my glans on her vagina and then slid right in her warm, wet slit. I thrusted her harder and harder. Her two full bells bounced up and down. It sounded like the perfect melody. She’d her mouth open all the time, gasping for air between the thrusts. She was way louder than Natalya. Her passionate moaning was deeper. She didn’t hold anything in just letting it out.

“Lay down,” she said and panted. She must have noticed that I was about to fire my cum inside her.

We changed positions. She got her thick thighs over my body and got the dick inside her. She sank down and rubbed her clit on me. She planted her hands on my chest and rode me as if she were galloping. She tried squeezing her elbows together, so her breasts wouldn’t bounce too much. She jerked her head back, to get her hair over her shoulders. Her beautiful face and eyes kept looking down on me. She rode me faster and faster, her wet cunt rubbing all over me. Her powerful moans turned me on so much I was seconds away from an orgasm. I couldn’t hold in anything, no matter how hard I tried. I pulled her body down and made sure to keep her there tightly. I let my head fall back as I shot multiple jets of semen right into her cunt.

She sank down, inclining her body on me, her breasts squeezing against my chest. She let her lips rest on my neck, sucking me lightly. A few drops of her saliva dribbled down my neck. My hands fell on her ass, the perfect heart. I spread her cheeks and adventurously fingered her asshole. She was so warm between the clefts. It was like sticking my hand into an oven.

We settled down, just holding each other for a few minutes and taking a moment to catch our breaths. “I’m all sweaty and wet,” she said and shared her fluids with me with a tighter hug.

“So am I,” I found it very difficult to speak. The impact … it just took the words away from me.

“Let’s hop in the shower and clean ourselves,” she said and fondled my shoulder. “We can get dirty together in the hot tub after.”

“Yeah.”




The shower was so spacious, room for four naked bodies at least. Her light brown hair hung down and touched her butt almost. I just stood there staring at her naked body, looking beautiful as art. “Come in,” she beckoned me with her finger. “Enough staring, I’m yours now.”

I got into the shower and she turned on the water. The streams splashed on her head and ran unevenly down her breasts, to her pussy and then dripping down to her bare feet. I shielded my eyes from the water just so I could get a clear view of her. I fixed my eyes on the water that dripped from her pussy, valuable and rich drops just spilling all over her feet. She reached for the soap. “You do me and I do you,” she said as the steam whirled around her like exotic smoke.

She handed me the soap. I started on her neck, looking her in the eyes for a few seconds then rubbing in her arms and then moving back to her breasts. The soap smelled like a garden of roses. I kneaded her breasts with the soap and grinned. “You don’t have to feel like you have other parts that are missing, take your time. If you want to touch my breasts for an hour then go ahead.”

I leaned forward and kissed her. “You are lovely.”

I forgot about time and continued to feel her breasts. My eyes started trailing down and I soaped her waist. I kneeled down and got my head right under her legs. I opened my mouth as the water dripped down from her pussy and washed all over my face. It was the only soap I needed. Her water would keep me clean and healthy for the rest of my life. I groped her ass and felt her thighs. I leaned closer to her pussy and licked from the bottom all the way to her mound.

I got up. She shook the soap bottle as if she were jerking a cock. It splashed onto her hands and she rubbed it on me, long and slow. She hummed the beautiful melody I’d heard a few times by now. The tones mingled with the sound of pattering water. She made sure to suck my dick and stroke it a few times before washing off the soap. “So, let’s try out the hot tub,” she said and turned off the water.

The hot tub was in its own separate room. The water flowed in quickly, and she got in there first followed by me.

It bubbled. The foam covered most of her breasts except the round shape on the upper part. We had the window open with a view extending all the way to the horizon. The sea glimmered like gold dust when the sun sank slowly. I brushed some foam off her tits, revealing her nipples. She brushed some foam off my shoulders, marveling at them and then moving her hand to finger herself. I moved my hand below her thighs and had to dig deep between her buttocks to find her asshole. I stuck my finger inside. The second asshole I’d ever fingered. “Oh, you want to do anal?”

“Yeah. It’s the hottest thing I know.”

“I love getting fucked in the ass. It’s just exotic and different.” She reached for a lubricant and handed it to me. “Don’t be gentle, the more the better.” She turned around to a doggy position, sticking her butt right up to me, like serving her asshole to me on a silver platter. Her wide ass was wider than my torso. I didn’t have to pull in my arms in order to get at her flesh.

I put some on my finger and stuck it inside her tight and warm asshole again. The perfect spot for my dick. I then rubbed the lube all over my cock and guided it to the rectum. I squeezed it inside and moaned. It was like someone clenching their ten fingers around my dick. I grabbed her ass cheeks and thrusted her slowly. “Ah that feels amazing,” I said as she just giggled, taking my dick all the way in without a trace of pain.

It felt way too good for it to be long and slow. I started thrusting her quicker. The water splashed on the wall, the window and the floor. I kept fucking her ass and flooded the entire room at the same time. She held onto the edge of the hot tub as I made her entire ass jiggle. I gripped the cheeks the hardest I could and came deep inside her. My dick slipped out from her ass and the cum trickled quickly out as if I had filled her to the brim.

“Gosh how you filled up my ass,” she said and laughed.

“Yeah,” I said and enjoyed the sight of my cum trickling out from her cleft and dripping down to the hot water.

We settled down, enjoying the view some more. She played with my hair while I still couldn’t stop marveling at her body. “I’m getting hungry, let’s get something to eat and then I want to go to bed.”

I felt numb and tired as well. It was a long time ago I’d come so quickly after an orgasm. We got out and dried each other’s bodies. We got dressed and went to the dining room. We both ordered lobster with a glass of champagne. “I rarely drink alcohol,” Natasha told me as the waitress placed the glass in front of us. “But today is a special day.”

“I don’t drink much myself these days either.”

“Is it because you parted with your earlier friends?”

I nodded. “I won’t exactly call them friends though.”

“I’m glad you chose my daughter,” she said and enjoyed a sip of her champagne.

I just smiled and enjoyed the food. I didn’t know what she meant by that. I had just filled her butthole with my cum and fucked her missionary while kissing her passionately. I didn’t want to bring it up. I’d promised to enjoy this evening and that was what I did, but I knew somewhere back in my head that this would punish me later on.

We sat there talking about random things. There was barely a breath of silence between us. Barely a moment there we didn’t look each other in the eyes.

We sat there at least an hour after finishing. I’d lost count of how many glasses we’d ordered. The salty lobster made me thirsty. We got up and approached the elevator. We kept eyeing each other. Every time our eyes met, we broke out in a horny smile. We got inside and I waited impatiently for the doors to close. She pressed her warm lips to my forehead. I got my hands on her ass and pulled her body closer to mine. The alcohol made me hornier and I noticed that with her as well. We peeked each other in the mirror. She was slightly taller than me. We looked like a horny teenage couple. Natasha definitely didn’t look old enough to be my son, but not like a youth either like Natalya. I slipped my hand below her panties and rubbed my finger between her pussy lips. She giggled as I stroked her in circles. “Keep touching me till the doors open.”

I kept rubbing my fingers between her lips. The first drop trickled from her cunt and the scent whirled right up to my nose. I inhaled it with pleasure. When the door opened, I licked my hand. The fresh drops were always the tastiest.

We were both onto each other before we even reached the door. I groped her breasts and she stroked my dick. “If only I had another hand,” she kept stroking my dick with her left as she fumbled for her keys with her right. I just kept exploring her breasts, feeling if there were any untouched parts to those glorious fruits. She finally opened the door and we almost stumbled inside. She gasped and then just let out a laugh. “That was close.”

“I wouldn’t mind rolling on the floor with you on top of me.”

She closed the door and her right hand stroked my back while her left groped my butt. We made it to the bedroom without tripping. The king-size bed was still untouched. We ripped each other’s clothes off and rolled right onto the bed. I got my lips on her neck and sucked her greedily. She threw her head back and gasped with pleasure. I’m glad for the foreplay in the elevator and in the hall. I wanted to fuck her so badly again. She rolled in front of me and I lifted her thick leg up in the air. My rock-hard dick found her slit and entered her wet pussy. I fucked her from the side. We both had a view of the night sky and the dark calm sea. But we were so horny we barely paid any attention to the peaceful weather outside. I changed grip and held her leg up with my left. I then reached for her clit and hit the right nerve. She arched her back, just pushing her ass closer to mine, and gasped. I wanted more of her heavenly body and licked her neck and then sought her lips to give them a taste. She started flailing her arms, seeking a place to hold onto as the orgasm reached its tipping point. She held onto the bedsheet and squirmed as I pumped what was left of my hot sticky cum deep inside her.

Our chests rose and sank in tandem. I let my dick rest inside her, too tired to bring it out. She was so warm, from her own heat and all that hot sex and alcohol, so I didn’t want to bring it out either.




I spooned her, keeping my right arm under hers, so I could keep a loose grip on her boob. Her entire body covered and warmed mine. She moved the hair from her shoulder to her front. “I want your breath on my neck instead of on my hair,” she said. We’d both lain there breathless and just staring out the window.

“This won’t be the first and only time with you?”

She turned and faced me, stroking my cheek with her fingers. “I rarely make plans. But I can reassure you, it has been decades since I’ve felt such strong orgasms as with you. And I want more, way more than you can imagine.” She kissed me where she’d just traced her fingers.

“I can sleep in peace then.”

“Yes, good night.”

“Good night.”
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Natasha pulled up the parking brake. She traced her finger over my thigh. I gave her the eye contact she asked for. After we’d woken up, we’d showered together once more, cleaning and feeling each other’s skin. I was in love with her. The way she made me forget about everything, all anxiety and worrying just vanishing by her smooth deep breathing. I had fucked her standing up in the shower. Four cum shots in less than a day. I was exhausted but in a good way. She moved my hair from my eyes and face to expose my lips. They were numb as well, especially after all the delicious treats they’d tasted yesterday. She pressed her moist lips onto mine. “Till next time,” she said as she parted from my lips.

“Yes,” I whispered and licked her taste from my mouth. I opened the door and stepped out into the fresh air. She drove away, to whichever mysterious land she felt for. I saw only flowers and sunshine, a warm fresh breeze blowing and tickling my warm heart. I just randomly stood on my toes to sniff the air and let out a sigh. I jumped to the neighbor’s apple tree and snatched the reddest apple. I took a bite and let the juice dribble down my cheeks. A butterfly suddenly passed me and I waved for no reason. I was happy, that’s all.

My phone rang and I immediately answered without even looking at the display. I wanted to speak to whoever wished to speak to me. “Hi, Tom,” Natalya said. “I’m home now.”

I halted. The warm happy breeze just plummeted in a matter of seconds. “Oh, hi.”

“Did I catch you masturbating?”

“Uhm, no, I’m just tired from yesterday, long day.”

“Oh okay, it’s alright if you were touching yourself. I don’t mind. I’ve missed you so much and I want to see you again.”

“Yes, of course.”

“I can come to you if you wish.”

“No, I can just come to you.”

“Okay, hurry then, kiss.”

Natalya … her sweet voice disturbed my and Natasha’s dreamworld. I started questioning again if I had done the right thing. I felt a throbbing headache. I didn’t know if it came from my heart or the alcohol. I turned around and started trudging to the direction of her home.

While walking, I continued to dwell on my actions. I started questioning myself as if I were in my confused puberty days. My feelings for Natalya were stronger than I’d imagined. Especially after all she’d done to me. She talked me into taking my father into rehab again. She rushed into the woods when I was completely broken. She taught me to open my eyes and see what real relationships were made out of. And what had I done to her except for banging her mother?

As I reluctantly approached her house, she swung open the door and scuttered to the gate. Her smile warmed my heart more than anything, but I questioned if I deserved that warmth at all. She jumped into my arms. I had missed her flesh and scent. I felt at home with her. She faced me, locked her arms around my neck and stood on her toes to give me numb lips a kiss. “I’m sorry again,” she said and tittered. “Sometimes I can be a bit clumsy.”

“It’s alright.”

“What’s the matter?” she said. I couldn’t hide a single feeling from her. She knew me so well she detected anything.

“I don’t know,” I mumbled and swayed a little. “I’m a bit dizzy. I probably need to sit down.”

“We can go in. I’ll take care of you.” She clutched my hand and held me tightly. But that didn’t help at all. It was like pouring gasoline on my guilt.

We entered her house and got our shoes off.  “Have you seen my mother’s new armchair?”

“Yes, uh I mean no.”

“You sure are dizzy. There, have a look.” All I could see was how I sucked Natasha’s right boob. “It’s big enough for both of us,” she said.

I thought maybe the couch was better, but all I could see was Natasha’s heavenly blowjob. “Sure, we’ll take the armchair.”

I sat down, feeling a bit stiff and awkward. I scratched my neck and couldn’t find anything better to look at than the floor. “It’s something more than dizziness,” Natalya said with hints of worry in her voice. She reached for my dead hand. “You can talk to me. I’m here for you.”

“I’m sorry. I just feel a bit off.”

“It isn’t because of me, right?” Now I heard hints of sadness in her voice. “I promise I’ll make it up for you.”

“No, no, it’s nothing you have done. You have done more for me than what I can do for you. You have treated me as no other girl has.” I still couldn’t bear to look her in the eyes.

She pressed her lips to my cheek, trying to pump some life into me. “It’s because I have strong feelings for you. Whenever I have been sad you are the first to reach my hand and stay with me till I smile.”

“Your deeds weigh more than mine,” I said, my voice just dropping lower and lower for every word I said. “You have never done something to hurt me.”

“Neither have you, can you please look me in the eyes and tell me what is bothering you. Just seeing you so empty breaks my heart to pieces.”

I breathed in deeply and waited a few seconds before saying, “Please don’t say that. Your heart deserves a lot better.”

She stammered with frustration and almost stamped her foot down. “Stop and just tell me.”

“I think … you deserve a better person than me.”

“Tom no, I don’t.” She grabbed both of my hands and shook them. “Now please — for my sake — tell me what bothers you.”

My eyes welled and stung me. But the pain in my heart was way too great to suppress or hold onto. “I had sex with your mother yesterday.” I slowly dragged my eyes up to her and looked her in the eyes while tears dribbled down my cheeks. To my surprise, my words didn’t bother her. They didn’t seem to touch her the way I imagined, like knives cutting through her young, tender heart.

She dried my tears with her cute fingers and reached happily for both of my hands. “I know.”









12

  
  
    [image: Chapter Separator]


I looked at her, my vision clearing up as she patted the last tears on my face with her fingers. Her words were true since I didn’t see any emotions on her face other than relief and happiness. She didn’t lie. She knew we had sex yesterday. She looked down for a brief moment and gathered her wits to say something. “It’s difficult for me to explain this … because at the same time I’m a bit embarrassed, but I don’t want to keep any secrets from you any longer. I will explain but, thank you,” she said and squeezed my hands softly.

“Thank you for what?” I questioned and sniveled a little. She’d changed the roles in a matter of seconds. I was now the confused one who wanted the answer.

“For telling me,” she let out a sigh of relief and kept her same soft grip. Seeing her so relieved and happy, made some of my anxiety lift from my shoulders. “I was a bit worried when I gave my mother permission to have sex with you that you wouldn’t tell me, but you did. It means a lot to me.”

“You gave your mother permission — what the fuck?”

She held in her laughter but at the same time I caught the embarrassment. “This will be difficult for me.” She looked to the side and pondered over what to say. “I guess I can start from the beginning. My mother and I are very open about sex. It has been more of an act from both of us. Now I’m not as confident as her, and I fell in love with you the moment I saw you. Both my mother and I noticed when you first met her that there were sparks between you two. I wasn’t so comfortable with this, and my mother noticed, that is why she completely ignored you afterward. Even though how sneaky and calm she is, she couldn’t hold in a question or two about you. I guess they just slipped out of her tongue.”

I just stared at her, my mouth opening wider as she continued.

“Now she would never do something that would break my heart, so that is why you never got any hints from her in the beginning. This changed when I heard what happened to Tiffany. I was afraid you would do the same thing to me with another girl. I mean you are good looking and experienced with girls. I was certain you would leave me.”

I let that sink in, but it started to overwhelm since it felt a bit too much all at once.

“When I wasn’t speaking to you,” she continued, “I was crying in my bedroom, all broken and depressed. My mother loves me, she truly does, I’m her only daughter and she will do anything for me. She gave me some advice on how to really get a man to like and hold onto you. I got your attention more and more. And I noticed you started looking at her less and less. Now my mother got a bit disappointed, and I said it was okay if it would happen gradually. I love her too, and just how she doesn’t want to break my heart, I don’t want to break hers.”

My dick stirred for the first time since leaving Natasha. “What did she teach you exactly?”

She chuckled. “Don’t be stupid now. The hot clothes. The sex, the kissing and the more advanced stuff. Like the pineapples and how to properly suck a dick. I watched her shove them up her pussy.”

Christ, I was getting hard. “Wow.”

“We then used the dildo you’d given me for sucking lessons,” she couldn’t hold in her giggles. “And she sure succeeded teaching me when I sucked the cum right out of your dick in the middle of the woods.”

It was a fine memory, seeing my warm sticky cum drip all over her face. She’d never wanted my cum nowhere near her skin except for in her mouth and deep into her cunt. “Did you notice when I tasted the pineapple?” I asked.

“You bet, and there was no spider,” she laughed. “I’m sorry again for that. But she told me yesterday that she fed you well.”

I nodded and blushed for some odd reason. “Continue.”

“Yes, she has a lot more equipment in one of her wardrobes, but she doesn’t like it when I sneak around there. With the help of a strap on, she taught me to ride. I was so excited when I showed it to you. And I never lost my dildo by the way. I lent it to her for a few days but she gave it back of course.”

“Did you use it after her?”

“Yes, of course.”

This was getting hot. “Well, I also have a confession. After you rode me, I sneaked up to her bedroom and caught her masturbating with it. So, I knew she had it, but I was certain she’d taken it from you.”

She opened her mouth. “Now that I didn’t know. You are sneaky like her then.”

“I don’t know about that. By the way, did you actually get bitten by an insect?”

“Oh yes, I felt really sick. When she went in with a cup of tea, she asked me if she could give you a hand job and kiss you. I said yes, because I didn’t want to disappoint you by leaving you out in the cold while I felt sick.”

“Again, I sneaked in but didn’t hear that part. I heard when she asked you, ‘did you ride him like I taught you?’ ”

She punched my shoulder. “You little fox.”

“What about you two?”

“Yes, but we are females, so it doesn’t count.”

I rolled my eyes. “So, by now I can already say I’m certain she trained you to do anal, right?”

“She taught me everything, to breathe and unclench the muscle and let the butt plug sit in there to widen the hole. I have a feeling though you’d seen the butt plug before.”

I nodded. “When we massaged each other, I saw it through her panties.”

“I can’t imagine what you must be thinking with all these clues and no answers.”

“Yeah, it has been an unusual month.” I scratched my head and laughed. “It’s nothing to say about the blowjob she gave me here then, since you know that part as well.”

Natalya nodded. “She is good at sucking. I was amazed how she could just deepthroat a 12-inch dildo without gagging.”

“Gagging is hot though.”

“She taught me that as well, but she also said that deep throating while giving the impression that you enjoy the dick usually turns the guy on more.”

My balls were in deep pain by now. “I’m so horny right now, but I still have more questions. Why are you embarrassed about this? Anyone would want a hot mother like yours.”

“It’s easy to say that when you are a guy and it’s not your own.” She made me think for a bit and her words hit me with reality. It was true in every way. “I don’t want others to think that she is a slut or something like that. She is my mother and I love her more than anything.”

“Why did you let your mother have sex with me?”

“Well, it was my actual birthday gift for you,” she said and opened up her hands.

I stroked her back. “Well, I couldn’t ask for anything better.”

“It is what I told you. I knew you both had an eye on each other, and both of you mean a lot to me. But she would never even touch you without me giving her the green light. When I saw that I got your attention more and more, I told her she could come closer and closer. She was dying to sleep with you, trust me. And this doesn’t feel the same as if you would have just slept with a random girl on the street like Chad did. It’s because she is my mother. I hope you understand but I’m not hurt in any way if you think that.”

I couldn’t be any happier. I got to fuck her hot mom and at the same time have her horny daughter in my hands. What more could I ask for? “What is your mother actually doing? She is so mysterious.”

“Riding equipment business?” she laughed as if she didn’t believe it herself. “To tell the truth, I don’t know. It’s the same who my real father is. I know she won’t tell me because she thinks it will break my heart. But I reassure her whenever I ask for this that she won’t.”

“She knows you the best, so maybe she is right.”

“Well, but she has to tell me sometime. She can’t just keep it hidden in her chest forever.”

“Maybe she is waiting for the right time, just like you did with me for telling this.”

“Maybe … everything I know now is that she is very sexually experienced, and the amount of money she has made and is still making can hardly come from being a manager.”

I reached for her hands again and wanted to change the direction of the conversation from her mother back to her. “You sure I haven’t hurt you in any way? I was heartbroken a moment earlier, afraid of losing you. You mean the world to me.”

She shook her head and looked me in the eyes. Tears of happiness welled, making her hazel colors look like rare gems under a river bed. “I know I can trust you.”

She moved away a little, wishing to share something from the bottom of her heart. She moved both of her hands close above her chest, and let out something she’d been holding onto for a long time. “I love you, Tom.”

Now it was my turn to squeeze her hands softly and let out what I had been holding onto since the day I saw her. “I love you too Natalya.”




Maybe to be continued ….
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