
    
  
    
      
        
      

      Openness Leads to More Openness

      There were birthday gifts from relatives and friends, a half-eaten cake bought by Mom, and delicious food prepared by her. However, there were no friends or relatives. The only person present there to celebrate my 18th birthday was my mom, Carina.

      The reason was Mom and I had just relocated to an isolated community deep in the mountains after she won a government grant to study the indigenous tribe. Since she didn't want to live alone in a remote area, I decided to take a gap year and come with her.

      After dinner, we went for a walk near a small lake behind the house. We enjoyed these walks as the summer weather was pleasant and the clear blue sky sparkled with stars. She sat down on a rock near the lake and opened a can of beer she was holding in her hand.

      "I know you're going to try it sooner or later, but I want you to try it in front of me. I don't want you to drink behind my back. So, take a sip."

      Sitting down beside her on the rock, I shook my head and said I didn't want it.

      "Go on, take a sip. It won't hurt you." She placed the can on her knee on the jeans.

      So I took it from her and gulped down not one but two big swigs.

      "Remember, don't drink with your friends. If you want to drink, drink at home. Don't be like your father. If he hadn't gone out to drink with his friends that night, he'd be still with us here today." Mom reached out and took the beer from me and wiped the can with her T-shirt.

      "He was driving, so it wasn't his friends' fault," I chimed in as I felt the rush of the beer.

      She turned her face toward me and stared into my blue eyes with her blue eyes, but didn't say anything.

      We stayed there for around 15 minutes talking about everyday things before returning.

      
        
      

      The next day when I came back from grocery shopping, I saw Playboy and Juggs magazines on the table in the living room. I doubted the shops in this small town sold them, besides they were old issues, so Mom most probably bought them before we came here. I had seen Playboy at my friend's place, but never in my house. Since Mom was in her room, I quickly flicked through them.

      "I got some magazines for you. Take them to your room." I heard her voice as she came out of her room in her usual long skirt and shirt, ruffled my blond hair, and went straight to the kitchen.

      I just stood there as I wasn't sure whether she really wanted me to take those magazines. But when she didn't come out of the kitchen for three or four minutes, I grabbed them and rushed to my room.

      A couple of days later, it was Friday, we were walking after dinner near the lake, when she asked: "Wanna swim, Liam?"

      "Yes."

      "Go." She untied her blonde hair and sat down on a rock.

      I took off my T-shirt but kept my shorts and underwear on and jumped into the lake. I thought she wasn't planning to swim, but around 10 minutes later, I saw her swimming some feet away from me.

      Since it was dark and she was in the water, I was able to make out only her head and face. Then saw her coming out of the water and hurriedly walking on the sand in a bra and panties. As she was putting on her jeans and shirt, I, too, got out of the lake. When we reached home, I noticed her shirt was clinging to her wet bra. However, I quickly averted my eyes as I didn't want her to catch me.

      For the past two years, we have been going on hiking trips, cycling, or long drives on Saturdays. So the next day, we packed lunch and went for hiking. We were coming back from the trail and sweating like hell when Mom took a detour and began walking to the lake.

      "It's so hot today." And to reiterate that point, she began taking off her top with her back toward me. Then, without hesitating for even a second, she took off her jeans, revealing her five-foot and seven-inch body to me. She was three inches shorter than me.

      
        I was obviously aware that Mom was tall, that she had long legs, and she was a full-figured woman, but watching her toned legs, her shapely thighs, her ample ass partially hidden under her blue panties, and the white skin of her smooth back contrasting with her blue bra strap was something else. She didn't look 39 years old from any angle.

      Without even glancing at me, she entered the water and began swimming. I took off my T-shirt and even my shorts and jumped into the lake in my underwear. Since she was swimming a little far from me and was underwater below her neck, I was struggling to see her, but my luck changed when she shouted it was time to go back home.

      I was putting on my shorts over my wet underwear when she came out of the water.

      Her long blonde hair was wet and pushed back, her cleavage was hidden under the blue sports bra, but the shape of her big breasts was clearly visible, and while the blue panties were covering her pussy, her bare thighs and legs were glowing in the sun. She picked up her clothes and, coming near me, told me I shouldn't have put on my clothes as the house was right there and now my shorts would get wet.

      I thought she would put on her clothes, but she cupped her breasts with both hands, adjusted her bra right in front of me, and started walking to the house in just her bra and panties. When we reached home, she went into her room and changed into jeans and top.

      The next afternoon, I was in my room when she knocked on the door and asked me whether I wanted to go for a swim. I immediately said yes and got up. This time, she took off her top and jeans near me, revealing her full cleavage as the bikini top had a plunging neckline. As soon as she hit the water, I took off my clothes, adjusted my erect cock, and joined her.

      In the lake, she swam near me, and we even threw water at each other. She then signaled with her hand, and we came out of the lake, and she sat down on a rock. Fortunately for me, she had brought towels today as I was wearing underwear and not swimming trunks and was aware that I had a hard-on, so I grabbed a towel, sat down, and put it on my lap. Meanwhile, she sat there in her bikini top and panties.

      She opened one beer for herself and one for me and started talking about her work.

      The whole scene was like a dream, unbelievable. Just two days ago, she was dressing in the most prudish manner, and today, she was barely wearing anything but, more surprisingly, was so comfortable. She lifted her arms and tied her long blonde hair in a bun, either without realizing how that simple act was making her buxom boobs pop out more or how appealing her underarms were looking or realizing it but doing it anyway. Besides, the bra was revealing the shape of her nipples, but she made no effort to hide them. Then she lifted her leg to her chest, giving me a full view of her smooth ass. As if that wasn't enough, she decided to torture me more. When we were talking, she put her palms on the rock and leaned back like a model posing for a magazine. She sat there with her legs wide apart with a beer in one hand. The sight of her sitting there with her legs open and showing the faint lines of her pussy without any shame drove me and my poor cock wild. We stayed there for around 20 minutes and she showed me nearly every inch of her voluptuous body. The only small mercy was she didn't take my towel or ask me why I had it on my lap as that would have made it difficult to hide my raging cock.

      After taking a shower, she came out of her room in a sarong and a shirt whose top two buttons were open, and she wasn't wearing a bra as her cleavage was bare and her nipples were protruding through the material.

      "I should wear these kinds of clothes in this weather. They are airy and comfortable." I saw her walking to the kitchen swaying her ass. Then she stopped just inside the kitchen, placed one hand on the wall, leaned back, and, peeking from inside, said: "Now that's what's called a nice piece of ass."

      Before I could reply, she winked at me and disappeared.

      Three days later, she asked me to get a box from the car as she was carrying books and other stuff. When I came back with the box, she asked me to put it in her room.

      Then, after changing into jammies and a top and making a cup of coffee, she again called me and told me a local colleague had invited both of us tomorrow to attend the tribe's biggest festival and she had also given us costumes to wear.

      "What do you mean costumes?" I walked to the box.

      "Open it, let's see." She too came near the box.

      When I opened the box, all I saw were some things with feathers around them. Mom put her coffee cup on the table and started picking one thing at a time, spreading them on the bed.

      One was obviously a bra. The under cup was made of white feathers and the upper cup had feathers painted in orange. And it had very thin white straps. The other looked like a skirt. It had a thick belt and long strings of white flowers hanging from it. Then there were what looked like armbands and headwear and something shaped like underwear. There was also something that had a thin belt and long strings but only in the front and the back, leaving the sides of the legs and the thighs completely uncovered.

      "What's all this?" I stared at the things in genuine confusion.

      "Well, this is...well, you know what this is." Mom put the bra aside.

      "This is a skirt," she said as she lifted the white flower thing. "I've seen the photos. They wear them during their main festival. Wait, I'll show you." She took the bra and skirt to my room. "And the other skirt is for you, try it." I heard her shouting from the room.

      "Skirt?" I thought to myself as I looked at the strange thing on the bed. "I'm not going to wear a fuckin skirt," I told myself.

      When she came back, she was in that bra and skirt. Now, bras have straps that run down straight to the front. This one, however, had straps that went to the sides, leaving her cleavage completely bare.

      "She got the size right. She came and took my size, but I wasn't sure." Mom bowed her head and looked at the bra.

      "Are you gonna wear this?" I asked as I saw her looking at herself in the mirror with half of her well-endowed boobs popping out of the bra, her stomach completely naked, and her legs and thighs as bare as her arms.

      "Why not? And why haven't you tried yours? Just put it on."

      "I'm not gonna wear a skirt." I shook my head.

      "They all wear it, both men and women. I can show you photos if you want."

      "Show them."

      "Sometimes you're impossible." She went in her bra and skirt to the bookshelves and started searching for a book.

      
        
      

      "See, all of them are wearing it." She was right. Men and women were all in skirts.

      "Now please change. If there's some problem, they can still fix it. Now go."

      "And what's this?" I pointed at the underwear-shaped thing.

      "It's a loincloth." She rolled her eyes.

      I picked up the loincloth and the skirt and began walking to my room.

      "And don't wear the loincloth over your underwear." I heard her shouting from her room.

      "How come there's this loincloth for me, but not for you," I shouted back from my room.

      "I forgot to ask. I'll ask them." I detected a bit of anger in her voice.

      "It seems fine." She nodded her head as she looked at my skirt. "Take off your T-shirt. If there's a problem, I'll call her and she'll fix it."

      So, I took off my T-shirt and stood there in just a skirt.

      "Is the loincloth OK? If it's not, tell me now."

      "What do you think?" I stared at her in anger.

      "Don't be so grumpy. You're looking very gladiator-like. They will paint our faces tomorrow, but only a little bit."

      Then she again looked in the mirror.

      "OK, the sides are visible." She came toward me.

      
        
      

      "Is the front part visible?" She was standing before me.

      "What do you mean? All the flowers are visible."

      "Not the flowers."

      She took a deep breath and put both her hands on the front of her skirt.

      "Are my panties visible?"

      I looked at her face in surprise, but she just stood there with a straight face, and then I looked at the front of her skirt.

      "Remove your hands," I said in exasperation.

      When she removed her hands, I stared at the strings but didn't see anything.

      "No."

      "Go to the side and check if they are visible from the back."

      "What?" I asked.

      "Just stand there and check." She pointed at her bare thigh.

      I went and bent down a little and saw her panties and ass peeking from the strings.

      "Yes. Not a lot, but they are visible."

      "Hmm. Wait a second." She then stood there and started thinking something. She picked up her phone and called her local colleague.

      
        
      

      After thanking her for the clothes and telling her they were great and worth the money, she said: "You were right, the panties are fine. But I was wondering if your sister sells thongs. I think thongs would look better, especially from the back."

      After listening to her reply, she gave a thumbs-up to me and told Jenna she would be in her sister's shop in 30 minutes.

      Hanging up the phone, she put her hands on her ass. "I don't think they are too visible. But people will dance, too, so I don't want to flaunt my panties there. A thong is better."

      I didn't say anything.

      Coming near me, she placed her hands on my bare shoulders and saw me from head to toe.

      "You are looking stunning. With these biceps, this chest, this Tarzan look suits you." She ran her hand on my biceps and chest.

      "I still think you shouldn't wear all this," I said.

      "Oh come on. We'll have fun and come back. You can chat with some local girls there. Think about that. Now get my clothes from your room. I've got to go to the shop."

      I picked up her top, jammies, and bra and gave them to her.

      "This belt is fragile. All this is hand-made." She took off the skirt in front of me, leaving her in only panties and the flower-adorned bra.

      Then she put on the jammies and turning her back toward me, she took off the bra and holding it in her hand, she stretched her arm behind her and said: "Put it on the bed carefully."

      She then put on the bra and the top that I gave her minutes ago with her back toward me.

      "What are you waiting for? Go change," she ordered when she turned toward me.

      
        
      

      "This feels odd."

      "What feels odd?" I saw frown lines forming on her forehead.

      "The thing that's inside this." I put my hand on my groin.

      "Oh, you mean the loincloth. Is it tight?" She came closer to me and looked at the front of the skirt intently.

      "No, it just feels weird."

      "If it ain't tight, it's fine. You have to wear it for only a couple of hours. Now don't be a baby. Go change and bring the clothes here, so I can keep them properly."

      As I left her room, she said: "Y'all have to wear loincloth because guys dunno how to keep it inside. We know how to keep it inside."

      "Why should we keep it inside if there's something good?" I retorted.

      By the time I took care of my erect cock and changed, she was gone, so I threw the loincloth and skirt on her bed and came away.

      The next afternoon, after lunch, we took off to her colleague's house to get our faces painted. Since Mom knew I wasn't very keen on paints, she assured me they would only paint a couple of lines on our faces.

      It was a fairly big house built of bamboo and wood on the main road of the town. Mom's colleague Jenna came to greet us at the door and she had paint all over her body, with a coconut tree decorated in riots of color emerging from her panties and its branches going all across her busty breasts, which were bare except for the paint. I was immediately fascinated by the artwork and her naked boobs.

      She introduced us to her husband, her parents, and her sister, all of whom had some paintwork on their bodies, but only she and her sister had on their whole body, including their ass and groin areas. She and her sister were wearing only panties. But they weren't really visible because of the paint. Her mother, who I later found out was some sort of a leader of the community, was wearing a huge headdress and a bra made of coconut and panties of peacock feathers.

      We sat down on a bench in the main room, and they served us home-brewed wine, which hit me like a bullet as that was the first time I had tasted alcohol, and that too home-brewed. But it wasn't just me. Mom, too, shook her head a couple of times after taking just one sip.

      I turned my focus to Jenna and her sister. Jenna was shorter and younger than Mom, and her rack was as big as Mom's. I was guessing her nipples were black but wasn't sure as they were painted violet.

      Her sister, Lena, who looked younger than her, was of almost the same height and had smaller breasts and her black nipples were clearly visible. On her stomach, a baby was painted. The baby's mouth was just below her nipple as if it was drinking milk from it, and a single drop of milk was falling from the nipple to its open mouth. Its one hand, meanwhile, was on her other breast. On her back, there was an image of the goddess of strength and power.

      "My dad is a very good artist and he's very fast. I think full work on you will look good," Jenna said to Mom.

      "Yes, but maybe some other day. Today, just some light work on our faces will be fine," Mom replied.

      Jenna's husband, who was carrying some boxes, came to say bye to us as he was heading out to help with the festival's arrangements and said to Mom we should consider full work on our bodies.

      "It won't take too much time. I'll ask Dad to do just on your front. He did ours, but this will take too much time. So just your front will be fine." She pointed at herself and her sister.

      "What does this symbolize?" Mom looked at the artwork on Lena.

      Jenna said her sister was getting married soon, so this work wishes her healthy babies.

      Mom nodded and turned her face toward me. "What do you think? Should I go the whole nine yards?"

      
        I stared at her in response.

      "Dad can make anything you want. This is a festival, so you are allowed to go crazy. You are tall, you have a good body, so give it a shot. If you are not happy, wash it off with soap. It's not permanent." I thought Jenna was addressing Mom, but no, she was telling me.

      "No, I'm fine, but thank you."

      Wearing a skirt was already more than enough for me.

      "OK, let's do it, but only the front. I don't want to trouble your dad too much. Just broad strokes, something that won't take too much time is fine."

      I wanted to scream at Mom when I heard her say that, but the whole family was there, so bowed my head and stared at the floor.

      Jenna's dad got up from the chair and asked us to follow him. Mom, I and Jenna followed him to the other room. He collected his things, laid a sheet on the floor, and asked Mom to take off her clothes and stand in the middle of the sheet barefoot. Mom took off her jeans and top and gave them to me.

      "You came prepared," I said.

      "Whaddya mean?"

      "That." I pointed with my eyes to her thong lying in the bag.

      "Well, we won't have time to go back home. I've brought your clothes, too."

      "Do you want something naughty?" Jenna asked Mom.

      "Whaddya mean?"

      "Wait, let me ask Dad."

      
        
      

      After talking with her dad, Jenna said: "Dad's saying an image of the devil will look good on you."

      "Does he think I'm a devil?" Mom and I looked at her dad, who was probably in his early 50s.

      "Noooo. It's a devil who ravishes women. He's saying it doesn't take much time and, since you are tall and curvaceous, it will look good."

      "Yes. Whatever." Mom stepped on the sheet in her bra and panties.

      "Tie your hair and wear this shower cap." Jenna handed her a purple shower cap.

      Mom put the shower cap between her legs and, raising her arms, she tied her long blonde hair in a bun. As she did this, I noticed I wasn't the only one staring at her bare stomach, her voluptuous boobs, and hairless armpits. Jenna's dad was watching, too.

      "And take off your bra but leave your panties on. He'll paint your chest."

      "Do I have to?" Mom's eyes darted between Jenna and me.

      "Yes, he needs to paint." Jenna left the room as her mother was calling her.

      Mom took off her bra, gave it to me, and stood there, displaying her breasts and her pink nipples.

      "At least cover them," I said.

      "How do I cover them when he's going to paint them? Good I shaved. Imagine standing here with hair everywhere."

      Jenna's dad picked up his paints and everything else and, standing before Mom, looked at her from top to bottom, made an OK sign with his fingers, and started working near her neck.

      Jenna came back with her sister and told Mom a woman had come to get her body painted. She said her dad was painting customers until four in the morning and then spent around six hours in the morning painting Lena, her sister. Since nearly everyone in the neighborhood wants him, he's most busy this time of the year.

      "He did this in six hours?" I asked as I was genuinely surprised given the effort that must have gone into it. He had painted nearly every inch of their bodies, including the whole groin area and their bums, and maybe even inside their panties, but I didn't ask that.

      "It took more than six hours with me. Yesterday, from morning to evening, I was in this room." Jenna then translated it for her sister.

      Her sister told Mom he likes working on women who are tall or heavy at the top, like Jenna or you, as he gets more area to work on.

      Jenna said: "He works only on women because, he says, men have no taste and too much hair. He doesn't like hair at all. He simply refuses anyone who has hair. Every festival, I'm caught between my dad and my husband. Dad doesn't like hair and my husband doesn't like a plain field. In your country, people shave, but not here, and Dad says it spoils his work. He's crazy. That's why I told you yesterday to shave.

      "But he surely doesn't paint there, right?" Mom pointed at her groin with her eyes.

      "He does it if you want him to. Let me ask him."

      Before Mom could say anything, she started talking to him. He stopped his work, looked at Mom's groin area, and said he could do it, but it would take time. Before Jenna could say anything, Mom told them it was fine, she didn't want it. Jenna's dad replied today there wasn't much time, so maybe some other day. Both Mom and I heaved a sigh of relief.

      Mom stood there with her hands on her hips, her legs apart, and Jenna's dad painted the devil's tale across her breasts and, in the process, touched and moved her busty boobs, but she appeared to be unconcerned by that or that she was standing there wearing only panties.

      Watching Mom standing before me nearly naked with her pink nipples looking straight at me was making the life of my cock worse.

      "So, do you have a girlfriend?" I heard Jenna saying, but it took me a while to realize she was asking me as I was lost watching her dad holding one of Mom's tits in his hands and painting the other.

      
        
      

      "No."

      "Why? Don't you like girls?"

      "Of course, I do."

      "You are unlike your mom. From what she has told me, it looks like she enjoys going out. This is the first time I've met you."

      "What has she told you?" I crossed my legs and gave Mom a sideways glance.

      "That she likes meeting..." Just then her sister said something to her, so she stopped midway.

      "Lena's saying you too get dressed, so I'll decorate your face. This way you'd save time," Jenna said.

      "Can't you paint me like this?"

      "The paint will get on your clothes. Go with Lena and change," Mom ordered, holding one tit in her hand as Jenna's dad painted the area around her nipple.

      I got up, followed Lena to another room, and changed as she left the room to help her mom. When I came back, I was wearing that loincloth and the skirt.

      "Don't wear the skirt right now. Stand on this." Jenna placed a sheet on the floor.

      "But I only want my face decorated." There was panic in my voice.

      "Yes, I know. Take off your skirt, or it will get paint all over it."

      "OK, one second." I took a step to go back to the other room, but she stretched her arm out and asked me to give her the skirt there only.

      
        
      

      "Just do what she says. Don't be such a baby," Mom said.

      "Yes, be like Carina. See how much fun she's having." Jenna pointed at Mom who was standing with her hands on her head as he painted her rib area.

      "You wore it the wrong way. I'll adjust it." I saw Jenna looking at my loincloth as I took off my skirt.

      "I'll do it," I protested.

      "No problem, it needs slight adjustment," she assured me.

      Thankfully, she was blocking Mom's view, and her dad had his back toward us, or it would have made the already very odd situation weirder. She loosened the knot slightly and made the front flap that was hiding everything a little longer.

      "There you go. How did you learn to wear it?"

      "I just guessed it."

      "Not bad at all. Now I'll apply oil to your skin to make it shine. You have a good body, so let it shine."

      With that, she picked up a bottle, and kneeling on my side, started applying oil on my leg and thigh and then went to the other side and repeated the process on the other leg and thigh.

      "It feels funny," I said.

      "If my husband sees me, he'll get very angry." She massaged the oil on my inner thigh.

      "Why?"

      "Because he doesn't like me putting oil on other men."

      
        
      

      She went behind me and started applying it on my butt cheeks. The loincloth had a flap in the front but on the back, it had just a thin string over my hole, which meant my cheeks were completely naked. Her dad, who was painting Mom's stomach, saw her kneeling behind me and massaging my ass, but he ignored it.

      I saw Mom was watching me standing there a couple of feet away in a loincloth and getting all oiled up, and she saw I was watching her standing there in panties getting painted. She smiled and for some reason winked at me. I only smiled back.

      After covering my bums with oil, Jenny began working on my back and neck and then moved to my stomach and arms.

      Her dad, meanwhile, was painting the area below Mom's belly button. After finishing that, he pulled the waistband of her panties with his fingers and drew lines from her waist to under her panties in fast motions. Mom watched him pull her waistband and look inside her panties as he drew the lines, but she didn't say anything. Instead, she looked at me and shrugged her shoulders

      I dunno how much he saw inside her panties, but he wasn't pulling the waistband the whole way, so maybe he didn't see all of it. His lines, too, reached only under the waistband. But even this was weird, and what made it weirder was Jenna saw him running his brush inside Mom's panties but treated it as a normal thing.

      Jenna, meanwhile, made me sit on a stool and started drawing on my face. She was standing, so her ample boobs were right in front of my face, and my eyes were glued on her busty breasts and her violet-colored nipples.

      "They are black, Liam."

      "What?" I lifted my eyes and looked at her face.

      "My nipples are black."

      "Are you looking at her nipples?" Mom asked from there.

      "We should always look and appreciate good things," I answered in an effort to sound profound.

      
        
      

      "They all are fascinated by our chest," Jenna said.

      "They are," Mom concurred.

      "When I was getting the full body paint for the first time, both my brothers, who never sat with me for five minutes, sat here the whole time. They kept looking at them like a hungry cat looked at milk. And when Dad got angry because they were acting stupid, they immediately volunteered to bring coffee and cigarettes for Dad. Both Dad and Mom were laughing at their eagerness to do anything to stay here, and they finally let them stay here."

      "Stop ogling her breasts, Liam." My mom raised her voice.

      "No, it's fine. He isn't ogling."

      "I was just looking at the colors," I defended myself.

      "You can look at the colors." Jenna once again bent down to continue her drawing.

      By the time she finished drawing a burst of cloud on one cheek and lightning on the other, her father was giving the finishing touches to his art.

      Jenna and I sat down on the bench as we waited for the paint to dry. Jenna said something to her dad and then confirmed with Mom that she was going to wear a thong. She said to Mom since she was going to wear a thong, he would draw some lines to highlight the area. She then asked the color of the thong and Mom said peach.

      Her father asked Mom to put one leg on a stool and sat down on another and, when her legs were wide apart, he started drawing long lines in bright colors right from her groin area to above her knees. Because her leg was on a stool and wide apart, her pussy lips were faintly visible under the panties, but neither Jenna nor her father reacted. He simply kept painting and then repeated the process on her other leg.

      The finish work was like this: the devil's tail was wrapped around Mom's neck. His two legs were clasping her shapely boobs in their claws. His head was on her panties, with his face turned sideways. His cheek was resting on her panties. His long, bright red tongue was stretching from her belly button down to under her panties. The tip of his skeleton-like fingers were pushing her panties down or opening her panties. Then from her groin down to her thighs were claw marks in a kaleidoscope of colors.

      Watching it was like I was looking at the real devil. The whole piece was mesmerizing. And he did it in just a couple of hours. No wonder he was in demand.

      Once he was done, Mom sat down on the stool, and Jenna went to help her mom, and her father took a break.

      "Don't you have any shame?" Mom whispered as soon as they were gone.

      "What do you mean?" I brought my eyebrows closer and looked at her.

      "Stand up and turn around."

      So, I stood up and turned around.

      She slapped my one butt cheek and then the other and said: "Exposing your bums like that."

      "Look who's talking."

      "I'm exposing something that's worth exposing," she commented.

      "You have no idea. My ass is priceless," I continued.

      "And why were you watching her breasts?"

      "I wasn't watching anything. I was just looking at the colors."

      "Do you wanna boink her? Take her?"

      
        "I don't want to take her, give her, or lend her."

      "Why? She's experienced, mature. Maybe she knows some ancient tricks."

      "Not my type."

      "Oh! And what's your type?"

      "A type that's a type."

      "What a lame answer," she said.

      "Do you think he saw?" I asked.

      "What?"

      "He was peeking inside your panties and his brush was inside it."

      "Yeah, I was shocked. I was like, why are you peeking inside? I was frozen."

      "That was crazy. Maybe he saw," I said.

      "No, he didn't see much. I thought he was looking to see if I had hair down there. Very weird. Then I started worrying about the brush. I was thinking, what will I do if he takes it way down? How was I supposed to react?"

      "Yes, but he's a good artist. He has done a fabulous job."

      "He's a bit weird but also brilliant. That's true. Could I ask you something?" Mom said.

      "No, you cannot."

      
        "Oh, please, please. Just one question."

      "No."

      "I beg you, just one question." Mom folded her hands and bowed her head.

      "OK, I grant you permission," I said in a royal tone.

      "Do you think he paints Jenna down there?"

      "You mean there?" I moved my eyes to her groin.

      "Yes."

      "I think so. She did say she gets her whole body painted, and I guess he paints it."

      "Even down there? Isn't it a bit odd?"

      "She also said how her dad doesn't like hair, so she and her sister have to shave their hair," I added.

      "Yes. And that whole thing with her brothers. I dunno if she was fully undressed or what."

      "My guess is fully undressed. I dunno whether you saw it or not, but when he was peeking inside your panties, she saw him, but she didn't react at all. It was like a normal thing for her," I said.

      "I saw that. Do you think they do it?"

      "Do what?"

      "You know...that?"

      
        "No, Mom! That's impossible."

      "Some people do it."

      "I don't think so. It's your field, you should find out."

      "It's not easy to find such things. But yes, fascinating topic," she said.

      Little later, Lena came with coffee and, after checking our paint was dry, she asked Mom to change as they were going to the festival.

      After finishing the coffee, Mom asked me to turn around and she put on her thong.

      "This belt's a bit complicated. Come help me."

      When I turned around, she was standing sideways, with her thong on and holding the skirt in her hand.

      "That was rich, really rich."

      "What was?" she asked.

      "And how much ass are you exposing?"

      "Ha! Don't say anything about my silky, smooth bottoms. I'm very proud of them."

      "Yes, yes. Put on the skirt. I'll help you with the belt." I went behind her and lightly slapped her bare ass.

      "What was that?" she said, stopping midway, with her skirt dangling from her knees.

      "Payback. Now hurry up."

      
        
      

      She pulled her skirt up and I helped her with the belt. Then we joined the group.

      Jenna, Lena, the parents, and the two of us all walked down to the town center together. Mom, Jenna, Lena were wearing headdresses and armbands. Mom was wearing the skirt and under it the thong. Her voluptuous breasts were naked apart from the paint. Jenna and Lena both were wearing skirts, with Jenna wearing panties and Lena thong, and both were topless apart from the paint. Their mother was wearing a huge white headdress, along with a bra made of coconut, and a skirt similar to Mom's, and I guess the panties made of peacock feathers she had on earlier. Their father was wearing a sarong and a big necklace.

      Along the way, they met many townspeople, and not only did they make no effort to hide their breasts, but Jenna and Lena walked as if being topless was a normal, everyday thing. Watching them walk with confidence gave Mom confidence because she, too, started walking without being embarrassed. The people they met on the route, too, greeted us without staring at us, though they did look at Mom and me more closely, but probably because we were the odd ones.

      When we reached the town center we were met by Jenny's sisters-in-law. The two sisters-in-law were wearing bras with green flowers and skirts with strings of green flowers.

      After greeting them and exchanging pleasantries, Mom asked Jenna why her sisters-in-law were dressed differently, meaning why they weren't wearing skirts with white flowers like her. Jenna told her every year 10 women are selected by the townspeople and only these women can paint their bodies and wear white skirts. These 10 head the festival procession, sit at the best table and lead the dance. This year, Jenna and Lena weren't on the list, but because Mom and I were joining the festivities, the selection committee added them to the 10-person list, so we will get the best place during the function.

      Then one of Jenna's brothers came, and he greeted her not only with a huge smile but also gave her a tight hug, pressing his topless chest into his sister's well-endowed naked breasts.

      She introduced him to us and told us they were seeing him after over a week as he was out of town.

      He looked at Mom from head to toe and said something to Jenna. She told us he was asking whether Dad had made the artwork.

      "It's good, very good," he said, touching the thumb and index finger to make a circle.

      
        He then turned to me and said: "We enjoy today. Both of us enjoy, have fun."

      I smiled back and said yes.

      "We drink, OK? I drink with you, Liam?"

      I nodded my head and said OK. He gave us a huge smile, said something to Jenna, and disappeared into the crowd. Jenna whispered something to Mom, but Mom didn't hear it, so she whispered a little loudly, and I heard her say the pink balloons look great. Mom looked at her in confusion, so Jenna pointed at her buxom breasts with her eyes. Mom just nodded.

      Many people came specifically to greet Mom and me. Some women and girls posed for photos with me while some men and boys chose Mom. Whenever someone asked for a photo, I stood straight and my hands at my sides. Mom, on the other hand, was putting her arms around their backs and their shoulders, and they, in turn, were placing their arms around her waist, hip, and bare shoulders. She was loving the attention.

      Jenna saw me standing like a statue around the women and the girls, so she brought Mom with her and told the photographer to take our photo. She made me stand in the middle and told me to place one arm around Mom's waist and one arm around her.

      "Stop acting weird. Don't you know how to pose for a photo?" Mom said.

      "I don't know these people. What do I talk to them?" I made a feeble effort to defend myself.

      "Just pose like a normal person. Now smile."

      A guy from a local newspaper came and took a couple of photos of Mom and me.

      Then Mom's colleague Derek, who's from our city and came with us on the flight, appeared with a local girl.

      "Gone native have you, Carina?" He stood before Mom and looked at her painted boobs.

      
        "Yes. All I need now is a native boy," Mom replied in a sarcastic note.

      "Not bad, not bad at all." He was obviously impressed by Mom's comment.

      "Well, don't go too native. Will see you around." He waved goodbye to us.

      We then joined a procession to pray to the goddess of the town on a hilltop. Since I was in the lead team, I was surrounded by topless women and all were dancing, including Mom, Jenna, and Lena. I, meanwhile, had no interest in dancing and was just clapping. My interests were the women who were dancing, bouncing, and jiggling their naked breasts in front of so many people. They were twirling, stomping, and jumping, and revealing their ass cheeks and their panties. Mom wasn't dancing badly either. She was in step with the women and totally carefree. After praying to the goddess, we all made our way back, and they again danced all the way. When the procession reached the town center, she lay down on the grass near me with her legs spread and chugged down a beer.

      There were some other events but we didn't go and stayed there on the grass and drank beer and chatted with Jenna, her family members, including her brothers, and others.

      It was getting dark when Jenna came and told us we were going for a walk. So we joined her, Lena, her fiancé, her two brothers, and their wives. Jenna told us her two brothers were around my age. Her eldest brother was 20 years old and had a small daughter, who was on that day with his wife's mother. Her other brother was 18 and so was his wife. Lena was 19, which meant Jenna was the eldest.

      On the side of the road, there was a wooded area, and they started walking toward it. Two men were playing drums and a large fire was in the center. Three girls and two boys wearing nothing were dancing around it.

      This was the first time I had seen a naked girl in my whole life, so I slowly but quickly left the group as I didn't want Mom's eyes on me or others disturbing me. I was lost in the scene unfolding before me when I felt hands across my stomach and someone pressing their body against my bare back.

      "Enjoying the show?" Mom placed her chin on my shoulder.

      I nodded my head.

      
        "Let's join them."

      "Don't be crazy," I replied.

      "We'll just dance."

      "I know you'll take off your top."

      "Maybe."

      "Then just stay here. Anyway, I can't dance," I said.

      "I promise I won't take off my top."

      "I dunno how to dance."

      "Oh, come on, please, Liam." She pleaded with me.

      "OK, let's go. Fighting you is useless."

      We joined the dancers, but I just stood there and clapped and shook my ass a couple of times. Mom, however, was swaying her hips, rocking her head, and bouncing her big breasts. Other people watching her started joining them and then nearly everybody was dancing. She only stopped when she began sweating like a marathon runner.

      Lena and her fiancé started walking away and then we lost them. We two, Jenna, her brothers, and their wives sat down on the grass with beer in our hands. Her other brother and his wife got up and went somewhere.

      "They have gone behind that tree." Jenna pointed at a huge tree.

      "Why?" Mom looked at the tree.

      "Guess."

      
        
      

      Mom smiled back and nodded.

      Mr. Balloon got up and lay down on the grass with his head on his wife's bare stomach just near her naked breasts.

      Jenna informed them we were leaving and then said to us Lena must be somewhere close by, so let's inform her, too.

      We spotted Lena with her fiancé, and Mom and I stopped, but Jenna kept walking. Her fiancé was lying on the grass on his back, and Lena was on top of him in her thong, and he was sucking her breast. When he saw he us, he immediately took her tit out of his mouth, but Lena stayed on top of him. Jenna told her we were leaving and we said our goodbyes to them.

      When we reached Jenna's place we gathered our things and headed back home with me behind the wheel as Mom was a bit drunk.

      "Could I ask you something?"

      We were going back home.

      "Again!"

      "I want to ask you because I think you noticed it. When her father was painting me, the tips of the pink balloon were erect. Did you see that?"

      "Yes, I noticed that."

      "Oh my God! I'm so embarrassed."

      "Why?"

      "Because he must have noticed, too."

      
        
      

      "I'm sure he did."

      "Jenna noticed, too," Mom said.

      "What do you mean?" I turned my head toward her.

      "She asked me during the procession whether I was feeling cold in her house. When I said no, she said she thought my nipples were feeling cold."

      "Well, he would notice. After all, they were hard because of him."

      "They weren't. Don't talk crap, Liam."

      "I thought they were turned on by all his touching and groping."

      "Shut up."

      "So, you weren't enjoying?"

      "Of course not. Are you crazy? I wasn't enjoying it."

      "What was all that cupping, touching, and groping anyway?" I enquired.

      "Right? He was fondling me like I was a doll or something. 'Oh, I'll just put my hand on your tit. I'll just cup them.' I was like, man, milk them too while you are it."

      "I saw he was painting your right breast and cupping your left one. His whole hand was on it."

      "Oh, he was holding them like they were his. While you were talking with Jenna and your face was toward her, he simply grabbed my nipple in his two fingers, lifted it, and acted as if it was coming in his way. Jenna saw it but ignored it."

      
        
      

      "Yes, he was really grabbing them."

      "He doesn't do men because he doesn't like them. He doesn't like women with hair.

      All he wants to do is fondle us. I still think he peeked down there to see whether I had hair there or not."

      "But they say he has many customers," I said.

      "I dunno. Maybe he doesn't do all this with them, or maybe they like it. I don't know. Besides, he's good, so that helps, too."

      "You should go to him and get full body paint this time."

      "Yeah, right. I know where his fingers will be then. I've paid Jenna for her and his services. What did she do with your loincloth, by the way? Why was it wrongly tied?"

      "I dunno. She only loosened the knot, made the front flap a little longer, and that's it. At first, I thought she was gonna take it off."

      "I thought, too. You would have liked that."

      "Yes, of course. With her dad present in the room." I rolled my eyes.

      When we reached home, she told me to get water for her while she changed the bed sheets, so the paint doesn't spoil her good bed sheets. Then she put on an old top and pajama shorts, and I went to wear jammies and a T-shirt.

      "We'll clean the paint tomorrow. I'm too tired now. Can I sleep here?" she asked as she changed my bed sheet.

      "Yes, sure. I'll sleep in your room."

      
        
      

      "Just sleep here. I won't bite, and the devil will certainly not ravish you." She lay down on the bed. "What a night! My head is spinning. Haven't had so much beer in a long time." She turned her back toward me. "So, did you read the magazines?"

      "Yes," I mumbled. I was lying on my side with my back toward her.

      "I can order more if you are bored of looking at the same... I mean, reading the same articles."

      "Go to sleep. I thought your head was spinning."

      "Do you like jugs?"

      "Yes, I like them." I knew she was teasing me, so decided to play along.

      "Do you like looking at jugs?"

      "Yes, I do."

      "Do you like big or small jugs?"

      "If you don't want to sleep, go to your room and let me sleep," I said in mock anger.

      "Just answer me. Do you like big jugs or small ones?"

      "Depends on whose jugs they are."

      "Whether they are Jenna's, Lena's, or anyone else's. It doesn't matter, right?"

      "I'm not that thirsty." Although the truth was, I was that thirsty, that desperate.

      "Do you like drinking from jugs?"

      
        
      

      "Never done that."

      "You will. Soon," she said before drifting off to sleep.

      The next morning we got up late and then Mom spent a long time cleaning off the paint. She finally emerged from the bathroom in a pajama and a top. She was sitting opposite me in the kitchen and drinking coffee when the phone rang. She told me Jenna wanted us to come for lunch and the evening party. I asked her how long these parties would last, and she replied two more days. So she finished the coffee and went to her room to get dressed. I put on jeans and a T-shirt. When she came out of her room, my eyes followed her right from her door to the living room.

      "What?" she asked when she saw me looking at her.

      "Nothing." I averted my eyes.

      "I think it looks good," she said, gazing in the mirror at the black sheer top that was exposing her stomach, her black bra, and her ample cleavage.

      "It does." I nodded my head in agreement. "Just don't wear it outside."

      "Someone's jealous again." She lightly slapped my head. "I'm sorry to tell you, Mr. Possessive, Jenna told me to wear something 'hot'. I bought this and another one with that thong that day. This is the only hot thing I have. So, can't do anything about it."

      "Then wear the other one."

      "This is better. Will show you."

      She went back to her and came back wearing a tight white crop top, which was revealing the shape of her big boobs and her pink nipples and exposing her belly button.

      "This is better," I announced.

      
        "That one is." She again went back to her room and came back wearing the transparent one.

      She walked ahead of me, swaying her hips in the denim short shorts.

      Jenna greeted us and took us to the big room where her husband, Lena, her fiancé, her brothers, and sisters-in-law were sitting. We shook hands with them, and I saw the men take a good look at Mom's voluptuous boobs.

      They were already drinking because alcohol and beer bottles were everywhere. The room was filled with cigarette smoke. Her mother was sitting on a stool in only panties and her father was body-painting her. Just like Mom got her ample chest from Grandmother, Jenny got her's from her mother. Although she had four grown-up children, I don't think she was much older than Mom because, in this part of the world, people get married at a younger age. She was, like Jenny, 5'5 in height and had thick black hair that went up to her waist, strong legs that showed she did a lot of manual work, and a stomach that didn't have much fat. Her mother said hello to us, and her father gave a wide grin and asked Mom whether she had come to get her full body painted. Mom said she would come soon, that Jenna was looking beautiful, and he did a very good job.

      "Did you like it, Carina?" he asked.

      "Yes, I did."

      "That was a hurried job. You deserve a proper one." He flashed his white teeth as his mouth opened in a big smile. "Did the paint come off easily?"

      "It did. Thank you very much."

      I saw his eyes going to Mom's chest once or twice, but, to me at least, it looked like a natural eye movement.

      Then the whole group got up and we went to the next room for lunch.

      Mom said to Jenna she asked her to wear something hot, but everyone was wearing everyday clothes like jeans and tops except Mr. Balloon's wife. His wife was wearing a short skirt that barely covered her young and shapely thighs and a white vest under which she had nude color pasties. Jenna replied everyone would change clothes later.

      
        
      

      When the lunch was winding down, they began discussing what to do next but failed to reach a consensus, so Mom suggested truth or dare. They all stared at Mom because they had never heard of the game. Mom explained it while keeping the rules flexible, but Mr. Balloon, the guy who called Mom's breasts pink balloon, wasn't too keen, so Mom sold the game by telling him he could ask anything or make anyone do anything. Finally, he relented.

      We went back to the big room and sat down around the table, and Mom decided she would spin the bottle and ask the first question. I was sitting on Mom's left side and Jenna on her right. When Jenna's dad heard about the game, he too joined in, but her mother said she would only watch.

      Mom spun the bottle and asked Lena's fiancé, truth or dare. He chose truth, so her first question was:

      "How many partners have you had, including Lena?"

      When they heard the question, they all started laughing, and he refused to answer.

      But when they kept pestering him, he replied "Two."

      Then he spun the bottle and was struggling to come up with a funny question, so Lena helped him. He asked Lena's other brother's wife:

      "Who was your first partner?"

      She looked around and then at her husband and took someone's name, at which they all started teasing her that now they understood why he ran away from the town.

      She spun the bottle and asked Jenna's husband:

      "What do you like about Jenna the most?"

      He placed his hands over his chest, igniting laughter from the room. Jenna slapped his thigh lightly.

      
        Then he spun the bottle and asked Mom:

      "How many partners have you had?"

      "That's a tough one. Let's see."

      And she started counting slowly. As she continued counting, a silence fell on the room and all stared at her with their eyes getting bigger and bigger. After 10-15 seconds, she looked around the room and said "One." The room burst out in laughter, and they all began accusing her of lying, but she kept insisting on the number.

      Then she spun the bottle and asked Jenna's dad:

      "Who's your favorite person to paint among those present here, excluding her, of course, because everyone knows she was his favorite?"

      Her comment elicited laughter at her cheekiness. He pondered for a minute or so and said he didn't have any favorites, but Jenna gave him the least trouble.

      He spun the bottle and asked Mr. Balloon:

      "When will you get the car fixed?"

      As soon as he asked the question, his other son got up and took the bottle from him for asking a stupid question and gave the bottle back to Mom. They all also warned him not to ask such questions again.

      Mom spun the bottle and asked the other son:

      "What's your favorite position?"

      The room erupted in clapping and laughter.

      
        "Whatever's your favorite position," he replied.

      Mom smiled and told him to answer the question. He again repeated the answer, so Mom warned him she wouldn't give him the bottle. He knew she meant it, so he lay down on his back and, putting his arms in the air around his sides, started moving his arms up and down rapidly.

      "Cowgirl," Mom announced.

      It was his turn, so he spun the bottle, and when the bottle stopped, he started jumping up and down. He said he had asked this question many times but never got the answer.

      "Where was your first time?" he said to Jenna.

      She looked straight at him and said: "Dad's car."

      "This one or the old one?"

      "The old one, obviously."

      It was Jenna's turn.

      "How many partners have you had?"

      "Three," I replied without missing a beat.

      Oddly, they all believed this obvious lie. I'm sure even Mom knew this was bullshit.

      Then it was my turn, and just as I was about to ask Mr. Balloon, Jenna stopped me and discussed something with Mom in a hushed tone and then whispered a question to me.

      I asked Mr. Balloon to show us how he masturbated.

      
        "That's a great question. His style is totally bizarre," his brother said.

      Initially, Mr. Balloon refused to show us but soon gave up. He stood up, took off his shorts and underwear, and started stroking his flaccid cock. His wife was on his right and his brother's wife was on his left. His brother was right. Mr. Balloon stroked his cock from base to tip and then paused for a few seconds and again stroked it and again paused.

      "That's all he does until he is full and then he starts whipping it like crazy," his brother continued.

      I saw Jenna, Lena and others laughing. Even his mother was smiling at her son's habit.

      "You guys don't know anything. This is the best style." He put his black cock back in his shorts.

      He spun the bottle and Mr. Balloon said something in his ear, so he said he dared Mom to allow him to touch her breasts. She thought for a few seconds, lifted her top, and, putting her hand inside her bra, she brought them out.

      "But just once," she warned.

      He got up and kneeled before her. He first took a close look at her buxom boobs, then, looking straight into her eyes, he cupped and squeezed them tightly. Mom kept her eyes locked with his and didn't react at all. He then put his index fingers and thumbs around her pink nipples and squeezed them. After he went back to his position, Mom pushed her big boobs back into her bra.

      Now it was Mom's turn. Jenna's husband whispered something to Mom. So Mom dared Lena to take off her panties. As soon as she said that, a loud sigh went out. Nearly all of them, including her fiancé, said she was always taking off her panties. They accused her husband of asking a useless question. While all this was going on, Lena got up and took off her jeans, showing her hairless pussy to all of us.

      "Oh, sit down. We don't want to see it," her brother said.

      She spun the bottle and without waiting for any suggestions, she dared her fiancé to show his cock.

      "Why? Haven't you seen it?" He was rubbing her back.

      
        
      

      "You called me a slut. Now you undress." She flared her nostrils and clenched her fists.

      He, as expected, refused, but they all ganged up against him, so he had no other option. He stood up and took off his shorts and underwear.

      "It's too small. I can't see anything," Mr. Balloon remarked.

      "Try stroking it," his brother's wife suggested.

      "No, that won't work. It's too small," Mr. Balloon's wife said.

      "It's built like a rod." Her fiancé pushed his flaccid cock back into his shorts.

      While all this was going on, Jenna whispered to Mom they were planning to ask Mom to take off her panties. Mom bowed her head and whispered to me it was good she wasn't wearing any.

      It was her fiancé's turn, so he got up and dared me to show my cock. I was taken aback because I wasn't expecting that and because I hadn't said anything to make him angry.

      I knew resistance was futile but I didn't roll immediately either. After making them pester me, I got up on my knees and pushed my shorts and underwear to my knees.

      For a few seconds, they looked at the half-erect cock, and then came the barbs.

      "When he puts it in, the woman asks, have you put it in?" Mr. Balloon said.

      "My finger's bigger than that?" His brother's wife showed me her index finger.

      "No, no. Hear this. When he puts it in the mouth, the woman's mouth is still open because she can't feel anything," Mr. Balloon's wife commented, laughing and clapping her hands together.

      I saw Mom smiling and looking at me and them.

      
        
      

      I, meanwhile, kept stroking it until they all, including Mom, shouted at me to put it back.

      It was my turn, so I dared Jenna to take off her panties. Without saying a word, she got up, spread her legs, and pushed her jeans and panties to the floor. She had two lines drawn in bright blue and orange running parallel to her pussy lips on each side.

      "You haven't washed them?" her mother asked.

      "I like them." Jenna bent down to pull her panties and jeans up. As she was doing that, her husband slapped her ass lightly. When her brother, sitting on her other side, saw that, he, too, slapped her ass.

      "Next time, ask your father to use better colors," her mother continued.

      Jenna's dad turned around, looked at her pussy lips, and said the colors looked good, but next time he would try other colors.

      "You can use the shades you have used on mine. They are good," Mr. Balloon's wife said.

      "I don't remember them," he replied.

      "Wait, I'll show you." She got up.

      "They are that shade of purple and red you love," Jenna said.

      "Let me see," he replied.

      Mr. Balloon's wife pushed her skirt and panties to her knees and stood there as he came closer and took a look at his daughter-in-law's black pussy.

      "OK, will use this or some other shade next time," he said, walking back to his wife.

      
        Jenna spun the bottle and it landed on Mom. Before Jenna could ask a question, Mr. Balloon got up and said he had been waiting for his chance for far too long. Now it was his turn and Jenna's chance would come later. A heated argument broke out, but before it could escalate, Jenna surrendered her chance and told him to go ahead. Mr. Balloon dared Mom to let him touch her breasts.

      "But only once." Mom took off her top and bra and placed them on her lap.

      He crawled on his hands and knees from where he was sitting to where Mom was.

      And then he sat cross-legged and stared at Mom's well-endowed boobs. He ran one finger on each tit from the top of her cleavage, over her pink nipples, and then tightly squeezed her tits, pushing her nipples forward. He kept squeezing, but when he saw no reaction from Mom, he let them go and said thank you in heavily accented English.

      "That was great, really great. I underestimated you," Jenna's husband, clearly impressed by Mr. Balloon, said.

      His brother, his dad, and even Lena clapped. Lena's fiancé asked Mr. Balloon to give him some tips.

      Mom gave the bottle back to Jenna as it was her chance. Her other brother's wife whispered something in her ear and both started laughing.

      "We have asked you this question many times, but today, you have to tell us. What do you eat that makes it taste so bad?"

      Her brother's wife, Mr. Balloon's wife, and Lena started laughing.

      "We all eat the same things. Even he eats the same thing, but his doesn't taste bad." Her brother's wife pointed at Mr. Balloon.

      "How do you know?" her husband asked.

      "She tells me," his wife replied, signaling at Mr. Balloon's wife.

      
        "Yes, his doesn't," Mr. Balloon's wife concurred.

      "I don't know. Maybe I'm special," Jenna's brother defended himself.

      "You eat out a lot, that's why. When I cook something, you don't eat it. You should eat at home," his mother said.

      "She doesn't want to do it, that's why she's saying all this," he said.

      "Don't lie. I did it today itself. It doesn't taste bad every time. Sometimes it does," his wife replied.

      "Don't blame her. Boycott him until he stops eating trash," Jenna said.

      "Stop harassing my boy. I'll make your favorite dishes, don't worry. Stop eating trash all the time." Now his mother came to his defense.

      "And I won't boycott you, never." His wife got up and planted a kiss on his lips.

      "But I'll boycott you if you ever taste bad. And it won't be just my mouth." Lena turned toward her fiancé and warned him.

      "Mine tastes like Swiss chocolate, doesn't it?" Mr. Balloon asked, spreading his leg and poking his 19-year-old wife's perky tit with his toe. "I got these for her." He pointed at her pasties with his toes.

      "I got them," Lena said.

      "I asked you to get them. Where did I see them?" Mr. Balloon asked Lena.

      "Vogue magazine."

      "They are looking good on her," Mom said as she gazed at her tits.

      "She's looking hot." He pressed his toes into her round and perky boobs.

      
        
      

      "Let's continue the game," Jenna said, giving the bottle to her brother, but just then, some people came to meet Mr. Balloon and his brother, so the game was abandoned to some other day.

      As his brother was leaving the room, he said to Mom next time he'd make her take off her panties.

      "I don't wear panties," Mom replied.

      "That's good then, very good," he mumbled and left the room.

      Lena and others were sitting on the couch and talking something in their language while Mom, Jenna, and I were standing next to each other.

      I turned and saw Jenna's mom lying on the sheet on the floor with her legs spread open and her father was sitting next to her with his brushes and paints.

      "That was a very naughty game, but I enjoyed it," her mom said as she took off her panties, exposing her clean-shaven pussy.

      "Thank you. I enjoyed it, too. So, you're getting the full bodywork."

      "Yes. He insists on it. He doesn't listen." She pointed at her husband with her fingers.

      "He's very good. Everyone praises him. I think he does full body work on Jenna also because she was praising his work." Mom looked at her husband.

      "Oh, he does it on Jenna, Lena and others. He's been doing it for years. You should also try it."

      "I intend to," Mom assured her.

      Little later, her two sons came and began talking with their Mom, who was completely naked on the floor, and their dad was sitting near her and painting the area around her pussy. They discussed something for about 10 minutes and went away. Jenna told us we should get ready as her dad was nearly finished, and we had to leave with them.

      
        
      

      I was under the impression I would go in the clothes I was wearing, so was chilling with Jenna's husband and Lena's fiancé when Jenna came and handed all three of us are costumes. Lena's fiancé went to the bathroom and came out wearing only a black loincloth. This was our costume. I waited for Jenna's husband to come out of the bathroom, and then I, too, wore the loincloth.

      A little later I heard Mom's voice calling me so came out of the room and went into another room where she was standing.

      "Are my nipples visible? I asked Jenna, but I want to be sure."

      I stepped back a little and looked at her chest and said they weren't visible.

      She was wearing a thin strip of white cloth on her chest. It was resting just above her nipples, and the only saving grace was it had two layers, so at least her nipples weren't visible.

      "Walk and jump."

      "What?"

      "I want to see whether it will stay in its place," I answered.

      So she walked and jumped a bit.

      "I think it will stay."

      "Just check the hooks also. I don't think they will break, but just check."

      I went behind her, looked at the hooks, and even pulled the cloth twice.

      "Yes, the hooks are stable. What is it, by the way?"

      "I dunno. It's just a cotton cloth they have strapped with hooks."

      
        
      

      I took another look at her and said: "At least your nipples and underboobs are safe."

      She ran her fingers below that cloth and said: "It seems so."

      "And what is this?" I pointed at the white thing she was wearing below.

      "Could you do a favor and see if my lips are visible? I looked in the mirror and don't think they are, but please check. Jenna and Lena are busy."

      "What lips?"

      "These ones." She put her hand on her groin.

      "Lips! I never thought I'd hear you say lips." I smiled at her.

      "I'm speaking your language," she replied.

      She was wearing a loincloth, but it was white and had only two layers.

      "Spread your legs." I put my hands on my knees and looked at the cloth. "Sit down on that stool."

      She went and sat down with her legs apart.

      "No, they aren't visible. But it's a very thin piece, so be careful."

      "Do you think it will tear?" She looked at me in panic with her blue eyes.

      "It won't tear. Don't drop water or anything on it."

      I went behind her and saw it was just two layers of cloth that started from her panty line and went over her pussy and ended above her buttocks. So her whole thighs and bum cheeks were naked.

      
        
      

      "And what are you wearing?"

      "At least mine isn't thin or hardly there. It's a proper loincloth for lions," I replied.

      "Come lion, let's go. They'd be waiting for us." She put her hand on my arm.

      "How do you know all these terms?"

      "What terms?" I asked.

      "Underboobs and others."

      "I read and I watch things."

      "Oh! You watch things? I've also got two things for you to watch."

      "I'm watching them." I turned my face toward her and looked at her naked cleavage.

      "Not that, stupid! Something else." She slapped my hand.

      "What, tell me," I pleaded.

      "I'll give them maybe tomorrow."

      "Tell me now," I again pleaded as we reached the big room.

      "Be patient. Girls love a patient man." She held my arm tightly, came closer, and pressed her tit into my arm.

      The whole group came out of the room and stood near us. Then Jenna came running with one hand on the white cloth on her chest. She handed a safety pin to Mr. Balloons, and he put two fingers under the white cloth over her each tit and his thumbs above the cloth, pulled the cloth tightly with his fingers, and asked his wife to put the safety pin in the center. His wife took the safety pin from his fingers and put it right in the center of her cleavage.

      "It was loose," Jenna said to us.

      "Now it's fine," Mom replied.

      Mom, Jenna, Lena, and the other women were wearing the same white thing while all the men, including Jenna's father, were wearing black loincloths. Her mother, meanwhile, was painted in various colors from her knee to her toes. She was wearing only panties and a yellow headdress.

      We joined other folks on the main road and then her mother and two other women, who were of the same age and were wearing panties, headdresses, and paint just like her, led the procession to pray to the goddess of water. When we reached a huge lake, the three women sat down on chairs that looked like a throne. Then all the girls of marriageable age but single came and stood in front of us. Their loincloths were green. They performed a dance routine in which they put their arms across each other and placed one step forward and one step back. I was, anyway, more interested in looking at their semi-naked bodies, especially their bouncing tits and the young thighs.

      After the dance ended, they bowed in front of the three women and prayed for a good husband. The women lifted their hands and wished them well. The girls walked to the lake, bowed three times to the water, and then jumped into the lake. Behind them, the rest of the procession followed. Just before the lake, Mom stopped and told us to go ahead. I understood why she was hesitant as I, too, was afraid of any mishap with my loincloth. Jenna asked her why she didn't want to go into the lake, but Mom simply asked them to go ahead. I saw Jenna wink at the men, so her husband slowly went behind Mom, picked her up in his arms, carried her to the lake, and threw her in the water. When Mom emerged, she was standing in waist-deep water, and her body was completely wet.

      "Well, you might as well enjoy it," I said.

      "You are the one who warned me not to get wet," she remarked.

      We saw Jenna waving at us, so we swam to her and joined the gang once again. We swam for over 20 minutes and then walked back to the town. My loincloth was obviously wet, but everything was in its place and no mishaps happened.

      
        The situation of the women, however, was completely different. Their breasts were so visible under the wet white cloth that wearing that cloth was utterly useless. And things weren't any better below, too. Since the cloth was so thin, it was actually sticking to their pussy lips, like a wet transparent top sticks to the body. But all the women walked on the main road as if they were properly covered. And they greeted the other townspeople without any embarrassment or shame. Some people did look at them, especially Mom. Her pink nipples were standing under the white cloth and her pink pussy lips were as visible as her mouth lips. Thankfully, the situation was relatively better behind. The white cloth was sticking to her bum hole, but she, like other women, kept pulling it away with their fingers, and the position of the hole ensured it wasn't so clearly visible. However, her whole ass was practically naked. But she made no effort to hide anything. I also noticed Jenna's dad, walking one line ahead of Mom, turned his head a couple of times to look at Mom, though he acted as if he was looking for Jenna.

      When we reached Jenna's home, we all immediately went to change as we all were wet. I had changed into my regular clothes and was searching for Mom when I peeked inside and saw Lena standing there naked, with her shaved pussy as bare as her nose. Mr. Balloon's wife was nude too, but her pussy was hidden as she was standing sideways. Mom, too, was there and she had taken off her top cloth, but she was still wearing her bottom one. She didn't see me as her back was toward me, and she was looking for something in her bag. I decided not to disturb her, so stepped back, but as I did, I saw Jenna's dad was also there. He was talking with Lena. I left them alone and sat down on a stool near the kitchen.

      When everybody was once again dressed, an argument broke out over what to do next. Jenna's other brother suggested continuing truth or dare, but his idea was immediately shot down. Then it was decided to go for dinner at a local place. Her parents weren't keen to come, especially her mother, but my mom convinced her.

      From there, we went to a watering hole. Since it was small, a real hole, some of us sat down and the rest remained standing. I nursed a beer with Mr. Balloon, his dad, and Lena's fiancé while Mom drank a gin and tonic and chatted with Jenna's mother.

      When Mom got up to get another round for everyone, Mr. Balloon's wife sat down in her place and started talking with Lena, so Mom looked around for another empty place, but there weren't any. Jenna's other brother, who was sitting next to his wife, saw her standing, so he gestured to Mom to come and sit on his lap. Mom smiled at him and sat down on his lap, with her face toward his wife. He placed one hand on her naked thighs and the other on her back. Her hands were holding the glass and sitting very comfortably on his lap. When he got up to get another beer for his wife and came back with it, she got up to give his seat back and again perched herself on his legs. We left the place only after everybody was convinced it was enough.

      I drove Mom home. On the way, I said I was confused. She asked me why.

      
        "You worry whether things are visible or not. And when they are visible, you don't worry."

      "Elaborate please." She looked at me with her blue eyes.

      "At Jenna's place, you were worried whether things were visible. They were visible when we were coming back from the lake, but then you didn't care."

      "What was I supposed to do? I knew they had this festival. Derek and Jenna had told me about it. I had read about it. I thought I'd just be an observer. I had no idea I'd join them. And how was I supposed to hide them and walk? Like this?" She put one hand on her groin and the other across her chest.

      "You could have told him you wanted to sit on the chair and he would have given

      you his seat."

      "Huh?" She pushed her long blonde hair behind her ear and looked at me again.

      "Jenna's brother at the tavern."

      "I did sense some anger. So this is the reason." She nodded her head.

      "I'm not angry. I'm just saying."

      "You could told him to get up, why didn't you? Or, you could have gotten a stool or chair for me?"

      I didn't reply and kept driving.

      "I was just sitting. I wasn't doing anything," she added after staying silent for some time.

      "Forget it. Did you notice Jenna's dad was in the room when you were changing with Lena after we came back from the lake? I went looking for you and saw him."

      
        "Yes. I waited for him to leave, but he didn't. He kept talking with Lena. I gave up and changed with my back toward him. His wife doesn't sound too happy with him. She complained to me he spends too much time with paints. She likes you a lot. She said you looked like a responsible person. If only she knew how responsible you were. And you were handsome. The poor woman is losing her eyesight."

      "She called me handsome? Just handsome? Not a Greek god?" I opened the door and picked up the bag from the back seat.

      "Keep dreaming." She opened the house door.

      "When will you give me the two things you have for me?"

      "Maybe tomorrow." She closed her room door.

      That night we slept in our respective rooms.

      When I got up in the morning, Mom was in the kitchen making breakfast in jammies and a nightshirt. We spent the whole day doing chores like cleaning the house and washing clothes.

      In the evening, we went to Jenna's place, where two friends of her brother joined us with their wives, and all of us went for a picnic on mopeds. Jenna's husband wasn't there as he had gone to another town for some work.

      I was driving it, and Mom was sitting behind me, holding me tightly for her dear life. We went to the other side of the big lake and spread the picnic blankets on the ground. I thought we would sit down and chat, but the men started taking their clothes and ran to the lake completely naked and then came back to drag the girls, too. Jenna's other brother came to me and asked me in broken English to join them, so I took off my shorts and T-shirts, but he told me to get rid of the underwear, too. I saw Mom, Jenna, Lena, and others were taking their clothes off, so I decided to strip but after Mom, who was taking off her shorts and top, was in the water. Saw her walking with other women to the lake with her ample ass completely naked. As soon as she was in the water, I took off my underwear and jumped into the lake.

      Jenna and Mom were throwing water at Jenna's other brother and basically teasing him. So he decided to take revenge. He went behind Mom and, holding her head, dipped her head in water a couple of times and, putting his hands on her back, pushed her into the water. She emerged from the water and, putting her hands on his hairy chest, she tried to push him into the water, but he proved to be too strong. So she sprinted away from him and then went back and jumped on his back, with her hands on his shoulders, forcing his face right into the water. When Mr. Balloon saw her attacking his brother, he rushed there and, putting his arms around her bare waist, pulled her away and, lifting her up, gently threw her into the water. Now Jenna and other women came to Mom's rescue and dragged her away from the men. We stayed in the lake for another 15 minutes.

      When they came out, they grabbed beers and sandwiches from the bags and lay down on the blankets on the ground totally naked. Mom, too, lay down on her back on the carpet totally nude. I went and sat down on the carpet with Jenna near Mom.

      After finishing her beer, Mom was lying with her legs open and enjoying the sun when the other brother walked by and stopped near Mom's feet and stared at her pussy. Then he said something that made Jenna laugh. She quickly translated it for me. He said he wanted to pluck Mom's pink flower.

      Without saying a word, Mom sat up on the carpet and grabbed his cock, which was erect, and shouted to his wife he was looking for her. When she grabbed his cock, he flinched and tried to get away, but she maintained her grip and kept saying to his wife he was looking for her. His wife got up from the carpet, came to him, and, grabbing his cock, literally dragged him away by his cock.

      "Anybody else wants to pluck my flower?" Mom asked as she lay back on the carpet.

      My cock, too, was hard, and I was trying to hide by sitting with my knees touching my chest, although I was sure Jenna, who was lying sideways near me, with her back toward the lake and her face toward me, knew I had a boner. The negative point was my bare ass was toward Mom. The good point was she was not looking at us. Jenna told us many couples come to this side of the lake on a full moon night as this part is usually deserted. Then she suddenly got up and shouted to Lena to get the camera before the sun went down.

      Lena got the camera and we posed for a photo. I was standing in the middle, with Jenna on the one side and Mom on the other side. Jenna had her arm on my shoulder and Mom around my waist, and Lena took the photo of Jenna and Mom showing their pussies and me with my erect cock.

      Then the two sisters-in-law came, with one standing next to me and the other next to Mom. This time, Mom placed her arm on my shoulder and I on her waist, and the wife of Mr. Balloon put her arm around my waist.

      After that, Mr. Balloon came to pose with Mom with his hard cock. He put his arm over her shoulder, with his hand above her tit but not touching it, and Mom put her arm around his waist. When his brother saw Mr. Balloon pose like that, he, too, wanted to pose like that with Mom. He also put his hand above her tit but not touching it. Mom placed his arms around his waist.

      "See, Carina, I told you, you would take off your panties," the other brother said to Mom.

      "Maybe I always wanted to take off my panties," Mom replied as Jenna took the photo.

      Then we posed with Lena and her fiancé, with her fiancé standing next to Mom and his arm around her waist, and me standing next to Lena with my arm on her waist. Surprisingly, he was the only one whose cock wasn't hard.

      Then they posed with each other. While they were taking photos, Mr. Balloon's wife said something that made them laugh, including Jenna and Mom. Jenna told me she said maybe the boys should go behind those bushes and take care of their cocks.

      The boys replied why should they go behind the bushes when the women were there. The women just laughed.

      Jenna asked me to pose with Mom, so I stood next to Mom, with our bodies touching each other's, and placed my arm around her waist, she turned her face toward me and kissed me on the cheek.

      Just then the other brother came and begged Mom for one more photo, so Mom agreed. He hugged Mom from behind, put his arm around her stomach, his face on her bare shoulder, and pressed his naked erect cock against her bare back. Mom's hands were on his hairy thighs.

      Mr. Balloon came running and he copied his brother's pose. Mom smiled and said it was like she was a young girl once again, and the boys wanted to touch her.

      "You, too, can come if you want," she said to Lena's fiancé, but he said it was alright.

      The two friends asked Mom whether they could pose with her and she said yes.

      They came and stood away from Mom and their hands at their sides. Seeing that, Jenna shouted at them to pose like a man. So they came closer and one put his arm on her shoulder and the other around her waist. Mom had her arms around their waist. They thanked Mom and went back to their wives with their erect cocks bobbing up and down.

      
        
      

      Then they started going toward the bushes, and Jenna asked us to come with them. When they reached the bushes, Jenna told us the men would stand in a line and the women would sit in the same line but a little further from the men, and all would piss together. She pushed me toward the men and took Mom with her. I went and stood in the line, with the other brother's wife squatting on my left and Lena's fiancé holding his dick and pissing on my right. Mom was between Lena and Mr. Balloon's wife. Then whoever took the longest to piss would buy beer for all of us the next time we went out. That's how it was supposed to go, but it didn't go that way. Mr. Balloon, his brother, and one of their friends stood in the line for some seconds and then ran from there and stood before Mom as she pissed. Mom, however, wasn't going to back down. As the other women shouted at the men, Mom, being Mom, parted her legs more and let them have a good look. The boys were laughing and back-slapping each other when they went to her. Now, they fell silent and shuffled back to the line to piss. But now the friend was taking too long, so we all crowded around him, including Mom, and began telling him to hurry up. The poor guy pissed as fast as he could while swearing at us like a sailor. When he was done, we all ran to the lake to wash ourselves.

      As they all started walking back to their mopeds, Jenna told Lena to let them go and take one photo of me and her. Jenna stood sideways and wrapped her arms around me and pressed her tit against my shoulder and one leg against my ass cheek and the other leg against my inner thigh just inches away from my cock. Her shaved pussy was pressed against my thigh. I, meanwhile, had my arm around her waist.

      After Lena took the photo, Jenna told her to get the photos developed by herself. She told us her husband didn't like her posing with other men. Mom said to Lena to show the roll before getting it developed.

      "Do you guys come here often?" Mom asked Lena.

      "Yes. The boys like coming here to do stupid things."

      "Like what?"

      "Oh, anything. They watch other people doing it behind the bushes. Once they challenged him to do her right here. They weren't married then." She pointed at her other brother and his wife.

      "Did he do it?"

      "Oh yes. And we were standing and clapping. That was great," Lena said as a smile spread across her face.

      
        
      

      Then they started talking about her shop. Lena told her until recently women went topless here. They didn't wear a bra or anything. Now they want the latest designs they see in magazines and movies. She said it was her dad's shop and she took it over. She gets all the things made locally to keep the cost down.

      We put on our clothes and got on the mopeds. Mom put her arms around my stomach, holding me tightly, and planted her cheek on my neck, and stayed silent all the way to Jenna's house.

      On the way back, we stopped at a roadside restaurant for a quick dinner.

      "Today was a good day," I said when we were back in the vehicle.

      "I saw that," Mom said.

      "Yes," I replied.

      "Was Jenna close enough, or do you want her to get closer?" I saw Mom looking straight at me.

      "At least, I didn't have guys shoving their things into me."

      "I'm sure you'd love that, too."

      "Projecting much?"

      "No, I'm not projecting at all. I want it. I haven't had it for so long. I need one. No denying that."

      "It was pretty obvious today." I looked at her.

      "I wasn't the one walking with a hard-on, was I?" She crossed her arms across her chest.

      Then both of us fell silent. When we reached home, I leaned over and kissed her cheek, but she didn't react and got out of the vehicle.

      
        
      

      "Where are the two things you wanted to give me?" I said after changing my clothes.

      She came out of her room in jammies and a top and handed me two DVDs. One had a photo of a girl in a cheerleader's uniform with the words Debbie Does Dallas written on it. The other showed a woman lying with her knees raised to her head and the words Emmanuelle IV written on it.

      "Have you watched them?"

      "No," she replied as she put toothpaste on her toothbrush. "Lemme know if they are worth watching and I might."

      "Where did you get them from?"

      "You remember my colleague Derek? He buys lots of DVDs, so he told me a woman near our center sells them from her house. He said she doesn't have the latest. But she has a good collection. I went to her house some days back and got a bunch of them from her."

      "You didn't tell me."

      "This festival thing started. I haven't watched any of them either."

      "How did you get these two?"

      "She has everything in those big black trash bags. I saw these two, so I picked them up. If they are awful, we can buy more."

      "OK, thanks."

      "Just keep the volume down as I'm going to sleep."

      As soon as she closed her door, I pushed Debbie into the DVD player and lay down in the living room with the remote controls.

      
        
      

      "Did you watch both of them?" she asked the next morning.

      "Yes."

      "How were they?"

      "Both are watchable. That Debbie one has, you know, more action."

      "Might watch it later. Now have to rush or I'll be late."

      I noticed she was now much more comfortable with nudity. One evening, I was lying on her bed with my back on the bed and feet on the floor, and she took off her jeans, panties, shirt, and bra right in front of me and put on her nightclothes. Then one day, I was brushing my teeth, and she came into the bathroom and started showering with me present there.

      I was reading a book in the living room one evening when she returned from a meeting and told me Jenna had given the photos they took during the procession and at the lake. She hung two of the pictures in her room in frames. In one, both of us are standing completely naked near the big lake, and in the other, which was of the procession day, I'm in the middle of her and Jenna, and they are standing topless with their bodies painted. Mom put the rest of them, including the ones with Jenna's brothers, in an album.

      On Friday evening, we were buying groceries when Mom asked whether I wanted to check out the movies at the woman's place. Both of us had already seen the ones she had bought like Casablanca, Flashdance, and North by Northwest.

      "But you haven't seen Debbie yet," I said.

      "I saw it when you were washing the car. I saw five minutes of it and lost interest. It was too much."

      When we knocked on the door, a woman, who looked older than Mom and was shorter and stoutly built, opened it.

      
        In her room, there were tins of food, clothes hanging on racks, boxes of cigarettes, and other stuff. It looked like she sold everything and anything. Mom told her we wanted to see some DVDs, so she pointed at the trash bags. Mom started rummaging through them. She said something to me and Mom pointed at another bag and told me my stuff was in that. So I opened it and saw heaps of porn movies. There were American ones, obviously, but also Japanese and Italian. I sat down on my ass on the floor just like Mom was sitting and went through them one by one and selected three. Though I wanted to take many more, I didn't because I didn't want (a) the woman to think I was some weirdo and (b) Mom to roll her eyes. I showed the woman I had picked three but didn't show her the covers.

      "So what did you get?" I asked once we were back in the vehicle.

      I dragged the plastic bag toward me and saw Gone with the Wind, Tootsie, and Raiders of the Lost Ark.

      "What did you get?" Mom asked me.

      "Dunno. A friend had mentioned this movie, so I got it." I picked up a DVD and showed it to her.

      The cover showed a woman wearing a dress and standing with a topless man. The names Kay Parker and Mike Ranger were written next to them.

      "Taboo? What's that?" She turned her face toward me.

      "I guess it's a hit because there was a whole series of Taboo movies in the bag. I got until Taboo 3. They might even help you with your research."

      "What research?"

      "Your research into Jenna's relationship with her dad." I winked at her.

      On reaching home, she changed into a loose T-shirt and short shorts, grabbed a beer from the refrigerator, and lay down on the couch.

      "What are you doing?" I asked as I wanted her to go to her room, so I could watch the porn movies.

      
        "Put the Taboo in. Let's watch it together."

      "Are you sure?"

      "Just put it in." She took a swig of the beer.

      I pushed it into the DVD player and sat down on the single couch. Since Mom was lying, her head was toward me and her face was facing the TV, which was some relief as her face wasn't toward me.

      "Forward it," I said when they showed Parker sucking her husband's cock within one minute of the film's start.

      "Shut up and watch. He's hairy. Jenna's dad gonna hate him," she commented about the husband.

      "So you wanted this kind of threesome?" she continued her commentary as Parker called her friend Gina on the phone and Gina is with a girl and a boy.

      "How many threesomes are they going to show? I think threesomes is the taboo. No, wait. Now he's watching his own mom showering. Have you seen me showering or changing?" She raised her head and turned her face toward me.

      "Will you keep running your commentary all the way?"

      "Just answer my question."

      "No, I haven't."

      "Is my commentary disturbing you?"

      "No, do continue. I'm loving it."

      "It's porn, not When Harry Met Sally. And don't do anything there." She lay back again.

      
        "I'm not doing anything. I'm just sitting here."

      At first, I didn't understand what she was saying. It took me a minute to get what she was saying. But when I understood it, I decided to give back.

      "You also don't do anything there."

      "Fat chance of that happening. So now they have moved from threesomes to orgies. What a stupid movie."

      Two minutes later, she again started.

      "Wait a second," she said, pausing the movie. "That orgy has excited her so much that now she has gone to her son's bedroom. That's some stretch," she added without moving her eyes from the screen.

      "Let's see what other gems this movie has."

      And it continued.

      "Now there's a twist in the tale. She's now regretting doing her son. What is she going to do now? Kill herself or kill her son? The mystery deepens."

      "What's happening today? You usually watch movies silently, like normal people."

      "You are taking it way too seriously. You do know these movies aren't meant to be taken seriously, don't you?" she said, turning her face toward me.

      "I'm just wondering."

      "The good thing is you can fast-forward it and finish it in 15 minutes. Imagine when there were no remote controls. What a torture that must have been," she said when the movie ended.

      
        She switched off the player and the TV and went into her room. I waited 10-15 minutes before putting Taboo II on.

      In the morning, we went hiking and both of us didn't mention the movie. After hiking, we swam in the lake and came home around 12. In the evening, Mom wanted to go for a drive, so I got the 4X4 out, and we went to the hilltop where we had gone with the procession. Mom placed the picnic carpet on the ground and both of us lay down side by side.

      "There are so many stars. The whole sky is filled with stars." I looked at the clear blue sky.

      "Do you think these pink balloons are inflated?"

      "What?"

      "These pink balloons," she replied, pointing at her breasts with her finger but keeping her eyes on the sky.

      "Why would everyone want to play with them if they were inflated?" I asked.

      "I dunno. You prefer Jenna's."

      "That's not true. I don't prefer her's at all."

      "Really?" she said, turning sideways and looking at me.

      "Really."

      She leaned forward and planted a kiss on my lips and then one more. I put my arms around her back and embraced her tightly. She climbed on top of me and, bringing her face right above mine, pushed her tongue into my mouth. We started playing with each other's tongues, and then I began kissing her ear and neck. She started kissing my stomach and, pushing my T-shirt up, she began sucking my nipples hard, making me moan in pleasure. I pushed her to the ground and, lifting her top over her head and pushing her bra down, planted my lips on her pink nipple and began sucking it and caressing her other voluptuous tit with my hand. She was writhing with pleasure on the ground and put her long legs around my back, locking me in a firm grip. I grabbed her other boob and started sucking it while my fingers played with her other nipple. Then I slid down and began kissing her stomach and her belly button as she dug her nails into my back. I opened the button of her denim shorts and pushed it down with her panties, and then, parting her legs, slipped my tongue into her pussy. She took my fingers and put them on her pussy, so I started rubbing my fingers over her pussy. Then she got rid of my T-shirt and pushed my shorts to my knees. I sat up on my knees and she cupped my balls and took my raging cock in her mouth. She placed her hands on my ass and began sucking my cock. Then she took it out from her mouth and guided it to her wet pussy. She lay back with her arm on her face and her eyes closed as I fucked her.

      "That was good. Really good," she said as I lay there slumped on her stomach with my head buried between her neck and shoulder.

      We stayed like that for around two minutes. I lifted my head, looked into her deep blue eyes, and kissed her pink lips.

      "Who told you about that Taboo movie?" she said as I rolled over and lay next to her.

      "There's a guy called Sean...Sorry, there was a guy called Sean in the school who told me about it."

      "What's in the 2nd and 3rd?"

      "That son goes away and she starts doing the other son."

      "How convenient. I might, just might, do it with two guys, but never an orgy. That's just too weird. And you also don't do it. You never know what disease you will catch." She stared at me.

      "What about another woman?"

      "No. I doubt it. It's like kissing yourself. Where's the fun in that? Forget that. Who were you thinking about when you were watching it?" She turned on her side toward me and, placing her elbow on the ground, rested her face on her palm.

      "You." I looked at her in her eyes. "And you?"

      She brought her face closer to mine and kissed my lips softly.

      
        "Maybe next time we can have a threesome." She ran her hand on my bare stomach.

      "You mean with Jenna?" I asked.

      "No. I mean with you and her brother or both brothers."

      I felt anger rising inside me and knew my face was turning red.

      "I love it when you get angry. Come, kiss me." She moved her hand toward my resting cock.
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