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Waiting in Terminal 2 at Ft. Lauderdale-Hollywood Airport that late August day for my niece's plane to arrive, I smiled, anticipating this family reunion eagerly. Patricia, the eighteen year old daughter of my only sibling, was coming to live with me while she studied at the Art Institute of Fort Lauderdale.
After finishing high school last June in her home town of Tacoma, Washington, the youngster had finally decided, after much deliberation, to attend art school, and her family had welcomed my offer to have her stay with me while she studied.
After the death of my parents some years ago, the only family I had left was my younger sister Annie and her two daughters, Patty and seventeen year old Gail. Annie, a widow for the last three years, was now forty-two, three years younger than I, and although we lived at opposite ends of the country, we had always kept in close contact through mail, phone, e-mail and visits. I had tried to get to Tacoma every Christmas and tried to have Sis and her family visit me in Florida every summer.
I had been looking forward to Patties visit as I hadn't seen the young girl in eighteen months as I hadn't been able to get to Tacoma last Christmas and she hadn't come last summer with her Mom and sister due to summer school commitments.
I remembered her as a tall but somewhat gangly and underdeveloped young girl and wondered how she had filled in since I had last seen her. She had always been a striking looking girl who promised to become a stunner once her body developed its womanly curves.
In her last letter, my sister Annie had written that in the last year Pat had developed into an incredible sexy young woman, but one who so far had not had much contact or experience with boys or men. She added that she believed Patty had never been serious with a boy and was undoubtedly still a virgin.
Annie had asked me, her brother to try and help the young girl as she explored her sexuality. Grinning, I wondered what the innocent young girl would make of her uncles racy lifestyle and how she would adjust to my household.
I had moved to Florida twenty-two years ago, after graduating in computer engineering from the U of W. I always had known that I didn't want to live my life in the rainy northwest and had chosen the sun and sand of Florida over California when a school friend who had grown up in Florida offered me a place to stay while I decided what to do with my life.
Within a year I had set up my own software development company, within five it was a huge success and in the mid nineties I had been able to sell the company for millions, a man who at thirty-five had his financial future secured. I had only a few interests in life; travel, my sisters family, and sexual gratification in all its forms.
And so, I had spent the last ten years traveling the world's beaches from my Fort Lauderdale base, all the while trying to help Annie in every way possible. Since Anne's husbands tragic death three years ago I had been trying to convince her to move in with me in Florida, but she had resisted, wanting her two daughters to finish high school where they had started.
Meanwhile I, who had had a voracious sexual appetite since puberty, was free to sample every sexual whim I had. A handsome, super rich, well endowed male with lots of time on my hands, I had no problem attracting a continual stream of beautiful women to my bed. I knew young Patty would be exposed to a lot of sexual information just watching her uncle.
"Uncle Joe, over here, its me" sang out through the terminal and as I looked up and saw the stunning woman approaching, I gasped, just recognizing the Patty I knew within this vision of female sexuality coming at me with open arms.
As we embraced each other warmly with kisses and hugs, I was aware of every curve on this nubile young girl's body as it pressed itself provocatively into mine. Involuntarily my penis started to climb towards hardness and I had to move her quickly out to arms length to conceal my sexual arousal.
"My God sweetie, you're the prettiest young thing I've seen in years. I'm so happy your coming to live with your old uncle."
"Me too. I so happy to see you again Uncle Joe and I'm really looking forward to art school. And no more eleven months of rain every year" she laughed, again hugging me tightly, her firm young breasts trying to poke holes in my chest. "I can hardly wait to get to your house and jump in the pool, the sun beating down on my body" she almost shouted, pulling me towards the luggage ramp. "And you don't look that old!"
Wait til you have my large cock buried deep in your body, I thought, as we exited the terminal towards the car lot, still hand in hand.
I had bought a house twenty years ago on one of the famous islands of Fort Lauderdale, just minutes from the main dining and shopping street of Los Olas Boulevard. Situated at the end of the island, between two canals and facing the intercoastal waterway, the house had complete privacy from any neighbors.
The back of the house opened onto a large deck and pool area and then down to my private dock where my 36' ocean cruiser sat. The yard was planted in riotous sub tropical foliage, with palm trees competing with a wide variety of flowering shrubs and flowers.
Arriving home with Patty at close to midnight I gave the young girl a quick tour of the house, showing her the changes I had made to accommodate her new status as a resident. "I'll leave you now, sweetie, I know you're tired, we'll talk in the morning."
"Oh, Uncle Joe, can't we have one swim before bed?" she begged.
"OK, come on" I said smiling and led her by hand out to the deck where I lit the underwater pool light but left everything else in the dark. "Do you want a swimming suit or do you still like to skinny dip? You and your sister always used to like swimming naked when you were young."
"Are you wearing a suit?" she challenged.
Quickly I pulled my shirt over my head, dropped my shorts and dove in the pool. Surfacing I asked "Joining me soon?" As she slowly stripped, even in the dim light I could see what a magnificent woman she had become. Beautiful full breasts topped by erect nipples bounced as she jumped into the water, her dark bush drawing my eyes downward.
Swimming over to me she laughed and putting her arms around my neck and drawing our bodies together said "Oh, I used to love to come here every summer and visit you. I loved swimming nude with sis, fishing off the wall during the days, going out on the ocean in your boat – I'm so happy you're letting me stay here Uncle Joe" she finished, kissing me lightly on the lips.
"Come on, its time you got to bed, you must be exhausted. We'll have a long talk tomorrow" I said giving her firm butt a playful slap as we walked up the stairs. "And Patty, nothing could make me happier than you being here with me."
I went to bed that night in the arms of my little Chinese slave, Lin, but as I fucked her long and hard, it was Patricia's body that was in the forefront of my thoughts.
The next morning, after my customary 50 laps in the pool and shower, I knocked on Patsy's door and hearing a muffled 'come in' entered to find her still under the sheets. "Wake up sleepy head" I yelled, going over to her bed and mussing her hair. Pushing the silk sheet down her naked body, Patty arched her back in a languid stretch and said "Gee Uncle Joe, these are the softest sheets I've ever slept in – I feel like staying in bed all day."
"If you hurry up, I'll take you out clothes shopping today" I promised.
"Don't you like my clothes? I brought just about everything I own" she pouted.
"I thought I'd like to buy you some Miami tropical wear. I want my little niece to be the hottest little art student in South Florida" I teased. "Go grab a shower and meet me in the kitchen in ten minutes."
It was Friday and Patty didn't start school until Monday so I had three days to get her ready for life in Florida. We spent fifteen hundred dollars in 'Victoria's Secret', just our first stop in what Patty later called the best shopping day in her life and we arrived home late in the afternoon laden with tens of boxes which we piled all over her floor. "I'm going for a swim. I'll see you at dinner; we're eating at eight sharp, why don't you wear one of your new dresses?" I added as I left her to her new clothes.
Twenty-five minutes later I saw her approaching me, after a quick dip I had retired to a large cushioned lounger by the edge of the pool. "You're still a nudist Uncle Joe?" she asked, taking in my whole body in a slow inspection and then sitting down next to me, our bodies touching lightly.
"Yes, I usually swim and tan naked but if you don't like it Princess I'll get a suit."
"No, I like it. It's weird; up in the north we're always fully covered, just a little skin exposed is considered exciting. Down here with the hot sun and swimming all the time it's just natural to be naked. You don't mind if I go naked, do you?" she asked smiling as she opened her robe revealing her body in all it's natural glory.
"Christ, you've really grown up! The last time you were here was two summers ago and you had just little bumps on your chest, no hips and almost no hair down below. Stand up and let me get a good look at this beautiful young woman."
"I know, I was a real dork in those days, I was afraid I'd never grow breasts. God, look at them now" she demanded, cupping a hand under each and lifting them even more. "If they get much bigger, they'll be too big. Do you think I should shave down below?" she asked, moving one hand through the curls on her lower mound while bringing her pelvis towards my face.
"I'd say you're just about perfect Patricia. You may be the most beautiful girl in South Florida. I'm going to have to get a big stick to fight off all the boys that will be chasing you. Come here and sit next to your uncle."
As she sat down I pulled out a tube of sun block and offered it to her saying "With your white skin make sure you put this on at all times for the first couple of months, its really important that you use it."
"Could you put it on for me please? I don't want to miss a spot" she added grinning, testing how much she could get away with when dealing with her old Uncle.
Starting first with her face and neck, I then proceeded slowly downward, applying the cream in smooth firm strokes. "It's really important to get your breasts well covered as they are much whiter than the rest of your body" I said chuckling, taking my time fondling first one breast and nipple before moving to the second while assuring her "You do have lovely breasts though; some young art student is going to love putting those hard nipples in his mouth. Do you like it when a man sucks your nipples, Patty?"
"Uncle Joe! I haven't let a man touch my breasts like that ever!" she protested loudly.
"Why not? Don't you like the feeling of my hands on your body?"
"Oh, yessss."
"You're eighteen, you're sexy and you look healthy. You're not a lesbian are you?" I said as I continued to massage her firm orbs while occasionally tweaking the now fully erect nipples.
"No I'm not. I just don't have much experience with men. Four years at an all-female high school and a dorky body didn't get me many dates" she whispered quietly. "Oh, you're making me feel hot; I like your hands on me Uncle, don't stop" she finished huskily.
As my hand moved inexorably downward across her belly and through the thick curls at its base I assured her "Sweetie, I guarantee I'm going to find you lots of handsome men that will be honored to go out with you. You'll get those pretty nipples sucked all you want and maybe this little bud chewed on too" I said referring to her clitoris that my roving hand was now caressing softly. "So you do like cock?" I added.
"Uncle, your penis is the only one I've ever seen live. Sure I've seen movies, pictures and stuff on the internet but yours is my first real one."
"Don't worry I'll find someone to make love to you in the next two weeks at the latest" I promised confidently. Holding my penis up I asked "Do you like him? Would you like to touch him?"
"Uncle, aren't you supposed to be protecting me from all those bad males who want to ravage me?" she asked mischievously as one of her hands tentatively reached for my slowly rising shaft.
"Patty, I believe that a beautiful healthy young girl like you should be enjoying your sexual freedom while you can. You should find out what you like and don't like while you're still young. Sex is both good and fun so enjoy it. I'm ready to answer any questions you have about the subject. Do you like touching him?"
"Oh yes, he's much smoother than I would have guessed," she murmured, "like a warm marble shaft, oh, and see how he grows long, looking so proudly at me. God he'd never fit! Do they have smaller models that would be better for me?"
"Don't you worry! You'll be able to take just about any man you meet. He loves it when you move your hands over him like that" I gasped. Guiding her other hand on to my sac with its two bouncing balls and then showing both her hands how to move to stimulate me maximally, I finally groaned "Now you get to see your first load of sperm erupting from your first live penis" as my ejaculation exploded up my pulsating piston and splashed on her hands, arms and chest.
After using a finger to remove a big drop of white cream hanging from one of her nipples, I offered it to Patsy and slowly inserted my finger between her lips.
"Ymmm it tastes good" she purred as she stuffed another finger full into her mouth.
"Save some room for dinner. Lin's been cooking all afternoon to make something good especially in your honor."
"Who's Lin?"
"My little Chinese slave" I said as I stood and walked towards the house, leaving the poor girl agape.
When Patty arrived at the table at eight o'clock, she was wearing one of the sexy new summer dresses I had bought for her that day. A lovely bright silk print dress with spaghetti straps and a modest décolleté cut, made my young niece simply irresistible.
I couldn't help but notice that she was braless as her breasts rippled under the smooth silk. Embracing her lightly and giving her quick pecks on both cheeks a la Français, I said "You are quite ravishing my dear. Dinner is served."
As Patty was taking the first sip of her wine, little Lin arrived, 5 feet tall and ninety-five pounds, completely naked and carrying two platters of food. The wine flew out of the mouth of the astounded teen as she pointed, mouth agape at the naked Asian approaching her side.
"Its only Lin, Patricia, there's nothing to be excited about."
"But she's naked" she gasped.
"I like to be served by a beautiful naked woman. I've always found the food tastes better when I have a sexy little body next to me" I explained as I cupped her naked rear end in my hand. "Lin, I want you to meet my niece Patricia; you must treat her as you would me, obeying any of her demands."
"Yes of course Master. Does Mistress Patricia demand anything of her humble slave Lin?" she asked of Patty.
"Uncle, what do you mean she's your slave?"
"I went to Hong Kong last year and bought her. She's been serving me ever since" I explained.
"We don't have slaves in America!"
"It's a complicated story, Patty."
"But Uncle?"
"Patty, the foods hot. We can discuss it after dinner" I insisted powerfully.
Through the ensuing four courses of excellently prepared food, poor Patty struggled not to ask me any more questions but I could see the battle she was waging with herself not to say anything every time Lin reappeared with more food. We moved to the den/TV sitting room for dessert and coffee where Patsy and I sat on the couch as Lin served.
"So how was your first day in the Sunshine State honey?" I asked.
Hugging me she said "Oh Uncle Joe, you've been so good to me. I love my room and the clothes are wonderful. I also met my first slave and saw my first real life penis – what more could an eighteen year old ask for? I tell you, I'm going to sleep well tonight."
"Well tomorrow I'm going to take you to the nude beach; it's certainly time you saw some cock and lots of it. But I do have one more little gift for you before you go to bed – Lin come here" I shouted. "Lin, Patty definitely needs the thing we talked about earlier, could you give it to her."
"Yes Master" she purred as she knelt between Patties legs and moved her hands under the hem of her dress, reappearing seconds later with Patties panties in hand. "Lay back Mistress, let Lin love you."
"Uncleeee!" cried Patty as Lin's lips licked slowly upwards between Patties legs. I quickly pulled Patties dress over her head and started to caress her nipples as Lin's tongue finally found the teen's engorged clitoris. Minute after minute the Asians small tongue worked it magic, ultimately bringing the youngster to a crescendo of climaxes that left her panting in ecstasy. Both Lin and I slowly caressed Patty, bringing her slowly back to sanity.
"I hope you liked that sweetie. Now I'm going to fuck my little slave and let you watch and learn." Stripping quickly, I then lay the petite girl over my lap, her tight little bum resting on my lap with her legs draped over Patty's legs. My penis rose from between Lin's thighs, standing proudly next to the shaven pussy lips already moist and half open in anticipation.
"You're too big, Uncle Joe. You'll kill her!" exclaimed Patty.
"Just watch honey; Lin has had him deep in her many times."
"I love him" laughed the little Asian, as she swiveled on my lap, lifted herself up and then holding my shaft, lowered herself in one continuous stroke, impaling herself deeply.
"Fuck me Master, oh, fuck me hard" she squealed as I easily lifted and dropped her light weight over my hard piston. After minutes of pumping we both came in a torrent of juices which spilled out of her body as I slowly pulled out. Grabbing Patty by the head, I moved her lips towards my semi hard cock telling her "Clean my cock honey. That's right, lick him completely clean. Suck the last drops of my sweet come out of him. God, honey, you have a great set of lips on you. Come here and give your uncle a kiss."
"Please fuck me Uncle, now it's my turn, pleaseee"
"Not tonight sweetie. Remember, you're my niece. Don't worry though, I promise I'll get that juicy pussy filled by a big cock before you know it"
"Gee whiz! It's not fair" she complained, pouting.
"It was only your first day in Florida" I said laughing, "Now get to bed and dream of what's to come."
...To be continued.
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Saturday morning was a repeat of Friday as I had to again wake up the little minx who still seemed to be on Tacoma time. Watching her, lying naked on her bed, the sheet thrown off during the night, I paused as I sat on the edge of her bed and watched her perfect teenage body stretched invitingly, just waiting for a man to penetrate it.
Lying next to her, just dressed in sweaty gym shorts, I proceeded to lightly run my hands over her silky skin, then woke her by sticking my tongue deep into one ear and licking it
"Oh, gee, what time is it Uncle Joe? Not morning already. I've got to sleep," she mumbled as she stretched like a cat and turned over.
Giving her first a firm slap on her butt and then caressing both cheeks firmly and insistently I slowly felt her body respond, no longer unaware of her surroundings. Pulling her head around and firmly inserting my tongue between her lips, I then relentlessly pushed my big finger into her anal opening.
"Uncle Joe! Fuck, oh fuck. God, stop, you're hurting," she yelled, fighting to escape my grip, thrashing helplessly against my strength.
"Time to wake Princess," I laughed while picking her up and carrying her to the shower in her bathroom. Holding her against my body I turned the cold water tap on full and grinned as her shrieks echoed around the room. Finally I turned the warm water on and her yells subsided.
"You bastard! I can't believe you woke me like that," she exclaimed ferociously. And yet, as the water warmed her I started to feel her body move against mine, almost unconsciously trying to arouse me. She sensuously moved her firm breasts back and forth, her nipples so hard they were almost painful as they dug into my skin. My now fully aroused cock was poking up and into her belly button, keeping us apart for a second before she jammed her stomach towards me, trapping my hardness between us.
Carrying her soaking from the shower, I threw her onto the bed and then dove on top of her, my mouth seeking out her hairy mount. As my tongue found her rising clitoris, I felt her lips tentatively embrace my cockhead. Turning our bodies so that I was on my back with Patty spread on top of me, I grabbed her two ass cheeks and pulled her moist and distended vulva to my mouth.
Patty, for her part, seemed to need no instruction in cock sucking. With one hand massaging my balls, the other was drawing my shaft deep into her mouth, her tongue working continuously over my full length.
As I brought her to climax her body started shuddering in deep waves of passion, finally flooding my tongue in her female discharge. Lifting her legs and waist off me and moving her so she ended up kneeling between my legs, her mouth always stuffed with my engorged prick, I sat up, using my hands to direct the motions of her bobbing head.
"Suck me sweetie, oh shit, take my prick right down your throat, my beautiful little slut niece. Christ eat my cock Patty, lick your Uncle Joe's big dick," I yelled, all the while pushing deep into her throat. Finally I came, filling her with my male essence.
As we lay quietly facing each other, touching gently I asked, "Did you like my cock in your mouth, honey?"
"You know Uncle, I went eighteen years without a prick in my life and now I know it's the most important thing. Why didn't any one tell me? teach me? warn me?" she complained. "I want you to fuck me and the sooner the better!" she insisted.
"Oh Patty, I'm going to fuck you; you can count on that. Before this weekend is over this penis is going to penetrate every hole in your body. Now lets have breakfast, we're both going to need all our energies for what's coming". Walking to the kitchen, both of us still naked, I ordered Lin to prepare us a full breakfast – bacon and eggs, OJ, the works.
"Yes Master, right away. And how is my beautiful Mistress this morning? You look very eatable this morning Miss Patty," she finished while lightly caressing the teen's tight bum.
"I've already eaten and been eaten this morning Lin; I hope your meal is as tasty as Uncle's sweet meat," she replied smirking.
"Oh, nothing quite tastes as good as my Master's body. All my meals would taste sweeter if Master would spray his cream over them first".
"Well Unc, would you like to put him in my bowl of cereal," she asked laughing while seizing my penis firmly.
As the two of them laughed I grabbed each in turn, putting them over my lap and spanking them firmly.
"OK girls, we're leaving in an hour for the beach. Patty, you get the towels and beach stuff, and Lin, you prepare lunch and drinks for us all. I'm going to get the boat ready".
Fifty-five minutes later we were motoring out through Port Everglades Inlet on our way to the ocean, my boat, called the 'Big Propeller', chugging along smoothly at ten knots. As soon as we hit the ocean both girls stripped down and lay on the fore deck naked, each beautiful in her own way.
Thirty minutes later we arrived at the beach where we anchored one hundred yards offshore. Taking the binoculars Patty slowly moved them up and down the shoreline, "Well you promised me penis's Uncle Joe and I got to say you delivered" she laughed and then diving over the side yelled "I'll see you guys later".
Lin and I slowly followed, bringing the supplies to shore on an air mattress and then setting up on the sand. It was a delight watching the two girls cavort on the sand and frolic in the water that day.
They were a study in contrasts, the five foot, ninety-five pound Chinese and the tall (5'9") one hundred forty pound American. Lin's long black straight hair and shaven pussy versus beautiful wavy auburn hair both top and bottom. Small cuppable breasts topped by small aureoles and firm little nipples versus Patties proud, succulent orbs with eraser sized ends.
All day men continually approached the two, clearly stunned by their beauty, seeking to connect with them. Patty impressed her old uncle, even though young she showed an ability to converse and handle herself in a way few her age were capable of.
After pulling up anchor late that afternoon, Patty placed herself between the controls and my body, pushing her large firm bottom onto my shaft.
"Thanks Unc, I had a great day". Putting one arm between her legs she grasped me firmly saying, "This one was the prettiest prick of them all", then turned and bending rapidly gave him a quick suck and kiss. "Can Lin drive this boat?"
"Yes, why?"
"I want to lose my virginity on this boat, in your arms with the sun hot on my body. It's your penis I want. Please".
"But honey. Are you sure?"
Drawing me by phallus towards the sun bed on the bow I shouted to Lin, "Just keep us on an even course north, we're in no hurry to get home".
"Yes Master", she giggled, and then added, "be gentle Master"
We lowered ourselves to the bed, my eyes inches from hers as she whispered "Not that gentle please!" Our mouths approached, our lips slowly met and then our tongues entwined. I was surprised at the excitement I felt touching this young girl; after all she was just the last in a long line of women.
Lying on our sides facing each other, our bodies lightly touching I could feel we were both trembling, she in excitement and perhaps nervousness, I in anticipation. "God you're beautiful, Patty", I purred. "Just your lips are enough to make me crazy."
Our hands moved across the others body, caressing, exploring and then quickly realizing no more foreplay was required. Her cunt was already moist and open; my cock straining and bucking, impatient to enter her tunnel of sex.
"Fuck me Uncle Joe, oh God please put it in, pleaseee, I need him in me now", she gasped, panting hard.
Lifting her ankles onto my shoulders, I pulled her pussy towards my large, almost purple cockhead, drops of pre come already lubricating itself. Placing him at her entrance, I slowly forced the head into her heat, stopping as I met her unbroken membrane.
"It may hurt at first, honey", I warned, "but only for a minute and then womanhood awaits. Be brave". Then using my hands to pull her towards me, I thrust and smashed through her defenses in one long, deep stroke.
"Ooowww, oooww Uncle Joe, you're killing me! Mercy, pleaseee Uncle no", she screamed, her body thrashing in vain to unseat me.
Knowing that it was important she derive some pleasure from our coupling, I continued to pump my throbbing shaft hard into her body, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust.
"You're so beautiful, my darling Patty", I continually assured her as her sobs and moans racked my ears. Long, slow strokes were interspersed with hard short jabs until finally I felt her body respond. Tentatively at first, but then more aggressively my thrusts were countered by her hips which rose to meet me.
Hesitantly her moans changed in tenor, now reflecting the pleasure my manhood was bringing her.
"Uuummm, uhmm, oh yessss", she yelped, her whole body shuddering in joy. "Oh Uncle, don't ever stop, more, harder, oh fuckk", she screamed, the first spasms of her orgasm moving outward from her soaking cunt.
As my penis exploded and spurted in response, bathing her insides, I collapsed on top of her, drained completely, stunned at how my own flesh and blood had moved me.
As we lay facing each other, both gasping heavily, she finally asked, "Was I OK Uncle Joe, did I please you?"
"Patty you are the most incredible woman in the world, you're perfect. I didn't hurt you too much?"
"I'm so sore", she laughed, "but what a good sore. Can you do it again or do you need a rest first", she asked mischievously.
Pulling her on top of me I yelled at Lin, "Are we still on course?"
"Yes Master, we won't be at Port Everglades for another twenty minutes".
We each came two more times before we tied up at my dock, both of us exhausted, yet I felt a sexual satisfaction I had rarely enjoyed before. I was staggered that my young niece had fulfilled me more than the hundreds of woman I had slept with over the past twenty years.
Carrying her in my arms up to her room, I laid the sweet teen softly on her bed and turned to leave.
"Please stay, Uncle Joe. You know, I think I'm in love with you. Please, I want you to sleep with me tonight. I want to wake in your arms", she said, barely audibly.
Lying next to her, holding her in my arms I whispered, "I know I'm in love with you honey" as I felt her body fall into sleep.
To be continued
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I awoke the next morning to see a headful of thick auburn hair bobbing between my legs, my penis straining against a lapping tongue. "Oh Patty baby, what are you doing?"
"Morning Uncle Joe, I figured you'd like to wake up with your cock in my mouth," the little angel mumbled, having trouble talking with a mouth full of me. "I was hungry so I thought I'd just have breakfast in bed," she chuckled, and then commenced to take me deep, sucking me in and out slowly, her tongue and lips working constantly.
Finally, I started to spend copiously, filling the youngster's mouth with spurt after spurt of cum; cum which Patty seemed to relish, continuing to pump my shaft, trying to milk every last drop from him. Smiling she rose, her lips seeking mine, her tongue entering my mouth, allowing me to share her meal.
As we kissed, the door opened and Lin appeared, carrying a tray with two large glasses of fresh squeezed orange juice. "Oh, you two are already awake," she exclaimed, putting the tray down and opening the curtains to let the morning sun in. "And how does Mistress Patty feel today?"
"I feel like I've finally become a woman. Oh, I've never felt better," she shouted, grinning. "I can't wait to tell Gail and Mom."
"What will your Mother think? Will she be happy that my Mistress slept with her brother?" inquired Lin.
"Yes, I think so. She let me know before I left that she thought it was time I slept with a man. But with Uncle Joe, I don't know. What do you think Unc?"
"Well, from her letters and calls over the last couple of months, I know she believed it was time for you. It's often dangerous for a girl to wait too long for sex, especially one as highly sexed as you Patty. Once your body is ready its best just to jump in and do it. Your Mom would have known I would get you laid and quickly."
"What will your sister Gail think? I liked her when she was here last summer; she was always laughing and joking. She is very pretty."
"Lin, I didn't know that you had met Mom and Gail last summer. They never mentioned anything about a slave when they got home."
"We decided it was better that your sister didn't know Lin's exact status," I interjected.
"It's funny," Lin continued, "Mistress, you and your Mom look almost exactly alike, but your sister looks different, shorter, thinner and of course blonde."
"Yes, she took after Dad's Swedish side of the family; Mom, Uncle Joe and I are pure Mediterranean, that's why we're so dark."
"How old is she?"
"She was eighteen two weeks ago; she's eleven months younger than me. We had a great party the Saturday before I came to Florida. You know, we discussed you before I left Uncle Joe."
"Did you? What did you two decide?" I asked.
"We decided that you were going to be the first sexual partner for each of us. I'm going to have to give her a full report this morning."
"And what are you going to report?"
"Girl talk Uncle, girl talk you wouldn't understand."
"And do you have time for a long, hot shower with your Uncle before you make your sex report?"
Jumping from bed naked and grabbing my penis firmly in hand, she led me towards the spa, smiling and saying, "Yes Uncle Joe, I think I should have a little refresher course before I talk to Gail. I don't want to forget any details."
Slowly as I soaped her young body, her low moans echoing in the small room, the firm, naked, smooth teenage skin an aphrodisiac of the highest order, my shaft rose to its fullest, engorged with blood, again eager to penetrate her. Impatiently I lifted her, then dropped her fully onto my hardness, her sheathe engulfing its throbbing length as I pushed her rear into the shower wall.
As I pumped furiously, her legs locked around my back, our tongues entwined, I had one hand working her aching nipples, and the other worked a finger up her ass. Her moans soon turned to groans, then cries, as spasms of ecstasy rolled through her body. Spouting deeply in her, our sexual juices mixing, we collapsed into each others arms.
After another shower and a full breakfast served by Lin on the patio, I drove into town, wanting to find a gift for my lovely niece to commemorate our union. In a small upscale jewelry store on Los Olas, I finally found a suitable present, a necklace, made of perfectly matched pearls. It was simply made but had a timeless beauty and perfection that would last her a lifetime.
Later that afternoon, as I lounged naked by the pool, an image of Patsy's Mom came unbidden to mind. Patty reminded me so much of Annie, their bodies were almost perfect reflections. Both were tall and full breasted, with large, dark aureoles topped by hard fat nipples. Strong muscular calves and thighs supported their ample, welcoming hips; rich auburn curls masked their flower shaped pink sex.
After having deflowered Patty yesterday, I couldn't help but remember back twenty-four years to when I had been her Mom's first lover, my penis the first that had entered my sister's hot insides.
It had been May, 1981 and I was just arriving home from third year at the U of W. I had spent almost no time with Ann during the last two years, what with being away at school and having spent the previous summer in Seattle working for Boeing in their engineering department.
Annie had just graduated first in her class from high school, and Dad and Mom had insisted Annie and I stay home so the family would have one last summer together before Annie left for Palo Alto and Stanford in the fall. She had been nerdy in high school and like Patsy years later had been a slow developer sexually.
We had always been close, friends in spite of the age difference between us. When young we had lived on a small farm outside the city with few neighbors, which meant we had to get along if we wanted someone to play with. She was often the catcher of my baseball throws, I an actor in her make believe fantasies.
We had spent summers swimming on the farms two acre pond, nestled in a meadow in the woods. Mom and Dad had always been naturalists and our family had always swum and sunbathed naked, so there was never any shyness physically between us.
It was a sunny, unusually warm May morning when I turned my 350 cc motorcycle onto the overgrown lane leading up to our house. As I pulled up in front of the porch the front door opened and Annie rushed down the stairs and threw herself into my arms almost before I had stopped.
"Oh Joey, you're finally home. God, I've missed you," she shrieked.
"Hi sweetie," I laughed, "It's great to see my little sister." Lifting her up in my arms, I said, "And you're not that little anymore." Setting her down on the ground and stepping back I added, "Let me get a good look at you. Hell, you've become a real beauty."
"Don't make fun of me", she said blushing and then moved into my arms, hugging me fiercely. As our bodies pressed together I became aware of Annie as a woman for the first time. My young sister had somehow magically become a sexual being while I had been away. This little girl who used to catch my pitches, who used to play in the barn with her dolls and used to pick apples with me in the orchard had somehow grown large, firm breasts which were insistently poking into my chest.
The jean shorts and tank top garb she had been wearing for the last ten years now seemed to me extremely erotic; her hips and bum now filling her shorts to bursting; her top doing nothing to disguise her overflowing tits with their two sharp pointers.
It came as a surprise to me how much I had missed my little sis and how easily we slipped back into comfortable conversation with each other. Its only when you've been away and then return that you realize how important someone is in your life. All morning we talked, bringing the other up to date on our lives. It was a Thursday and our parents were away for the weekend, leaving us three days to get caught up.
After lunch, Annie insisted I give her a ride on the motorcycle, telling me she wanted me to teach her how to drive it. As we roared down the lane, Annie shrieking in glee, I couldn't help but feel her breasts as they moved against my back, her bare legs in contact with mine, and her hands moving on my chest and stomach.
As my penis slowly jerked to life, I was both confused and afraid. What the fuck, I thought; you're getting a hard-on for your own sister. Three years ago I had left the farm and Tacoma an innocent and naïve virgin, but was returning three years later an experienced lover. My high sex drive had led me to many love affairs at university and I thought of myself as a smooth stud.
Yet just the touch of Annie's body was exciting me perhaps more than any other woman ever had and it worried me. You don't get hot for your little sister, my mind insisted, while every nerve on my body was exploding from Sis's electric touch.
As we pulled up at the house, she grabbed my hand and pulling, said, "Come on, we're all dusty, let's go have a swim."
Quickly arriving at the pond, we were both suddenly shy, both of us now aware of the sexual feelings growing between us. After a second of uncertainty, we each turned our back on the other and stripped, then laughed as we both ran into the water.
Soon we were playing in the water as we had all our lives, splashing, tickling and dowsing the other. But as we hugged giggling, the water beading on our shoulders, we were aware of each others sex, the building passion.
As we lay back, side by side on the grass at the edge of the pond, both panting from our exertions, Annie's hand slowly caressed first my arm and then my chest. "You're skins so white," she exclaimed, "Let me put some sun block on you."
"So sweetie, tell me about all your boyfriends," I started, as her fingers kneaded the cream into my skin. "You must have every boy within forty miles madly in love with you."
"I've was working so hard last year I had no time for boys," she protested, "I really wanted to get that scholarship to Stanford."
"You mean no man has seen or touched your beautiful breasts? When did they grow so big and beautiful anyway?"
"Don't make fun of me Joey. I've never gone out with anyone. I don't have a boyfriend."
"I'm not making fun of you Annie, I never would or will. It's just you're so beautiful. A man would be a fool not to like you," I insisted as I leaned over and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. "Can I be the first to touch them?"
"What?" she squeaked, as the hand applying the cream involuntarily found my semi hard penis. "But Joe, should we? What will people say?"
"I want to touch them, feel their weight, fondle their smoothness, oh Christ, kiss them, and lick your nipples until they ache..." I groaned as my hand moved over her breasts, her nipples jumping up as if in anticipation, waiting eagerly for my lips, my tongue.
"Oh fuck, I hoped you'd like me, I was afraid you wouldn't want me. I hoped you'd want me. I've always loved you, I've been dreaming of your touch, your manhood in me. Oh Joe, pleaseee...yes touch me," she moaned, excited by my touch, her hand now pumping my shaft rhythmically.
"Slow down Annie, if you keep touching me like that I'll explode," I complained, moving her fingers from my eager cock. "We have all afternoon, evening; do you want to go up to the house?"
"No, I want you to make love to me here, on the grass, under the hot sun. I've been waiting for you Joey, waiting for months. I want you in me, please, please, I need you now, fill me with your big cock, oh please fuck me hard. We'll talk later," she pled, again grabbing my penis and pulling it toward her now widely spread legs, her sex already open and wet.
Only momentarily delayed by her virgin barrier, I smashed my already bucking tool deep into her as her screams echoed across the hollow. A nipple in one hand and the other between my teeth, I settled into a rhythm of long, slow, hard strokes, making sure to finish every down stroke as deeply as possible before almost completely withdrawing.
Her legs soon locked around my back, and as her lips sought mine, our bodies found that perfect harmony of sexual movement that is so rarely found in a coupling. It was as if we were one being, moving effortlessly in a complicated dance. As we both approached climax our voices rang around the clearing and lake, the words inarticulate but the sexual satisfaction clear to every creature within a mile.
As my seed flooded deep within her canal, now pulsating in orgasm, an eerie wail exploded from her lips, a primitive sound that reflected her total acceptance of my maleness. With my always hard penis still within her, we lay side by side, facing each other, our mouths, our eyes just inches apart.
"Thank you Joey, oh thank you so much. Jesus, it was better than I ever dreamed. Was it god for you.....? Geez, I don't even have to ask. Anything that fucking amazing must have been good...God I love you... Again! You're doing it again," she groaned as I started to move my cock.
"Oh Annie! Annie, Annie, fucking, sweet little Annie. You're so fucking perfect I'd like to stay with you here forever. Good? More like incredibly, fantastically, amazing," I shouted gleefully as my once virgin sister rhythmically clamped her pussy onto my piston. "Oh Annie keep doing that, keep..."
"Uncle Joe, Uncle Joe, wake up. Are you OK?"
Waking in 2005, by my pool, confused, I said "Annie, is that you Annie?", as I looked up at Patty standing naked by my chair.
"Uncle Joe, it's me, Patty. You were moaning in your sleep."
"I must have been dreaming. It was so life like, God, what a dream."
"Uncle Joe, were you dreaming about Mom? You kept moaning her name; Annie this, Annie that. You also had a big boner and you were stroking yourself as you yelled. Uncle Joe, did you and Mom ever fuck? Christ, you did, didn't you? Gail and I never thought of it, but when you were young, before Dad, I'll bet you and Mom did it."
"Patty, I never discuss one woman with another. Your Mother is my sweet innocent sister."
"But I bet you two made love back on that farm, I know it. C'mon tell me all..."
"Well, I guess you don't want the present I got you."
"What present? Uncle Joe!"
Pulling the jewelry box from the bag beside my chair and looking at Patty I said, "Close your eyes. Your uncle has a big surprise for you." Double looping the strand of perfect pearls, I dropped them over my erect penis and then told my lovely niece to open he eyes.
Searching first in my hands, and then looking at me confused, she finally saw the shining pearls, "Oh my God, they're sooo beautiful." She shrieked, her hands fondling both the pearls and my shaft.
"Try them on," I urged.
"No, I think I'll lick them first," she laughed, lowering her head and taking me between her lips, lips which approached the pearls as my fat cock slowly disappeared from view. Bobbing for pearls proved to be a very nice reward for giving the present.
Later she sat facing me in the chaise lounge, her legs over mine, my semi-erect cock resting against her thigh, just inches from her opening. Naked, her only adornment the pearls, now hanging between her breasts, she grabbed her cell phone and started to dial.
"I wasn't able to talk to Gail this morning, Unc. Hopefully she's home now...." 'Gail? Guess who? Yes, it's your better looking and more intelligent sister calling, sitting naked by a pool, the temperature about eighty-five, the sun shining.'
'Now, now, don't swear; Gail its always raining in Tacoma..'
'No, school starts tomorrow. Yesterday you're sweet uncle bought me $4000 worth of clothes, suitable for our southern climes.'
'Gail, slut and bitch are not words a girl studying with the nuns should ever use.'
'No, fuck isn't acceptable either. Where's Mom?' 'Out? Good. Now I can tell you what I'm holding in my left hand.'
'No Gail, it's not that. You're language hasn't improved since I left. Actually it's a cylindrical object, about 8 ½ inches long, 2 inches in diameter and has one eye peeking at me from one end. Also, it's smooth as silk, yet is hard as steel and has blue veins visible below the surface.'
'Yes Gail, you're right on your first guess; you always were smart for a blond.'
'Ha,Ha, Ha. Now Gail, I'm just lowering myself onto this beautiful object. Talk to Uncle Joe for a second, I need both hands.'
"Hi Gail, how's my favorite niece?"
"Uncle Joe, are you making love with Patty?"
"Gail, you know how your sister likes to tease you. Of course I'm not having sex with Patty. I've really missed you and your Mom; I'm looking forward to your Thanksgiving visit. Now here's your sister back, be good, I'll see you soon."
I tried to tune out Patties voice as she described in detail to her sister the feelings my cock was inducing in her, but as my cum rushed up my shaft I couldn't help hearing her say 'Yes, I just sent you the picture. Yes, that is Uncle Joe's cock in my cunt and it feels just perfect. Oh, one other thing, I think Mom and Uncle Joe were lovers when they were our ages. No, he denies it, but I have a feeling. No, he wouldn't even tell me when I offered him a blow job if he'd fill me in. It's your job to subtly get the full scoop from Mom.'
'Yes, I agree. All four of us in bed together would be excellent. Sorry, I have to go now, I'm about to come; I'll e-mail you tonight, bye.'
"Patty, I'm not sure if sending pictures of your cunt via cell phone is the smartest thing to do. A little bit of decorum is sometimes required. Your poor sister is going to be shocked." However my advice was ignored, probably not even heard as the tasty teen thrashed in my lap, her orgasm consuming her.
To be continued...
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By Jimmy (Two) Flaherty as told to Scouries 2004
The following story is true – the names and locations have been changed but everything described happened. The presenter, Jimmy 'Two' Flaherty, is a good fiend of mine, and he recounted the story to me recently when my sister, my niece and I visited his family in their country house, the same house described in the story. While there, I slept with many of the principals, all of whom confirmed its truth. The family's lifestyle isn't for every one but spending a month with them was a wonderful experience, an experience other less open members of our society would benefit from.
May 1995, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania:
I had just arrived home from Happy Valley, my first year studying engineering at Penn State complete. I was 19 years old that spring, full of life and full of myself, excited to be back with my family, eager but nervous, knowing I was about to enter into an unknown sexual world. My name is Jimmy Flaherty, and I'm also known as Junior or more often simply as 'Two', being the second James Flaherty. Born in 1975 in Philadelphia, I was the son of two eighteen year old unwed high school seniors, James Flaherty and Evelyn Ashton.
Dad was descended from Irishmen and although his ancestors had come to America over a hundred and fifty years earlier, he still had the look and feel of someone fresh from the old sod. He had been born on the wrong side of the tracks, the son of Maggie Flaherty and some unknown one night stand.
Although I never heard the complete story, it seems that Grandma was an alcoholic, a drunk, and maybe a prostitute, and died young, probably of pneumonia, after spending a winter living rough on the mean streets of Philly.
It's amazing that Dad not only survived but prospered mightily. At ten tears of age, he was discovered malnourished and dressed in rags reading a book in the basement of the county library. Stunned to find this street urchin reading books meant for children years older, he had become something of a 'cause celebre' in the local papers.
Finally, the State entrusted his care to the capable hands of a retired couple, Joe and Edna Brown, both ex-teachers in their late fifties who had never been able to have children. He was a brilliant student from the first and this, combined with loving guidance from his new guardians, ensured his academic success. His great marks, and the connections the Browns had, earned him a full scholarship to St. Fops, Philadelphia's top prep school. It was here that he met Evelyn Ashton and finally fell in love with one of the prettiest and smartest girls in town.
Mom was an Ashton, a member of the Philadelphia elite; her father a senior bank executive, her mother from a famous shipping family. Mom grew up in the world of high society; museum openings, opera evenings, afternoon teas and debutant balls the norm of her existence.
Through most of high school they had hated each other, not so much because they were so different in background, it was more because they were far and away the two smartest students in their year, and were in constant competition for every academic prize.
I was never told the exact event that triggered their falling in love but it must have been due to that strange onslaught of hormones that eventually strikes every teenager. I was the initial outcome of that passion, my arrival the cause of Mom's permanent estrangement from her parents. First insisting on an abortion, then favoring banishment and adoption, Mr. Ashton (forever after referred to as 'That Asshole' by Dad) behaved pitifully towards Mom, finally throwing her out of the house when she refused his wishes.
I was born in August 1975; just six weeks after their high school graduation and we immediately left for Happy Valley, both Mom and Dad on full academic scholarships. A year later sis, Isabel Marie, was born, and our family was complete.
In 1980 we moved to Pittsburgh, Dad armed with a degree in Materials Engineering and Mom a graduate of the School of Education. Dad had started to work for Pittsburgh's largest Engineering firm and had quickly risen through the ranks of project management. He had been second in command of a recently completed $100 million bridge project and was due to be General Manager of a major road project starting in the fall.
Mom had taught for seven years before moving into school administration and was now a senior manager for the county school board. With Isabel, Dad and I free for the summer, and with Mom having July off, Dad had decided to tackle his biggest dream, the construction of a home in the country, on land he had bought ten years earlier.
The Browns had died in the early eighties, within months of each other, and had left Dad a good sized inheritance, money which he immediately invested in 200 acres of mixed field and woodland one hundred miles northeast of Pittsburgh. Nestled up against public park land at the base of a small mountain, the little valley was an idyllic and beautiful private world. For ten years our family had vacationed there, living in tents for three or four weeks every summer, Dad all the while planning a house that he would eventually build and live in. The fact of our availability that summer had spurred the final decision to build.
It was to this, that I had arrived home from school to that May, and I was looking forward to a summer in the country, eagerly anticipating the hard physical labor that would be required. Also the promise of forbidden sex lured me powerfully; the anticipation of what I knew was to come exhilarating.
A virgin when I had left for Penn State, I had passed most of my high school years completely unaware of the charms of the opposite sex. It had only been after Christmas of my senior year that the chemicals had exploded into my system, drowning out any attempts at rational thought, making masturbation my only pastime, every female a potential release for my raging penis.
It had got so bad that spring that even the females in my family could send me rushing to the bathroom. Sis bending over or appearing just in bra, Aunt Penelope in her bathrobe or bikini, or even Mom leaning across me, her breasts grazing my arm; all these small events would trigger erections that my hands would have to release.
And then, 'voila', that horrible time was over. My third day at University, a second year Art student seduced me, taking me to her apartment and spending two days in bed with me. I missed some of Engineering '98's initiation but Julie initiated me into something so much more interesting and fun.
And even more strangely, I was a natural at it, not only good in bed, but also good at getting girls into bed. For someone who had had no success with women before, and had never been a great conversationalist in high school, my ease around women and my sexual attraction to them was a seeming miracle, a completely unexpected gift. That fall I had made love to seven women, all students, all lovely girls who both taught me and were taught by me. I loved sex and knew it would be the most important aspect of my future life. I was having so much fun I almost didn't want to go home for Christmas, and so arranged it so I would be home only two weeks.
Home and soon horny, the sexual ruminations I had had the spring before about my female relatives now turned into true desire for their bodies. Isabel had bloomed in the months I had been away, her body now bursting with sexuality. She was now 5'8", with bright, curly, red hair some renegade Irish gene had produced, green eyes, and had a soft, white, freckled skin that seemed to glow.
Her perfect breasts, medium sized, pointed and upright, seemed to dance under the sweaters she wore, and when she wore dresses to dinner, the sight of the tops of those tantalizing white orbs, jiggling as she moved was enough to drive me crazy. As she would lean over to whisper in my ear, my eyes would travel down the hills exposed, aching to see one of her pink nipples, my hands clasped together on my lap to prevent an inadvertent lunge.
God, even Mom excited me. At thirty-seven she still had the body and look of a high school cheerleader, her short slim body firm everywhere. She was only 5'2" and maybe a hundred and five pounds, a perfect English rose with a pure white, translucent skin. Although petite, Mom worked out often, and her body sprouted little muscles everywhere, her biceps, triceps, lats, pecs and calves all perfectly proportioned. It was strange to think that I wanted to see my mom naked, to lick the sweat off her body after her morning workout, to touch the soft opening I had first appeared from, but I did, fondling my hard cock as I surreptitiously watched her.
Finally, I wanted Aunt Penelope, Mom's younger sister and only sibling. Penny was twenty-six that Christmas, eleven years younger than Mom and only seven years older than I. She was only seven when Mom had been banished from the house and it had been only through Mom's diligence that they had stayed connected.
Every month from the time Mom had left with Dad she had written a long letter to her young sister, often with pictures of us and detailing our life. As Penelope got older it was easier for Mom to arrange meetings and twice a year during the early eighties Mom would travel to Philly to see her. Penny started university in 1987, going to the University of Chicago to pursue a Library Management degree, and during these years always spent a couple of weeks of her school breaks with us.
After graduating and then working a year in Chicago, she had moved to Pittsburgh, taking a job with the county Library system and had moved in with us while looking for a place of her own. Two years later she was still with us, a true and permanent member of our family.
At 5'4" she was taller than Mom, and with her short, dark hair, white skin, quirky mannerisms and perfect full breasts, everyone immediately thought of Wynona Ryder who she genuinely resembled. Coming home, I had hoped that I would be able to seduce her but her working combined with the endless round of parties and socializing had left me no chance to carry out my scheme.
Increasingly horny, I went to bed and woke with raging hard-ons, and couldn't wait for my return to Happy Valley. The morning before I was to leave I was woken from a deep sleep that had been full of erotic adventures, "Jimmy, Jimmy, wake up," I heard, slowly conscious of a hand shaking my shoulder.
"What? Who's there? What time is it?" I mumbled, slowly reviving.
"Come on sleepy head, wake up, it's your last day at home," I heard Mom say.
"Mom? Mom, is that you?" I started and then screamed, "Oh Christ, don't look," as my hands rushed to my groin, trying to cover my uncovered penis which was proudly erect.
"Oh Jimmy, don't worry, I've seen you naked before. Do you always sleep nude?" she asked.
"Muuum pleeeassse. You shouldn't come in to my room without knocking."
"Actually I'm glad I did. Your Dad and I have been worried about you. You never seem to go out with any girls. At least I know now that your equipment works. And it's big too! As big as your Dads. You Flaherty men are sure blessed," she ended as she placed one hand under my testicles and the other on my shaft.
"Mooothhhher, God, please stop," I begged, stunned that my Mother was fondling me.
"Do you have a girlfriend at school? Are you still a virgin? You never tell us," she continued, ignoring my protests completely, her hand now slowly pumping me.
"Mother that's private," I groaned, my penis trembling in anticipation of its release.
"At least tell me if you've slept with a girl," she insisted.
"Yes, yes, seven of them," I stammered, already feeling the first explosion of sperm rushing upwards. "Christ, Mom, I love girls, I fucking love fucking them," I cried.
After we had both watched the rich creamy strands fly upwards, landing on my chest and legs and over Mom's hands, and after Mom had inserted one cum covered finger between her lips and swallowed, she rose and said, "Jimmy, I'm so happy we've had this talk. I know you're Dad's going to be so happy to hear about your success with women. I'm so proud of you." Before leaving she leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the lips, then bent more and licked a drop of cum hanging from the end of my cock, then left the room licking her lips.
For minutes I lay stunned, flabbergasted that my Mom had given me a hand job and then swallowed my come. But as I recovered, my heart slowly returning to normal, I also felt an incredible desire, a consuming lust for Mom. The urge to go and find her, throw her naked on the floor and fill her with my again bursting penis was almost overpowering.
Finally after the almost manic feeling passed, I rose and quickly showered, knowing I had to get out of the house for a while and think. As I rushed towards the front door Isabel intercepted me, asking, "Jimmy do you have any time? I'd like to talk to you before you go back tomorrow."
"I can't now sis. Maybe after dinner," I blurted, but as I left I couldn't help but notice the look of disappointment on her face.
Late that afternoon I had just got out of the shower, trying to get prepared for the final family dinner before my departure, a dinner that Mom had insisted we dress up for, when I heard Aunt Penny call out to me for help. Putting my head around her door I asked, "What's your problem Auntie?"
"Please Jimmy, I've told you a hundred times, Pen or Penny or Penelope, but not Aunt or Auntie. Can you help me with my dress?"
Pen was standing in the centre of the room, holding a black silk dress, a necklace of pearls around her throat and dressed in just a short shift, a covering that left little to my imagination. "What do you need?"
"I want you to zip it up for me; I can never reach these back zippers."
As I watched, she pulled the shift over her head, revealing her totally naked body and as I gaped spellbound she quickly dropped the dress onto her body. She then approached me and turning her body offered her back to me. "You're not wearing any underwear Pen, did you forget."
"I decided to be a bit risqué tonight nephew," she said grinning.
Putting my hands in the opening in the dresses back, I then proceeded to move them over her soft skin, sliding my fingers forward until they slowly encountered her full breasts. I held her firmly as she started to struggle against my insistent fingers, pulling her back until my heavy penis was riding against the crack in her ass. Whispering in her ear, I promised her, "When I get home this summer Aunt Pen, the big cock that's riding your ass is going to fuck you until you scream for mercy."
Momentarily I removed one hand, and then hastily lifted the bottom of her dress and swiftly inserted a finger in her already moist channel, and her immediate moan signaled her willing acceptance of my maleness. As she moaned my name, I spun her and forced her to her knees, pressing my penis against her already open mouth, her lapping tongue already moving. As we heard Mom's call from the kitchen, I spent freely into her stuffed mouth, my sap was leaking down her chin as I turned for my room.
As we ate dinner that night Mom, Pen and I were all nervous, and even Dad seemed aware of the undercurrents that were flowing between us. Only Isabel was unaffected, chatting away and carrying the conversation. In celebration Mom had provided ample wine and by nine-thirty o'clock we were all half pissed. Having to be up at six the next morning to get my ride back to school I was in bed by ten and asleep in minutes.
"Jimmy, Jimmy, oh please Jimmy," somehow I heard these words and was again awakened, the second time in eighteen hours.
"Isabel? Is that you? What are you doing here, what time is it?"
"Jimmy, I know it's late, but I have to talk to you before you go, it's important. Please?"
Lifting the sheet covering me, I invited her to join me. Unsure at first, she quickly decided and hopped onto the bed, slid under the sheet and snuggled into my arms. "Now, what's wrong Izzie?"
"I need advice, advice about men, about sex," she started hesitantly. "I never thought about it until the last few months and now I can't think of anything else. Are you a virgin Jimmy? Have you ever slept with a girl?"
"God, you're the second person to ask me that today." Seeing her quizzical expression, I explained how Mom had been inquiring this morning, and then went on to tell how I had been a virgin until I got to school. "You're like me, I went through the same thing last year, I hated it."
"Do you like sex, doing it? I'm so nervous thinking about it."
"Oh Isabel, you're going to love it. Once you find the right man you'll know it and everything will work out fine, promise."
"I've found him and I love him," she whispered, "Its you."
"No, no, no, Isabel, I'm your brother; you can't sleep with me honey. I love you but it's wrong. There must be some cute guys in your class, God, I'm sure all of them would like you."
"I'm not going to change my mind Jimmy. When you come back in May I going to fuck you, like it or not. If you don't like me or don't want to do it again fine; but you're going to be my first. No, don't say anything, just think about it when you're at school."
Grinning, her demand stated, she said, "Can I see him, touch him, just for a minute; I want to know what he looks like, what I should be dreaming about." Quickly she pulled back the sheet and lit the bedside lamp, exposing my penis, standing hard against my stomach. "God, he's big. Will he fit?" she mused as her hands explored his length and hardness. As a groan escaped my lips, she laughed, "You do like me, don't you? Touch my cunt Jimmy, please feel my sex."
We touched each other insistently, and soon we both came quickly, our juices flowing into the others hand. Knowing it wasn't either the time or place for what was to come, we still made a silent promise to the other, a pact that we knew we would fulfill in May.
I returned to school and classes the next day, sorry to be leaving these women I now loved and yet relieved, the stigma of incest still worrying me. I soon found many young coeds, happy to ride or be ridden by my hard member, but as I fucked joyously it always seemed to be Mom or Pen or Sis I was desiring, caressing, penetrating.
I also spent much time in the Library that term, an engineer reading philosophy, history, sociology, law, and psychology, trying to learn about this so called deadly sin. Although the acts I contemplated were illegal, I came away from my study strangely complacent about the evils of incest. I was reassured by the amount of writings and the amount of study on the subject. It was obvious to even a casual reader that incest had been practiced by huge numbers of people throughout history, in every culture and society. It's hard to see yourself as sick and perverted if millions of people are practicing what you are contemplating doing.
My arrival home that May turned out to be anticlimactic, the immediate sex I anticipated impossible. I arrived home late Sunday night and Mom and Sis were off the next morning, off on a tour to choose between the three Universities that Isabel was still considering. Aunt Pen was at the annual National Library Congress meetings in New York City for the week and all three wouldn't be back until Friday. I knew I'd have to find someone else while waiting.
Tuesday afternoon, while I was washing the family car, fate intervened, delivering into my hands a woman I had long desired. Mrs. Church, the young wife of our next door neighbor pulled up, her two daughters in tow. Hanna Church had been an eighteen year old high school senior when her father virtually married her off to his business partner. Mr. Church, fifty-five, had lost his wife to cancer and had become enamored of the teenager, finally convincing Hanna's Dad to let him marry her.



By twenty, Hanna had produced two daughters and had settled into her husband's large house in the suburbs. I knew them particularly well, as during my high school years Isabel and I had become last minute emergency babysitters for them. A couple of times a month one of us would go over for the evening to help, we thought getting paid to read and study (something we would have done anyway), was great. I had never particularly liked Mr. Church but his young wife had always attracted me.
The young girls, Susie 10, and Claire 9, came running toward me, yelling "Jimmy, Jimmy, can we play too? Put water on us."
Just dressed in a Speedo bathing suit, with water running over my muscled 6'2", 190 pound frame, I approached Hanna, "Hi, Mrs. Church, its great to see you."
"Jimmy, you're back from school. How was your year? And I'm still not old enough for you to call me Mrs. Anyone," she finished grinning, referring to an old demand of hers that I only call her Hanna.
"It was great Hanna, thanks, and how are all the Churches."
"Good, thanks. Gosh, you look great Jimmy. Boy, you've really filled out, the girls at State must have been happy to see you arrive," she gushed as her eyes traveled over my body, staring for long seconds at my groin, obviously surprised by the bulge displayed.
As we talked for minutes I learned her husband was out of town for the week and I offered to sit for her if she needed me in the next days as Isabel was also out of town. "Oh darn, I forgot Isabel was going. I have a shower to go to for one of my cousins' tomorrow night. But I'd never impose on a University man." I quickly convinced her I'd love to come, telling her I'd missed playing with her daughters, and we agreed to I would come the next night at eight.
The young mother was dazzling when I arrived the next evening, her tall body filling every inch of the sexy summer dress she was wearing, her large breasts displayed alluringly. "Wow, you're really beautiful tonight Mrs. C; gosh, I hope the groom doesn't see you tonight, he may cancel the wedding."
"Don't make fun of an old mother," she said, but the smile on her face as she talked showed how much she had enjoyed the compliment.
"Old, ha, you prettier than any coed on campus. I might just take you back to Happy Valley with me next fall," I quipped. "Yes, your husband is one of the luckiest men in Pennsylvania." As I talked, my eyes moved over her body, drawn to the low cut top, the cleavage displayed.
Blushing, but obviously excited at my words, and noticing my look, she bent slightly towards me and hunched her shoulders, for seconds allowing me a view of her breasts, breasts held up by a demi-support bra, her nipples exposed, pink and erect. I gently touched her shoulder and back and as she turned to go lightly brushed her breast, tweaking her hard nipple as it passed.
Rushing out of the room, she stammered, "I can't, no I won't, uh, uh I won't be late Jimmy, probably eleven at the latest," and then was gone. I chuckled to myself, knowing she'd spend the next three hours thinking about my body, and knew she'd be burning with lust when she returned. I hoped she was going to one of those raunchy showers, full of negligees and sex toys.
Once I got the girls to sleep I toured the house, exploring everywhere, invading the family's privacy, searching for Hanna's secrets. Her underwear collection was incredible, with every color, style and material on hand. I figured her old man must need some extra stimulation the money he had invested in satin. And then, in a bedside table, under some papers I found the treasure trove, three DVDs, marked only 'Hanna'.
After inserting one in the bedroom DVD player, I sat back on her bed and watched the images, wildly exciting images that had my penis throbbing in seconds. Most of the film was of Hanna alone, either stripping, or bathing, or caressing her body, the cameraman clearly her husband. Her body was better than even I had imagined; her breasts full and proud, her hips wide and strong and her pubic bush long and lush. I had to laugh as I watched the second film, a film which showed her and her husband making love, as I now understood the poor woman's frustration. He was small, and had no control, ejaculating almost before he had penetrated her. They had videos from many different nights but his performance was almost always the same, Hanna's orgasms were never to be seen.
After watching the final DVD, which featured a scene of her shaving her cunt clean, I quickly grabbed my lap top, which I had brought, and made copies of the three. When she arrived home around eleven I was ready, lying naked on my back on her bed, my penis big and risen and the DVD of her strip showing.
"What, what, Jimmy, what are you doing on my bed. My God, you're naked. Get up, get up this instant, oh, you pig, get out, get the fuck out," she screamed, and then noticing what I was watching. "You bastard, you had no right, those are private, oh, you bastard," she howled, rushing to the TV and turning it off. As she faced the TV sobbing, I approached her, and after engulfing her in my powerful arms slowly pulled her against my body, making her feel my urgent hardness.
"Leave me alone you prick, get out of my house or I'll call the police. Get out!! Get out now!!"
Laughing, I lifted her and after ripping the dress from her body, threw her on the bed and then climbed on top of her. Sitting on her stomach, my penis between her shaking tits, one strong arm holding her hands above her head, the other keeping her head still, I lowered my mouth to her lips and forced her to taste me. "Hanna," I whispered, "I watched the films, its time you had a man, a man who can fill you, a man who'll make your juices flow." Moving forward on her body and raising her head, I brought my penis to her face, and then caressing her cheeks and lips slowly with my hardness I said, "Look at him Hanna, he wants you, he wants you so bad, soon he's going to be deep inside you."
"No Jimmy, please no, oh God, he's too big, he'll hurt me," she sobbed. "I'm married, I've only ever slept with my husband, you can't, I can't."
After ripping the black, silk panties from her pussy, my finger entered her urgently and finding her already wet, I quickly brought my throbbing shaft to her cunt lips. Ramming deeply in one long stroke, I had her fully impaled before her shriek of rage reached my ears.
"Noooo, stoppp, oh Jimmy please stop," she wailed, her body bucking, trying to unseat me.
"Yes Hanna! Yes, baby, keep fighting me. Do you like my big cock Hanna, do you like the way I go deep inside you? Are you wet enough yet Hanna? Yes Hanna, squeeze him, yes, just like that. Oh fuck, Mrs. C., you're made for my big fat prick. Soon I'm going to let you suck him, then I'm going to fuck you up your ass, yes, I saw you let your old husband fuck your ass, Hanna, oh wait til you feel mine." As I continued to talk, to insist, her cries and sobs turned first to groans, then moans, and then finally to screams of orgasmic bliss as my sperm flooded her.
For minutes we lay still, still joined by my steel member, both of us dazed by the force of our coupling. "It was wrong what you did, you had no right. I hate you! Oh God you're bad, you're an evil man," she finally began. "I'm married, it's wrong." Then as I started to move my hips, forcing her to accept my maleness, she murmured, "Again? Can you really do it again already? My husband can only do it once a night. Oh, you're so big, you fill me Jimmy, you fill me so well."
Moving her legs onto my shoulders I continued moving in her, my thrusts soon met by her eager pussy. "Hanna, I'm now going to really properly fuck you, not one time, but four or five times. My cock is going to stay in your pussy until you say that's enough. Do you want me to stop now or do you want me to continue? You decide," I finished, pulling my cock from her.
"Oh Jimmy, Jimmy don't stop. Fuck me Jimmy, please fuck me. Put your beautiful fat cock in me. Yes Jimmy, fuck me, fuck me, harder, harder, harder," she screamed again nearing release, now totally under my control. Four times I penetrated her, four times she came, each orgasm stronger and longer lasting than the previous. As I dressed at three in the morning she held me, not wanting to see me leave.
"I'll be back tomorrow Hanna, at ten pm. I want you waiting, rested, showered, perfumed, and naked." I went home elated, surprised how easily I had dominated Hanna, how I had bent her to my sexual will.
As Dad and I ate dinner the next night he asked if I wanted to go see a ball game, the Cubs being in town to play the Pirates. "I can't Dad, I've got a date tonight, a very hot date."
"Who's the lucky girl?"
"Mrs. Church, Dad. I'm going to go fuck the crap out of Mrs. C."
"What! Are you serious? Who, Mrs. Church next door?"
I know I shouldn't have, but I wanted to show off in front of my father. Every male awaits the day when his actions impress his Dad and so I quickly told him the story, leaving nothing out, boasting of my prowess. When I finished I could see Dad was impressed, he was now looking at me in a way he never had before, with a new respect, a respect I welcomed. "Do you have the DVDs? I've always been turned on by Hanna, I'd like to see her naked." Rushing to the den I inserted the tape, and as it ran on, both my Dad and I sat on the couch, stroking our dicks through our pants.
"Dad, would you like to come with me tonight? I'd really like you to come," I said.
"But Jimmy, it's your girl; I don't want to butt in. Besides what about poor Mrs. C, she might not approve."
"Dad, she'll approve of whatever we say. She never had had a real fucking, a real cock in her until last night. We'll just take her and she'll love it. I want to share a woman with you Dad, now and in the future."
He didn't respond to that last comment but he knew what I was talking about. He knew I wanted to share Aunt Penny and Mom with him, he knew that going with me tonight would be a tacit acceptance of my fucking Mom. Finally nodding in agreement, he smiled, a pact had been made.
She was naked when I entered her room that night, freshly washed, shampooed and perfumed as I had requested. As I undressed at her bedside, Dad entered, already stripped, his penis rampant. As she started to scream I held my hand to her lips, demanding her acquiescence. Laying on either side of her we slowly worked her body, our four hands and two mouths bringing her easily to orgasm. Letting her slowly suck my cock as I let Dad have the first fuck, I was happy to see that Dad and I were both built so much alike, our large and fat pricks almost mirror copies of the other
When we left hours later, we left a woman totally drained of energy, her almost continuous orgasms joyous yet sapping. We had each vaginally fucked her four times and each had been sucked off. It was incredible when I had finally taken her ass, feeling Dad's cock through the thin membrane as he worked her cunt, all three of us moving in unison. I knew that in the years to come, Dad and I would repeat this scene many times, with Isabel, with Pen and with Mom. As we walked back to our house in the darkness Dads only comment was "Thanks son," but it was enough to make me proud.
As we ate breakfast together the next morning I said to Dad, "Dad, you may not want to tell me but I have something to ask you, I hope you don't mind."
"Ask away son."
"It's about Aunt Pen, Dad. About you and Aunt Pen and Mom. I just can't figure it out. When did you and Pen start fucking? Christ, I lived in the house and never knew anything. Neither did Isabel. Here you were all screwing away and your lustful teenage son was totally oblivious to all that sex. I can't figure it. You know, I wanted to fuck Pen all my senior year and just didn't have a clue."
"Well in answer to your first question, I first made love to Pen four years ago, when she was still going to the University of Chicago. I hate to say it but in her college days she was a little cock tease. She loved your Mom, but she couldn't help flaunting it, even to her sister's husband. For a couple of years, every time she visited she made sure she put on a show for me, flashing her breasts or panties, or innocently rubbing against me. Finally at Thanksgiving in her final year she went too far, showing me her naked body one day when your Mom was out."
"I just grabbed her and fucked her silly, her young hard body crushed below me. It was really rape son, but a rape she asked for and welcomed. I was stunned when I got off her, blood was all over the bed, she had been a goddam virgin and I hadn't guessed. The sexy façade she had hidden behind was just that, a façade. Apparently it was only with me she played the role, at school she was the little demure private school bitch. I scared her more than hurt her, Jimmy, but she immediately left and stayed away from us for fifteen months."
"Right away, I had told your Mom what happened, but neither of us was sure what to do. We finally decided not to say anything, to see if Pen would come back to us. Even though Mom wrote her religiously, for a year we had no word back; she missed coming Christmas, Easter, School Break, Summer and we were both despairing that she would never restart communication. Then at Easter two years ago she just showed up out of the blue."
I interrupted with, "I remember now, her not being here. I wondered at the time where she was, but Mom always had a vague answer. What happened then?"
"The three of us went up to the farm and spent three days talking. You and Isabel stayed home."
"Yeah, I remember that weekend, couldn't figure out what was going on."
"She told us she had been a virgin and was useless with boys at University. She just didn't know what to do. She didn't know how beautiful she was, how sexy. She loved her visits to our house because she had a chance to show her sexuality without danger. The rape stunned her; she hadn't understood what her actions were doing to me. Afterward when she had returned to Chicago she had gone out and slept with various men, learning about her body and her needs. But she missed her sister and she still dreamed of my body, wanting me even as she dated others."
"Oh Yeah, I know that feeling," I sighed.
"We all made a deal that weekend and we were lucky, somehow it worked. Pen was truly made love to that weekend, and your Mom's and my sexual life was somehow enhanced."
"And Isabel and I, how did we miss it all?"
"You two were both dorks, neither of you seemed to have any interest in sex. Mom and I thought we might have to turn Catholic so you could become a priest and Isabel a nun."
"I wasn't that bad was I? I tell you last spring I used to get hard-ons every day over Auntie. I was almost ready to go into her room and ravage her. What's she like?"
"She's perfect Jimmy. She fits my body almost as though she's part of it. Her breasts are made as if God made a mold of my hand and then made her tits to perfectly fit. Her nipples Jimmy, oh Christ, as your teeth slide over them and you hear that little whimper start at the back of her throat, it's indescribable. Spreading her legs, your lips curling around her tiny clit, her juices so sweet......you'll see, you'll see."
"And Mom? She's okay with it?"
"Mom and I have always been perfect together, from the first time we made love in the back of her old mans car, and that will never change. We also made a deal, an agreement I have to honor. "
"I was conceived in the backseat of a car, Jesus?"
"No, I think it was in the girl's locker room late one Friday afternoon."
"God! What was the deal you made with her anyway?"
"That's your Mom's business, ask her someday. You know Isabel and I are going to the country this weekend?"
"Yeah Dad. Before she left she said you two were going to finish the plans for the new house. Did Izzie really do most of the drawings?"
"Yes, she's a natural at it. She's going to make a great architect some day. I'm going to try and show her how an engineer looks at a site and show her why we have to make some changes."
Mom and Isabel only got home around five, having finally decided on N.Y.U. and the full scholarship they had offered. Being in a rush to get on the road and up to the farm before it got too late, Dad hustled Isabel out the door before six. Mom immediately suggested that she and I go out to dinner, "Let's find a fancy place and splurge. First, though I'm going to have a workout, I haven't lifted a weight or exercised since last Sunday."
"You look pretty good Mom, I wouldn't worry too much. Do you want me to spot you?"
"Would you? Great, yes thanks."
Five minutes later we were both in the basement gym, Mom on the treadmill in short shorts and sports bra, while I, just in shorts, worked on my arms and shoulders, lifting heavy dumbbells effortlessly. Finishing her run she joined me, and watched me finish a heavy set of curls, my biceps popping.
"Wow, you've got big Jimmy. I don't think I can get my two hands around your bicep. You've put on a good ten pounds of muscle since the fall."
"Thanks Mom. They've got a good gym at school and good coaches. Now let me see work those sexy muscles; let me see your body flex."
As she took a loaded barbell and started to squat, I stood behind her, pressing my body lightly into her rear, ready to help lift if she needed it. Exercise after exercise she worked, her body now dripping sweat, her little muscles powerfully working and always I kept my body, my hands on her, encouraging her with light touches, almost caresses.
Finally as she finished a set of shoulder presses she sagged into my back, complaining, "I'm getting old Jimmy, I can hardly lift a feather."
"Bullshit Mom! You look bloody incredible; any twenty year old would die to have your body. C'mon, look," I said, maneuvering her in front of the large mirror. Moving my hands slowly across her body I complimented her, "Beautiful back, excellent shoulders, arms to die for, powerful thighs, Christ, what more could you ask for? But I insist you do some sit-ups for me, I love watching your abs work."
Happy with my compliments, she sat back on the floor, "OK, but only a hundred, I want to get showered and get some food, I'm starving."
As she lifted and lowered her body, my hand lightly circled over her stomach, going from rib cage to the top of her shorts, rhythmically moving in time to her movement, feeling the hard muscles working under the skin.
"Shit, you made me lose count," she protested giggling, "I'm going to have a shower. Go get cleaned and dressed, I'll meet you in ten minutes.
When I entered the master bath, Mom's back was to me as she soaped her breasts, ignorant of my naked presence until I slipped in behind her and pulled her to my chest.
"Oh, Jimmy," she purred, quickly spinning to face me while her soapy hand went directly to my rampant prick. "Your cock is so, so nice. I've dreamed of him you know, every goddam day since the holidays, every day since I tasted his sweet cum."
Effortlessly lifting her hundred pounds off the ground, I pulled her towards my chest, my hands supporting her firm rear cheeks, my penis poking her as she neared. "Mom, I want you bad, really fucking badly" I cried, lifting her higher and then dropping her directly on my shaft, her cunt tight but welcoming. With her back against the tiles, and her legs locked around my back, I drove my cock remorselessly home, time and again pounding deep within her, each plunge bringing an almost feral groan from her depths.
Our second fuck seemed even harder, baser, as we rolled soaking across the silk sheets of her bed. Our hunger was palpable, unreasonable, still unquenched as we both exploded a second time. Still hard, still embedded in her, we commenced again, another race to ecstasy, both now screaming, yelling in joy, neither of us surrendering, struggling to maintain this state just a little longer. Finally, completely exhausted we both slept, a deep contented sleep, a sleep of two bodies utterly spent.



I woke with Mom lying on top of me, with her tongue lapping at my face like a cat, her eyes shining in joy. I loved the feel of her atop me, her body nestling easily into mine, her warmth enveloping me. Soon we were both grinning, and then laughing, almost hysterical at our good fortune, at how lucky we were to have each other. "I think I got the better of that deal," she finally said, almost smirking.
"What deal Mom?"
"Did your Father ever tell you about Penny, how she came into our bed, how she became his second lover." Seeing my nod, she continued, "I insisted on only one thing Jimmy, and that one thing was you." Seeing my brow furrow in confusion, she explained, "I told your Dad that when you were ready, and only then, I was going to take you, have you whenever I wanted, whenever you wanted."
"But,.. but that was before, Mom, how did you know? How did you know I'd be good enough for you, that I'd be a man you'd want?"
"I knew Jimmy, I just knew. Last night, oh Jimmy, that was a night I'll never forget. I don't know if we'll ever get to that place again but I want you to know, it's never, never ever been better," she finished, her lips finding mine, our tears soon mingling. "Now lets do it slow, lets take a little more time than last night, I want to explore every inch of your body."
And we did. For two hours, just using mouth and hands, we explored, we caressed, we excited, and we loved. After licking every inch of her body I was almost giddy with her sweet taste, surprised at how my taste buds reacted to her skin. "Mom, you taste so good, so different than the other women I've been with. Is it like that for you to?"
"Yes, it's amazing. I haven't slept with many men you know, just your Dad, I'm not as experienced as you, my little Don Juan," she joked, "but you are so much tastier than Dad, so yummy, it's almost like I'm eating myself. Maybe it's because you came out of me, because you drank at my breast, the genetic ties we have. Your sperm, oh I could die for it. When I got that little nibble at Christmas I was stunned, I wanted to go back to your room and suck you dry, it was almost narcotic like. And you smell better, better than anyone I've ever known, ever met. I think I could spend the next year with my head in your lap, your smell intoxicating me, your cum sustaining me....."
"Yes exactly, your right," I interrupted impatiently, "it's funny, with only you and Isabel do I feel that. Somehow you two smell right, taste right, look right. There must be some family chemical we all give off, an attraction only felt by us."
"Speaking of Isabel, do you realize what she and Dad are doing this weekend?"
"What? Dad and Isabel? The plans, the house..... Oh shit, he's going to fuck her isn't he? Oh no, oh no! That's wrong, she wanted me, she asked for me, I promised her."
"She's his daughter, he wanted to be first."
"He won't hurt her? Christ, what am I saying, of course he'd never hurt her. I just hope she's okay. What about you Mom? It doesn't bother you? Like Auntie Pen?"
"No Jimmy, when I knew I was going to sleep with you it was strange, I just knew the four of us would be together, together sexually I mean. I think it was just meant to be. In my dreams I've seen both you and your Dad in me, both of you making love to first me, then Iz. I think that even twenty years from now your cock will still be filling me. But about your Aunt, I want you to promise me something."
"Sure, anything Mom."
"She'll be back Sunday, but I want you to promise you'll make her suffer a bit, wait a few days for the cock she craves, tease her a bit before you fuck her. I know since Christmas she's been dying for you. And then give her a good hard fuck for me. Oh, there's one other thing I want to tell you, another secret, for your ears only, promise?" Seeing my nod she leaned over and whispered in my ear, "You're just a little longer and a little fatter than your Dad."
"What? You mean... my cock? We look exactly the same."
"Take my word for it, Dad's big and great, but you've stretched me more than he ever has. I know you last longer too,' she added smiling. "Our secret."
It was stupid but I was happy, actually both really happy and really proud that mine was bigger, that Mom and Sis and Pen would always get a little more cock when they slept with me, that they'd be stretched wider by my young, hard prick. Mom and I spent the rest of the weekend in bed, and she wasn't disappointed in me or wrong in her assessment. When we heard Pen arrive home at four Sunday afternoon, we rose and naked went to greet her, our bodily juices dripping from our bodies. After kissing her in greeting and talking to her for a few minutes, Mom rose and seizing me by the prick, led me to her room, giggling at the look on her sister's face.
Dad and Isabel only arrived Monday afternoon; I was out at the time and didn't see them until dinner. It proved to be an awkward meal, all of us uneasy, worried about how we'd all react to the events of the weekend. Isabel especially looked bad, and was unwilling to look me in the eye. As soon as dinner ended she rushed from the table, sobs following her hasty retreat to her room. "Go talk to your sister, son," Dad instructed, "I think she's going to need you tonight."
At first she wouldn't open the door to my insistent knocking, but then finally relented and I entered to see a forlorn and tear streaked face. "Izzie, what's wrong honey? Are you okay?"
"Oh Jimmy," she sobbed, "I'm so sorry, oh so sorry. I'm just a fucking little slut, I don't deserve you," she continued, throwing herself into my arms. "I wanted you to be my first, I promised you, and then I let Dad fuck me, I let him put his big cock in me."
"But what's wrong with that? Don't worry; I can be your second, Dad and I both love you."
"You don't mind?"
"I wanted to be your first, but if any one was going to go before me I guess its good it was Dad. So, tell me, did you like it, do you like it when a big heavy prick slips into your cunt, when it slams into you."
"I fought him Jimmy. He surprised me when he got into my sleeping bag after I had gone to bed. I never thought of Dad as a potential lover; I'd never want to hurt Mum. He was naked, he was so strong, oh so strong, Jimmy I couldn't stop him. He forced my thighs wide and then jammed it in so hard, I thought he'd split me. It hurt Jimmy, it hurt a lot and then he moved it in me, back and forth, like a piston, never stopping. Oh it was wrong Jimmy, but I couldn't help it, my cunt was wet, I loved the feel of it and I started yelling 'Yes Daddy, yes fuck me Daddy, oh yes give me your big cock, harder Daddy, harder, more, more...'. I think I'm a slut; I'm no better than a common prostitute. You'll never want me now."
I quickly pulled my shirt and pants off and advancing on her with my erect penis in hand I laughingly asked, "You don't think you're going to get away without feeling this guy, do you. He's hungry for you; he's been waiting since Christmas to enter your sweet cunt. Every girl he's fucked in the last five months has just been practice for you." Grabbing her head and pulling her close I whispered, "I love you Isabel, I love you more than anyone or anything, forever."
Our hunger for each other was voracious and we attacked the other like mindless animals, biting, scratching, licking and finally penetrating, our shouts and groans shaking the walls. With her legs clenched around my back I pounded into her, each long, hard stroke met by raised hips, a clenching cunt that grabbed and held before releasing me for the next stroke and a deep guttural cry that rose from her depths. Like Mom, her smell was like an aphrodisiac to me, triggering a chemical reaction that rose from my balls into my shaft, seeming to make me harder, fatter and longer than ever before.
"JJJJJJJiiiiiiiiiiiimmmmmmmmmmyyyyyyy," her cry sprang out of her as we both came explosively, our bodies tremors seeming to make even the foundations of the house tremble. We rested, eyeing each other warily, perhaps stunned by the effect we so easily induced in the other; but soon resumed, my phallus inflamed, incapable of stopping; her red haired pussy forever open to his large purple head. Seemingly insatiable, we continued til dawn, our two bodies now working as one.
Mom woke us at one in the afternoon, with a tray of food in her hands and a big smile on her face. "So my little daughter, did you enjoy your big brother? Are you happy with your introduction to sex?"
"Oh Mummy, I'm so happy, I love you all so much," she cried, hugging and kissing her mother.
Watching the two together, a feeling of elation spread over me, recognizing these two beautiful women were mine forever. I knew their bodies would always welcome me, their pussies always waiting to bathe my manhood in their juices. That afternoon she swallowed me for the first time, eagerly sucking me while my tongue lapped happily in her pinkness, licking and lifting her trembling clit.
Her ass was still virgin; wanting to save something for me she had insisted that Dad leave that entrance alone. As I pushed my lubricated member slowly but insistently up that dark tight route, she winced in pain but insisted I go on, her body stretching mightily to accept my size. My tentative strokes slowly got me implanted half way, and then, one final powerful heave and I was there, completely buried, her sharp bawl of pain soon replaced by yips of pleasure as my hands manipulated her wet pussy while I stroked powerfully. After more hours of continual penetration, we slept again, sleeping right through to the following morning.
I decided that I would take Penny Wednesday night, I wanted to finally make our circle complete, our family at last united, ready for the sexual future we all craved. When I entered the dining room that night and saw the other four already seated, I simply approached my lovely Aunt and lifted her from her seat and then stripped her in seconds and bent her over the table. With one hand urgently exploring between her legs, I used the other to quickly release my stiffening prick.
"Jimmy, no, not here, not like this. Wait, please wait," she wailed, but as my shaft filled her she let out a long whimper of pure joy, of unadulterated need. She was spending almost immediately, the frustration she had felt over the last five days finally allayed, my hardness answering her deepest desire. As we fucked, we could both see Mom, Dad and Sis watching us, their smiles encouraging each pump of my cock, each of Aunts moans. The dinner plates shaking loudly on the table echoed each lunge, an invisible audience applauding our movements.
After being filled with my rich cream, she slid from the table to the floor, made dizzy and disoriented by my attentions. Motioning Dad over, I told him to fuck her ass hard while she sucked my prick. We soon were working in unison, both of us thrusting together, each of Dad's deep strokes eliciting a deep groan from Aunt, a groan that my cockhead felt as it passed through her stuffed throat.
Finished, panting hard, we heard Mom, Mom demanding that her big son fuck her while her husband took her ass. "Hurry, I want to feel my two boys in me, I want cock," she challenged, "big, hard, fat Flaherty pricks." Her little body was soon engulfed, engorged, it was a wonder my tiny Mom could take us so easily, reveling in our teamwork.
Finally we moved to Izzie, the least experienced but somehow the hungriest, forcing her Dad and Brother to new heights, sucking the last drops of cum from our bodies. The five of us woke the next morning, all naked, all of us in one bed, our future destiny secured. Whatever happened in the future, whatever changes occurred, we knew that we would always have the others to make love to, nothing could alter our love.
We spent the summer building our new house, Dad, Sis and I full time, Mom and Pen joining us weekends and holidays. Our days of hard physical labor and our nights of wild sex made for the happiest times of all our lives. That house we built is forever imbued with our sexual union, every room christened by our sexual juices.
Summer 2004, The Farm:
I told the above story to Scouries this Summer; I hoped he would write it and publish it, maybe allowing others to understand our way of life. In the last ten years many things have happened to the family, the following is a quick update on where our roads have led.
A year after our summer of construction, Mom and Pen both quit their Pittsburgh jobs, transferring to jobs in our rural county, Mom on the County Board of Education, and Pen as Head Librarian in the nearest town. Dad after finishing his latest large project followed just month's later, content to open his own Engineering Consultancy operating from home. With the money Dad had inherited, large profits from the tech stock boom of the nineties, and the money from the sale of our Pittsburgh house, our family was rich, all our foreseeable financial needs already met.
During the Christmas 1997 holidays, Aunt Pen had the first of what have become three beautiful daughters. The girls are now 6, 4 and 2 years old and are loved by all of us. The girls all carry the Flaherty genes but whether it was Dad or I who supplied them is unknown, although Mom and Isabel claim that their smell and taste point to I as father.
During the Summer of 1998, Mrs. Church's husband died and we soon invited the young widow to join our group. With Mom and Aunt Pen working and a house to run and children to be cared for, we all felt she would become an essential ingredient to a happy home. Susie and Claire were 13 and 12 when they arrived and now in 2004 Susie at nineteen has just finished first year at Penn State. Dad introduced her to our circle last summer, deflowering her on her birthday. It was a joy for Dad and I to later relive with Susie the night we spent with her Mother so many years ago.
Claire turned 18 this summer and it was my hard shaft that welcomed her into womanhood. After I had broken through her hymen, spilling her blood while her body accepted me deeply, I got Dad and Scouries (who was then visiting) to join me and as the three of us filled her cunt and mouth and ass, the rest of the family watched, all happy for her passage into womanhood. We don't know if the two sisters will return to us when they finish University, but we all hope so. I'd love to see their belly's distended with another generation of Flaherty's, but only time will tell.
Isabel went to NYU in the fall of 1995. She loved her five ensuing years in the 'Big Apple', sampling all that that great city can offer. She slept with many men while there, her acceptance of her large sexual appetite allowing her to enjoy herself guilt free. And yet, whenever she returned, her hunger for Dad and I seemed to have grown, and she would ride our rampant pricks through each holiday, insatiable, seeming to want to fuck each of us enough to carry her over the next term. Often, hungry for us, she would fly in for a day or a weekends fucking and then disappear back to school.
Graduating first in her class and in great demand among the biggest Architect firms in the country, she instead chose home, Dad and I, and set out to create a private house design practice from the farm. She has quickly succeeded, with a practice that is growing and is now designing homes for the elite of Pennsylvania. The summer of 2002 Izzie had her first child, Samantha, the daughter of a man she chose expressly for the purpose, a New Yorker who will never know he fathered her child.
I had graduated in the spring of 1998, and with my honors degree in engineering, had decided to join Dad in his growing Consulting business. And with me came Sophie Morris, my future wife and mother of my children. I had only met Sophie three months earlier, late in February of my last term at Penn State. I met her by chance, happening to stand behind her and two friends in a lunch line at one of the school cafeterias. I simply followed the threesome to their table and sat down at the fourth seat uninvited.
"Yes?" this ravishing beauty asked. "Are you lost?"
"Hi girls. No, no, I'm not lost, but I know that often there's a shortage of tables and seats here so I didn't want to take a whole table to myself. Do you go to PSU? You don't look familiar to me. You're a maintenance woman, right?" I guessed, having noticed specks of paint in her hair and on her weird black clothes. "I'll bet you're a punk rock, maintenance painter, probably stoned," I finished smiling, pleased at my powers of deduction.
"Don't, please don't tell me you're a fucking engineer. Dear God, not another," she ended.
"So you did recognize me," I exclaimed. "Jimmy 'Two' Flaherty at your service ma'am, and as you so cleverly surmised, I am studying to become an engineer." Our conversation continued, but not eagerly on the part of the girls, all of whom turned out to be fine arts students. Finally, Sophie reluctantly introduced herself, and I learned she was in last year and was a painter.
"Aha, so, I was pretty close in my guess, Miss Morris; you are a painter. And I wonder if you could you tell me if there happens to be any man, or woman, or any other primate that would stop you from marrying me and bearing my children." This line turned out to be somewhat unwelcome that early in our relationship and the three left the cafeteria less than impressed with me. But I was smitten by this beautiful bundle of energy and immediately set out to find everything I could about her. Fifty phone calls later, having called everyone on campus I knew who might know her I had learned enough to plan a line of attack.
Everyone seemed to know of her, she was almost a legend after four years in Happy Valley. It was a mystery that our paths had never crossed, as the stories I heard placed her in places and parties I had been at. She was either described as a 'brilliant painter and woman' or as 'that bitch'; the later often the view of the male sex. However I did hear enough of some of her wild sexual escapades to infer that she was attracted to men and seemed to go through them at an alarming rate.
A week later, I entered a small atelier under the eaves of the Fine Arts building, a place I had been told was her favorite work space during the afternoons, somehow the fall of light in the room was perfect for her painting. "This is a private workspace," I heard, challenged before I got five feet into the room.
"So this isn't Professor Smyth's Quantum Mechanics 433," I said smiling.
"No, you idi.., oh, it's you again," she groaned, finally recognizing me.
"What do they say, 'If the mountain won't come to Buddha, Buddha's got to go hit the road' or something. Actually Miss Morris, I'm here for my posing assignment. I was told you needed a model today, and voila, here I am."
"I'm painting a still-life, that vase over there," she grumbled pointing.
"I hate to give you a hard time Miss Morris, but after four years I would have thought you would have mastered vases and be ready for something alive. I think even I, a lowly engineer could paint that vase. Let me see what you've done so far," I said moving over to look at her work. "Yes, I'll grant you, that is a very good picture of a red vase; but is it museum quality? Paint me Miss Morris, please, paint me," I finished.
"Take off your clothes," she demanded.
"I thought maybe a more elegant picture, I standing nobly in front of the window," I protested.
Grabbing a drawing pad and pencils, she pointed to the platform and said, "Naked, now!" It was only as I pulled my shirt off that I saw the first glimmer of interest in her shining eyes and as my pants fell I couldn't help but hear her sharp intake of breath. She worked quickly, making simple line drawings of me from various angles, issuing terse posing instructions to me as she worked; her concentration fierce. My penis through all this had been at half mast, hanging down, but awake and watching. As she turned away for a minute I willed him erect and as she turned she gasped loudly, his tumescence startling her.



Recovering, she giggled and then said, "I don't get a lot of chances to draw erect pricks, male models are discouraged from getting a hard on in front of the class."
Slowly approaching her I answered, "Sophie, I don't believe you don't get to see a lot of hard cock. In fact, my guess you've been hardening pricks since you were in high school. Look at him Sophie, he wants to fuck you, and he wants your lips wrapped around his head so bad he's leaking."
Taking me softly into her hand she protested, "I don't fuck models and I definitely don't fuck engineers," but her increasingly insistent caresses proved her true feelings.
"Its time you posed for me," I whispered urgently, rapidly stripping her, exposing her ripe body to my eyes. "God, you're beautiful," I murmured, pulling her into my arms, my hardness trapped between our stomachs, the tremors in her body indicating her urgent hunger to be penetrated.
As I lifted her on to him, she gasped as my head slipped in and then groaned deeply as I plunged to her depths. "Don't talk Jimmy, please. Just fuck me! I need your big fat cock so fucking bad. Yes, engineer, use that big tool on me, yes, yes just like that. Drill me Jimmy. Drill little Sophie! Keep drilling til you hit oil baby. Oh fuck baby, yeeeeessss. Jesus H Christ, you fill me, oh so good, so, so fucking well."
After throwing her back onto the bare wooden platform, I commenced to fuck her hard, harder than I had rammed into any woman, and her sounds quickly turned to gibberish and deep wails of pleasure. As our orgasms spasmed through our bodies, both of us were eerily aware of the others innermost feelings. I think we both knew in those seconds of fulfillment that we were meant for each other, that our future was one. For the rest of term we lived together, the sex between us always fantastic. I took her to the farm for a weekend in early April, but wasn't prepared to expose our romance to my family's secrets. Driving back to Happy Valley I proposed, her acceptance of me signaled by a fifty mile blow job.
We arranged for a May 7th wedding on the farm, only three days after our graduation ceremony. Sweet Sophie had almost no family to speak of; she was an only child raised by an elderly maiden Aunt after her parent's death in an accident when she was a child. The wedding was to be small, our family, Sophie's aunt and maybe thirty friends from school. Mom and Aunt Pen were organizing the whole thing, but as we planned the day there was an overhanging fear of how Sophie would react to our reality. I finally decided it just had to be done and we'd see how the unsuspecting girl would react.
The day dawned sunny and clear, and I hoped this would be a good omen for what was to come. My bride glowed in her white gown, her beauty almost breathtaking. After a one o'clock ceremony we all spent the afternoon and early evening eating and drinking and dancing, the last guest only leaving around nine. As Sophie and I stood happy in our new bedroom I finally whispered softly, "I'm sorry sweetie, but I had to do it this way," and walked toward the door.
"What? What do you mean?" she asked, befuddled at my actions but then saw Dad, naked and erect, enter and approach her. "Jimmy, Jimmy," I heard as I left, "What the fuck is going on? Jiiiimmmmyy, pleeeeeeease, no!" she wailed.
As I lay naked between my Mom and Isabel, Sophie's cries of anger and hate shook the house, her despair shaking us all to our very cores. Eventually Dad's skill and size brought cries of passion from Sophie, her hungry body unable to resist a hard insistent cock; but I knew that she was still likely to pack and leave in the morning and I regretted my rash choice of introducing her to our practices so harshly, so coldly. Dad left her sleeping deeply at three in the morning, and returned to us bruised and scratched, unsure of his actions.
"I don't know son. She's not happy with you or me."
When Sophie woke at nine the next morning, she was curled in my arms, my hard penis sliding deep into her. "No, please Mr. Flaherty," she started, but seeing me she exploded into rage. "You cocksucker, you bastard, you fucking prick cocksucker," she started, "I'll kill you mother fucker." Then laughing she said, "Fuck, you are a mother fucker, that's probably not even an insult to you backwoods losers. I'm leaving Jimmy, just get the fuck off me and drive me to the airport. I'm going now."
Holding her easily with my strong hands, I let my penis bend her resisting but hot body to my will, her cunt finally unable to resist my strokes, her juices welcoming his size, his thrusts. As I lay on her afterward, my semi limp prick still in her I talked, "I love you Sophie; I never lied to you there. I know, I know, I should have told you, prepared you, but until you saw it and felt it, I knew you would never understand."
"But it's true? You and your Dad fuck your Mom? Your Aunt? Your Sister? You think I'd ever want to join you? Never! Never!" she wailed.
"Yes we do. We love each other. I've fucked many, many women Sophie but it's only with Mom, Sis, Pen and you that I feel love. Sex without love can't compare with what you give, what Isabel gives me. I love you Sophie but yes, pure and simple, you're going to have to share me if you want me, if you want to stay. Please, Sophie, before you walk out, think about your life, about what you really want."
After I left we gave her a time to think before we sent Isabel in to try and convince her to stay. "Thanks Iz, thanks for the warning, thanks for telling me you were fucking my groom!"
"Aw, shut up. What about me? The man I love most in the world brings in a new woman, leaving me where? You like Jimmy, don't you? But you've only known him three months. I've known him and loved him all my life. I love the feel of him, the smell of him, the taste of him, Christ, everything. Fuck off if you want but don't come crying to me."
"Fuck you! It's not every bride that gets raped by her father-in-law on her wedding night! This is not ordinary behavior Iz."
"No, OK, maybe not. But before you walk out the front door, just think a bit. I've spent the last three years in New York and I've tried a lot of men. I didn't particularly want to spend my whole life with Dad and Jim. But you know what? I've never come close to the feelings I have with Dad and Jimmy with any other man – it's not even close. I love them Sophie and I love being fucked by them. Have you ever felt anything like you feel with Jimmy with any other man? If not, you better consider the future without him. How was Dad anyway?"
"Screw you! Yes, okay, your Dad can make love, he can really fuck. He's not Jimmy but he's damn close."
"And you're going to walk away from the two best lovers you've ever had?"
"But I just can't cave in to those bastards. If I do they'll always have the upper hand."
"So, you're a big girl. Make them pay, make them suffer a bit."
Sophie thought for minutes and then started talking excitedly, asking questions of Isabel and then explaining her plan. "That might just work Sophie," she laughed, "Yes my new sister, I think that would be perfect."
Isabel returned to the rest of the family, announcing excitedly that Sophie might stay but had demands. After whispering to Mom and Pen for a few minutes she announced we should all get naked. Sophie entered, likewise naked and hugged all the other girls in turn before turning to Dad and I. "I'm really, really pissed off at you two," she started, "but Iz convinced me to stay, as long as you two suffer a little bit."
"Sweetie, no one has to suffer," Dad started before Sophie cut him off.
"Listen Dad, you just raped your new daughter-in-law. You also once upon a time raped Pen and your daughter. It is time you got a little something back." As she talked all the woman were shaking their heads in agreement and Dad quickly understood he better go along meekly.
"OK Sophie darling, what do you want me to do?"
"I want you to give Jimmy a blow job while Jimmy's sucking your fat cock."
"What?" we both yelled, before Dad added "No prick is going to enter these lips. Ever!"
Against the combined pressure of the four we were bound to finally capitulate, although Dad argued til he was blue in the face, at last agreeing but promising that the two of us were going to double fuck each of the four of them afterwards. For me, growing up in the nineties the idea of two men together wasn't that big a deal, but for Dad it was clearly a challenge to his manhood. Why a man sleeping with and satisfying seven women would be threatened wasn't clear, but he was. For me it was the first and so far only time a man has blown me and the only time I've sucked a cock, but I suffered through the humiliation gallantly, knowing Sophie was worth just about anything. Although we never admitted it, both Dad and I learned something from the exercise; we now knew what our women were feeling as they gobbled us and I know I enjoyed the touch of a woman's lips much more from that day forward.
Sophie, of course stayed, and is now the Mother of my two children, a boy five (Jimmy Three), and a girl two. With the seven adult women, Dad and I, and the so far six children, our family is happy, loving and content. If the two Church girls return, we will need another man and are discreetly looking for a candidate, maybe one of the two will find someone. We don't feel the need to defend ourselves; our actions and love are enough for us. We know others are struggling with these urges, these feelings and we hope someday they find what we already have. Good luck.



        Miss Kiss

        Ex-military man finds love with student.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/miss-kiss

Title: Miss Kiss

Author: scouries

Category: Romance

Description: Ex-military man finds love with student.

Tags: large penis, dark eyes, punk sex, sex weekend, white skin, prostitute enjoys




Another story for one of the Literotica girls. They say a picture is worth a thousand words, hers was worth at least thirty-seven hundred. If only she would spend more time with us, post more, we would be in a constant state of bliss...
*
I'd known as soon as I saw her that I would rent her the apartment. It was her eyes I saw first, and it was those dark, dark eyes that had decided it. Christ, I thought, you could get lost for a week in those luminous pools, and their hypnotic effect had had me almost reeling since I had opened the door to the young girl.
"It's about your ad sir," she began, clutching the local paper in her hand. "It sounds just like what I'm looking for; I wonder if I could see it please. Oh, by the way, my name is Miss Kiss, Miss Toxic Kiss."
The ad had run in that mornings Guardian and read as follows, 'Two room flat on the top floor, old Victorian house, near university, tube; semi furnished, heat, cable, hi-speed computer access and electricity included. Prefer female university medical student, on an annual rental basis, references required, call tel. no. 767-7676.' How she had found me, and this early in the morning was a mystery as I hadn't received any calls that morning.
My name is Peter Brown, 44, an ex-soldier who had inherited the beautiful old house from my Dad when he had passed away three years earlier. Dad had been a professor at the University's Faculty of Medicine for thirty years prior to his death and often over the years had rented the top floor apartment to medical students. I hadn't rented the apartment the last two years but had recently decided to revive Dad's old practice.
"You're early Miss Kiss. I'm Peter Brown," I said, offering her my hand.
Smiling broadly, her perfect teeth glistening in the early morning light, she said, "They say the early bird gets the worm, Mister Brown."
After climbing the two flights of stairs we arrived at the door to the rooms. The suite consisted of a small bedroom and a large bright room that stretched the full length of the back of the house. "Oh gosh, darn," she exclaimed, "I don't think I can take it Mr. Brown."
"You don't like it," I responded, surprised that she didn't want it.
"It's perfect," she purred with regret obvious in her voice, "It's just too nice, I could never afford it."
"We haven't even discussed the rent yet Miss Kiss."
"I've seen twenty other flats over the last two days sir, and this is by far the best and I couldn't afford most of the others. I was hoping this would be smaller, worse. I've got a definite budget with a specific amount I can spend on rent."
"Tell me about yourself. If I'm even going to consider you as a tenant, I want to know your background, who you are and what your plans are."
"It's no use," she shrugged but seeing the interest in my eyes, she decided to talk. "I grew up in the north sir, the only child of two high school teachers. I'm smart sir, and I want to be a doctor, always have. I'm going to heal people, sir, that I promise you. Ma and Pa died two years ago, in a fucking stupid auto accident, I'm sorry about the language sir, but the stupidity of it still pisses me off. They left me a bit, but not a huge amount. I'm hoping that with the scholarship and cheap living that I'll make it through six years of school without owing a fortune. I know I'll never be a doctor, sir, if I have to spend twenty hours a week flipping hamburgers," she finished in a rush. "And what about you?"
"Me?"
"Sure, you don't think I'd live here without knowing something about my landlord, do you?"
"My Dad died three years ago, and when I inherited the house I quit the Army and moved here with my wife."
"Oh, you're married, and where do you work now?" she asked, then noticed the look of pain that passed over my face. "Did I ask something wrong?"
"I quit the forces only because Carol got sick, bad sick, fucking cancer if you must know," I growled, but quickly regretted taking it out on this little girl, a girl who had just lost her parents. "I'm sorry; it just still hurts a bit. She died only ten months ago, took over two years for her to die."
"Oh God, I'm so sorry," she murmured.
"The rents 375 Pounds a month, you can move in anytime," I said.
"That's too cheap. That's even less than my budget figure, way below. You could get a thousand easy for this place."
"Take it or leave it," I mumbled.
After looking at me for a minute, she finally nodded and said, "I'll move in this saft if it's okay with you. I'll bring cash for the first month."
"Good, do you need any help moving? I've got a pickup in the garage."
"Yes, please. Thank you Mr. Brown, thank you very much."
"I have only one demand" I added, "Study hard and get good marks; I don't want to see any more failures." And then belatedly remembering I asked, "By the way, do you have any bad habits I should know about?"
"I'm afraid I might do Peter, but you're too late to ask, I think we've made a deal. I'll have to tell you them another day," she finished smiling.
Was she the most beautiful girl in the city or just one of the top ten I asked myself as I drove her over to the small B+B she had been staying in since she had arrived in the big city two days ago. She didn't have much to move, two big suitcases, a box of books and a larger box of papers and knickknacks and finally a students knapsack. "I don't have much," she explained, "I put a few keepsakes and the like in storage with a great-aunt in the country; she's the only family I have left."
She had changed while I was carrying the last of her bags up to her rooms and greeted me now in black shorts and tank top. She was about 5'8" tall and 130 pounds and her thick, black, lustrous, over the shoulder hair matched her beautiful eyes. Her breasts were both full and firm, but it was her skin that you couldn't help staring at. Her skin was the color of the brightest ivory, translucent and aglow, and was as smooth and as unlined as a new born baby. "Christ, Miss Kiss, are you born of a human mother and father?"
Blushing furiously, the red instantly visible on her white features, she answered, "Don't tell me you're going to be another of those bastards who make fun of my skin? Shit! They often called me the ghost when I was in school. Miss Effing Hot Lips, the Ghoulish Ghost."
Laughing in sudden glee, I sputtered, "I always knew those bloody northerners were stupid gits and that confirms it. Christ, girl, you're as pretty as the most beautiful Greek maiden, you could be put on a pedestal in the Parthenon and thousands would come and bow at your feet every day. Besides," I said grinning, "the way you glow, I'll never lose you in the dark. You don't have any tattoos, do you? I'd hate to see that perfection marred."
"I wanted to, yes, a couple of times I almost got one. But my Mum, she told me if I ever marred my skin with a tat she'd cut off every hair on my head while I slept. It was a tough choice but I decided I'd keep my hair."
"Thank you Mrs. Kiss," I intoned and then added, having noticed irregular bumps next to her nipples, easy to see through her tank top, especially given her lack of bra, "You've pierced yourself though."
"You've either very good eyes Mr. Brown or you've been watching my tits a little too closely," she laughed, and quickly lifting her top showed me the two silver pendants hanging from her magnificent rack. "Do you like them?" she asked slyly.
Her large full breasts, white as cream, were topped by wide pink aureoles and lovely little nips. "Miss Kiss, It's always dangerous to try to improve on perfection. God's work there definitely needs no embellishment. And before you tell me or show me something else I probably don't need to know or see, I think I better leave. Come down for dinner at six if you like, I got lots of food."
"OK, thanks," she finished, a broad grin on her face, knowing she had surprised me with her show.
My cock was huge and throbbing as I stumbled down the stairs, mumbling to myself. I had been seconds from throwing her on her bed and ravishing the young beauty, and still felt an enormous urge to rush back up. I hadn't had much of a sex life for the last three years, having watched my sweet wife go from a beautiful vibrant woman to a seventy-five pound scarecrow, a woman in pain twenty-four hours a day. Two months ago, realizing I needed a sex life, but incapable of any kind of real relationship, I had started hiring prostitutes to service my needs. Soon, I had come to rely on the weekly visits of these young sluts, finding that the pounding of my fat cock deep into their hot little pussies was somehow ridding my system of the hate and bitterness that had threatened to engulf me.
It had been a Monday when Miss Kiss moved in and what with registration, organizing her courses, shopping, etc., we hadn't seen much of each other during the week so we arranged to have dinner together Friday night. Before dinner I gave her a tour of the house, the highlight for her being Dad's medical library, a library filled with about every medical text published over forty years. "Christ, this library is as good as the Universities," she exclaimed amazed.
"Use it any time."
"It's your private library, your house," she protested.
Handing her keys for both my house door and the library, I told her, "Dad didn't want a museum, Miss Kiss, he wanted a room where medical students could get some work done. Use it whenever you want, the only thing I ask of you is that you don't bring others into my part of the house without asking first."
"Oh, you didn't happen to see Dick leave this morning, did you," she asked shyly, grimacing.
"He wasn't the skinny guy with the Mohawk and the chains around his neck, was he?"
"I think I better tell you about some of my not so good habits," she offered. "Did you by any chance hear any noise last night?"
"The screaming? The wailing? The moaning? The pounding on the walls? I actually rushed upstairs at about three a.m. to save your life but as I got close realized you didn't need help."
"How did you know I didn't need help? I might have been murdered," she said, a grin spreading across her face.
"Well, when I heard you yelling, 'Fuck me Dick, oh Dick please, harder, harder', even though I'm not very smart, I was pretty sure you were OK."
Blushing quickly she said, "He and others like him are my worst habit." Seeing my confusion, she continued, "Since my parents died, all I do is work and study like crazy for five or six days and then I just have to get out. I love the punk scene, you know, the music and the clubs, and once I'm out I party hard. It's amazing, I have a couple of beers, or a joint, or some ecstasy and presto I'm the worlds biggest slut, and invariably wake up next to some of the biggest losers in the world."
"No steady? No nice young med student?"
"I didn't know what a prick was eighteen months ago, Mr. Brown. And then one night two punks raped me in the woman's loo in a crappy little night club in my home town, the music blaring the whole time the bastards banged me. I liked it Mr. Brown, God, I loved the feel of them deep within me. They knew it, they felt my body squirming, responding, orgasming. My school friends didn't notice anything, but whenever I went into any of the four local punker clubs, all the boys sensed my need, my hotness. Last night, Christ, I was only in the club fifteen minutes before Dickie had his hand in my cunt and I was sucking him off. I'm sorry; I'm pretty fucked up for a potential doctor. I should have warned you, I'll understand if you want me out."
"Nothing wrong with liking sex, Miss Kiss, but Jesus, you better use a little common sense. Fuck, you're studying to be a doctor; you have to know the dangers. Listen, I'd like to have a pound for every bird I screwed between the ages of eighteen and thirty, I'm no virgin prince. Just use your goddam head."
"So what do you do for sex now?" she asked teasingly.
"I'm now officially an abstainer."
"Then who was that young girl I saw leaving your flat this afternoon?"
"Ah, so you met Miss Lucy." Smiling I said, "Well I'm not one hundred percent abstaining. Miss Lucy is helping me decide my sexual future."
"Does she do this work charitably or is she recompensed for her efforts."
"Well Doctor Kiss, I believe that's better left between Miss Lucy and I."
After dining with her that night, I knew I was falling helplessly for this girl, her youth and beauty and smarts and energy an aphrodisiac. I fell asleep with my hard prick in my hand, visions of Miss Kiss swirling in my head. I woke twice that night, each time to the spurting of cum from my cock, the soiling of my sheets a tribute to her lush body.
On Tuesday, Lucy the sweet, little whore returned, and unbeknownst to me at the time, Miss Kiss was in the library as I was having noisy sex in the living room, finally sneaking out quietly as I started a second round with the delicious Lucy. Forty-five minutes later, Miss Kiss, sitting in a café terrace down the block, saw Lucy descend my steps and hurry over to the same café and grab a seat at the next table. Miss Kiss couldn't help but notice that Lucy seemed sad, almost in tears, so finally got up and approached the girl.
"Are you alright Miss? Is there something I can do to help?"
"No, no, it's OK, I'm just a little sad, that's all."
"I saw you come from the house where I have my flat. Are you a friend of Mister Brown? He didn't hurt you did he?"
"Oh, you're the girl upstairs. No, Peter would never hurt me. In fact, that's why I'm sad, he's too good, so I can't see him ever again," Lucy said, rubbing a small tear from her left eye.
"But that doesn't make sense."
"Maybe you don't know Miss, but I'm a whore, I do this for money. You're not supposed to like the client or ever kiss them on their lips; it's just fuck 'em and get the money and get out, no emotions. With him I can't, I think I'm falling in love with him. See, he's gentle Miss, but he's so big, so hard, and he makes me enjoy his body, his kisses, his penetration. Shit, I came four times this afternoon; he's fucked up my schedule, Jimmy my boyfriend is really going to be pissed."
"Well, once in a while it's probably OK to enjoy yourself, isn't it?"
"Not in my business Miss. Fuck 'em and forget 'em, it's the only way. I can't go back – I told him so just now. You're going to have to find someone else, I told him, and fled the house. What about you Miss? Have you ever slept with him?"
"No, no never, I just arrived, I'm just a student; he's too old for me."
"Hah! Take my word for it Missy, and I've slept with my share of men, you're not likely ever to do better. He's big and he lasts, he's gentle but his kisses ignite you, his deep strokes take you places you've never been. And look at you, you've got a body on you, shit, I'll bet you like a fat prick in you, you're probably one of those hot students there always showing on the telly. He must want you, he's a real goat, I bet he only rented you the room cause he wanted to fuck you." As she got up to leave, she turned back and added, "I wish I was in your shoes Miss, good luck."
Kiss dreamed of me that night, she told me later, she dreamed of my body atop hers, driving relentlessly into her hot centre, each of my strokes being met by her thrusting hips.
I only saw her next on Thursday night, around ten, Kiss coming down the stairs just as I entered the front door. Instantly I knew where she was going, her dress and make-up obvious clues to her destination. She exuded sex, the young student body now transformed into a temple, a temple just waiting to receive a penis, any penis, as long as it would bathe her deeply in male seed. "Hi,' I said casually, "going out somewhere?" I was stunned at how jealous I was, at how badly I wanted her to stay.
"Yeah, had a hard day, just going out for a drink somewhere, you know, I need a break from all that studying," she mumbled, uneasy meeting me like this.
"Don't go. Please don't go," I whispered, stepping between her and the door.
"Why? What do you mean? I'm just going out for a drink."
"Miss Kiss, you'll break my heart if you bring some other man home tonight. God, you're so beautiful."
"I'm young, just a little slut, I'm not good enough for you," she whispered, moving her body into mine slowly, then eagerly as my arms engulfed her.
There was no subtlety in our first joining; our first kiss had ignited us both. Rapidly dropping my pants, I took her with her rear resting on the third stair, moving her panties aside to gain entry. As my first long deep stroke reached bottom, a groan of pure pleasure, pure contentment escaped from both our mouths. It seemed it went on endlessly, but it was only minutes before we were both coming, the dam broken, our juices flowing into the other.
As we lay panting on the stairs, both of us breathless from the power of our union, she finally said, almost purring, "Never again, Mr. Brown, never again."
"I was that bad? And I was ready to propose to you, make you an honest woman," I said jokingly.
"When I said 'never again', I meant I'm never going to have to sleep with anyone else again as long as you're around. You're stuck with me, I'm afraid. I'm you're little slut medical student."
"No more punk clubs Miss Kiss?"
"Only with you Mr. Brown."
We spent the next three days in bed; the only exceptions were quick meals and long showers together. That first night in bed, after our first explosive fuck, we took our time, exploring each other completely. She had some indefinable quality, an inner beauty that made me want to almost cry in happiness, an essence I had never seen or even sensed before. We spent hours just staring into the others eyes, while gently caressing with our hands the other's cheeks, lips, neck and hair.
And our tongues, when they came together, touching and probing and then hungrily seeking, seemed made to be twined together. As her tongue lightly touched my nipple and then moved slowly across my stomach, stopping to lick my belly button, I felt a shortage of breath, a dizziness, and my penis arched mightily, jerking madly, impatient for her lips attention. Just the feel of her lips accepting his head combined with a light flick of her tongue brought a huge spurting, my seed eagerly swallowed. "You taste so good," she murmured, pumping me like a cow's teat, impatient to get the last drop.
Her mount was hairless, shaven smooth and as my fingers spread her, her bright insides were clearly open to my view, the vivid pinkness in sharp contrast to her white skin. As she slowly took me again into her mouth and drew me deep into her throat, I used my fingers, lips and tongue on her tiny clit, and in her hot sheathe, her yips of pleasure rising finally into a crescendo of orgasm, her deluge of juices flooding my mouth.
Later, as I pierced her deeply with my organ, our joy was obvious, both knowing we had found the perfect partner for our lust, our love. I seemed to fit her perfectly, and had an ability to last exactly until her orgasm came. Stroking slow and deep, or fast and hard, her vagina seemed always able to match my rhythm. As our fluids spurted, our liquids mixed, flowing together to form ambrosial meal, a taste we soon both craved.
As the weekend flew by, we tried every possibility for pleasure, whether hands or toes or breasts or asses or mouths. There was no shyness or falseness between us, both recognizing we would never hurt the other.....
Two years later we're still together, our first child, Samantha, six months old, the two of us juggling our busy lives, I taking care of the baby as Kiss works hard to keep up in her classes. She'll be a Doctor one day,
And yes Miss Kiss, 'yourkissistoxic.'
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Mom and I were both stunned when we finally heard Sophie was pregnant. After just one year at the University of Illinois she was coming home to have her first baby, a husband or boyfriend nowhere in sight.
She had left our modest home on the South Side of Chicago in September 2003, a full 4 year scholarship to their School of Applied Science in hand. She had always been a success, straight A's in high school, valedictorian of her class, All-State softball player, volunteer with the United Way, President of the Student Council etc., etc. The kind of person you'd love to hate, jealous of her successes. But she was popular. And beautiful! All through high school the boys had chased her and somehow she had dated many of them without becoming very serious with any of them and without angering or hurting anyone. There were probably ten or fifteen guys who graduated from Daley Senior High with their date or dates with Sis being among their happiest memories.
I was only eleven months younger than her, one year behind in school, smart but a nerd, uncomfortable socially and Sis was my hero. She had always been kind to me, and just the reflections of her popularity had allowed me to enjoy myself at school. Dad had left when I was five, Sis six; just walked out one day and never had been heard from since. He had been in his final year of Dentistry when he had met the beautiful, eighteen year old Eva Warinski, seducing, marrying and impregnating her, all within three months. Seven years later he left, going to California with his Dental Assistant and all the cash he could amass quickly.
Mom struggled. At the time Sophie and I had no idea how badly off we were, how Mom had to fight to get through the tough times. What saved her was two things; one, she had studied at night school over the six years of her marriage and had got her teaching certificate just three months before Dad left; and two, Grandpa Brown, Dad's father had supported us and helped us financially after Dad fled. With Dad gone and Mom working, Sis and I had become best friends, unquestionably supporting each other always.
While Sophie had waltzed through high school socially, I had struggled, almost totally unaware of sexual desire until I was struck late in my junior year, my previously repressed testosterone levels now suddenly surging wildly through my young body. Having ignored women outside Mom and Sis until then, I was completely unprepared to compete for their affections, both gawky and shy in any approaches I tried. It was only a couple of days before she was to leave for Champagne that Sophie sat me down one day for a man-to-man talk, as she laughingly called it.
"Ritchie, what's up with you and girls anyway," she started one afternoon.
"What do you mean?" I asked, the blush already spreading across my cheeks.
"Christ, you're eighteen, good looking, smart and have a good body. Even some of my friends got the hots for you. You never go out on dates; you're not gay are you?"
"Are you nuts? Of course not," I protested angrily. "I never was interested in it; I mean sex, until the last few months. Christ, now I'm going crazy. I want to jump on every girl at school I see. It's all I've thought about for weeks. I'm useless though, every time I go to talk to a girl I totally lose it, I act like an idiot. I may have to become a priest," I finished.
"Yeah, Ritchie the priest! Get real. But I don't understand, you talk to Mom and I with no problem, and when my friends come over you talk to them, they all really like you. Cripes, the other day Gina and Jill both told me they thought you were really sexy."
"They did?" I asked dumfounded.
"Yeah. And Gina just broke up with her boyfriend. Why don't you ask her out before she leaves for school?"
"She's older than me. She'd never want to go out with me. Besides, I get nervous, I don't know what to say and I'd end up sounding like a total loser."
"I can't believe it! Sophie Warinski, Miss Personality, has a dork brother. I don't think so! Have you looked in the mirror lately? Everyone's saying it 'Richard Warinski, he's so hot'. I could get you ten dates in five minutes," she finished laughing.
"Have you ever done it?" I asked suddenly.
"Yes," she said grinning, immediately understanding my question, "with three different guys."
"God, I've never even kissed a girl. Did you like it?"
"Yes, don't ever tell anyone, but I loved it! It's the best thing in the world. Geeze, why didn't you tell me your problem before, now I've only got two days to fix you up before I leave for school?"
She all of a sudden sat down in my lap and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. "Ugh, what are you doing?" I screeched.
"I just wanted to give you your first real kiss," she giggled.
"You're my sister, that doesn't count. In fact, I think it's illegal," I ended.
"Shut up and pay attention! Somebody's got to teach you; I don't want you going out totally unprepared, you'll make an ass of yourself and embarrass the whole Warinski family. I can just see the headline in the school paper, 'Sophie didn't teach her loser brother to kiss properly, he bites three girls by mistake'."
"Ha, ha, ha," I started, but she cut me off by planting her mouth forcefully on mine, and then restlessly moved her moist lips over mine. "Christ," I yelled, pulling back from the first touching of our tongues.
"So, you do like it! A little practice and all those junior ladies are going to be wetting their panties for you Bro."
"They're seniors now sis," I mumbled, almost too stunned to speak, my body reacting wildly to her kiss. Our mouths quickly joined again, long passionate kisses followed in turn by light pecks, Sophie all the while making comments, encouraging and leading. Minutes later we pushed apart, both of us excited by our actions, knowing we had slipped perilously close to forbidden territory.
"I think you can handle the kissing now," she finally panted, "What else don't you know about girls, about sex?"
"Theoretically I know it all, but practically I don't know fuck-all," I answered laughing. "Can I see your breasts, your nipples," I asked mischievously, suddenly brave, not expecting anything but to be told to screw off.
As she sat on my lap facing me, she quickly lifted her tank top over her head, her perfect, ruby-tipped tits unexpectedly exposed, jiggling slowly inches from my chest, from my suddenly nervous hands. "Touch them Ritchie," she insisted excitedly, then taking my hand she guided it slowly over the velvet hills, topped by their excited little buds. "No, Ritchie, not like that, don't hurt me; yes, yes, that's better, oh yes, just like that, again Ritchie, oh please, yes kiss them, more, uh ummmm, oh fuck, I love the feel of your lips sucking me. God, yesssss, I wish I was full of milk and you were drinking from my body, oh baby, it feels so good. Oh suck me Ritchie, suck me hard baby brother," she moaned.
Finally pulling away, I gasped, "I love your breasts Sophie, God, you're so beautiful, so fucking hot. I've always wanted to touch you, always; I dream of you at night, shit, I get hard thinking of you."
Lightly moving one hand across the front of my shorts, she whispered, "Do you masturbate?"
"C'mon Sophie, that's private."
"Not to your sister, it isn't. Lets have it, I want all the details," she insisted, softly caressing. "Let me see it anyway, I want to make sure you're not deformed or something."
"No fucking way," I protested, but at the same time was secretly pleased and excited. I knew immediately that I wanted her to see my penis, to touch it, to hold it. Pretending to argue, I finally undid the top button and lowered my zipper slowly, allowing my hardness to jump into view.
"He's not bad for an eighteen year old," Soph said grinning, but I had seen in her eyes when he first popped out both surprise and desire, and I easily sensed her hunger for him. "Can I touch him?" she asked casually, "I'll be the first women to hold him."
I almost fainted when her fingers first touched me, softly moving from my pubic hair to his now scarlet head, her nails trailing lightly over the surface. "Jesus, Sophie," I wailed, the inevitable pressure building fast in my balls. Her grip tightened and she milked my straining shaft, her hands moving in long hard strokes until at last I exploded, my cum leaping outwards from my body, most landing on her arms and shirt. For seconds we both sat stunned, both understanding our relationship was forever changed, knowing this moment would always be in our minds.
"Well," she eventually sputtered, "I think you're going to be OK with girls next year. Everything seems to work just perfect." And then we both broke out laughing, relieved that we were still able to communicate, that we both saw some humor in the situation.
Two days later Mom and Sophie packed the car and were ready to set out for the drive to Champagne. Before hopping into the car, Soph hugged me, gave me a sisterly kiss and then whispered in my ear that she had left me a present and hoped I liked it. Going back into the house I didn't see anything for me in either my room or Sophie's and wondered if she had been making fun of me. Twenty minutes later the doorbell rang, and when I opened it I found Sophie's best friend Gina smiling on the porch. "Present for Mr. Ritchie Warinski," she sang, opening her overcoat to reveal her naked, nubile, young body.
For the two and a half days Mom was away, Gina taught me everything she knew and then we both taught each other some new things we didn't know we knew. I was now a man, and even though very sad to see Gina leave for school a week later, I knew she and Sophie had prepared me for my senior year, at last I was ready for my sweet little classmates.
During the fall term everyone noticed; I was no longer the shy, nerdy, thin but relatively attractive guy; I had morphed into a friendly and confident man, suddenly chased by various girls. Mom became aware of my new popularity and being worried, sat me down one day in mid November, wanting to make sure I knew which end was up. "I probably should have talked to you before," she started, "but you didn't seem too interested in sex and I've put it off. I just want to let you know what's right and wrong, and what's safe etc.," she continued, clearly not relishing have to explain the facts of life to her son.
"I pretty much know all about it Mom," I responded, as embarrassed as her, "Sophie sort of gave me a talk, a little course, before she left."
"Good, I hoped that would work."
"You two set me up?" I asked.
"No, no. We were just both a little worried about you, your not dating, you know."
"It's okay Mom. She actually really helped me."
"Do you understand about Aids, about diseases, about getting a girl pregnant? One of these days you're going to sleep with a woman, do you want to know anything?" As she asked these questions, she noticed my sudden blushing, so demanded quickly, "Are you still a virgin? Have you slept with a girl already?"
After much cajoling she finally got the story of Sophie's present, about my days in the arms of Gina.
"That little slut," she began, but then laughingly added, "Sophie, I never should have trusted her with my worries. I should have known she'd set up something like that. And so how did you like it?"
"I'm definitely not gay Mom! But now Gina's gone. I'm dating lots, but it's not that easy sleeping with a girl these days," I complained.
"You'll manage," she said grinning, while mussing my hair. "But don't get a girl pregnant or I'll kill you," she warned, while slapping a twelve pack of condoms into my palm.
"Mum! Geeze!" I blurted, more than a little surprised by her actions. "What are these anyway?" I asked slyly, clearly ready to embarrass her a little more.
"I think that's enough for tonight son," she ended firmly, not prepared to take any more sass from me.
Christmas came and luckily Gina came home and was still interested in her high school senior. She benefited from my almost four months of sexual abstinence; we seemed to fuck non-stop for the ten days she was home. Sophie, of course, was also home and although she seemed somewhat withdrawn, Mom and I missed the signals she was sending us. It was not until the second week of March, when Sophie was home for Spring Break, that the shit hit the proverbial fan.
I woke up about three in the morning of Sophie's second night home, loud yelling voices rousing me from a deep sleep. Worried, I hurried to pull a pair of white boxers over my naked form, and then rushed toward the sound, which seemed to be coming from Mom's room. Just as I arrived at the door I recognized the voices as Mom's and Sophia's, clearly the two were arguing fiercely. My hand on the doorknob, I hesitated, surprised the two were arguing, they had never raised their voices to each other in my memory. And then I heard Mom wail, "You stupid cow, what the hell were you thinking, are thinking now? Do you want to ruin your Goddamn life? You can't have a baby now!"
As I heard the last line, I tumbled through the door, staggered by her words. Standing open mouthed, looking from one to the other, Mom lashed out, saying to me, "God what the hell do you want?" before sinking back on her bed sobbing.
"Mom, what's wrong? Don't cry Mom," I begged, helpless before her tears, the first I had ever seen her shed.
"Your idiot sister has decided to ruin her life, that's all," Mom gasped, "She's decided to drop out of school and have a fatherless baby."
Sitting next to her on the bed and drawing her head to my chest, I whispered in her ear, "Mom, mom it's okay, don't worry, we'll fix it, everything's going to work out." While I stroked her hair I extended my other arm to Sis, and after gently pulling her down next to me, I asked, "Is it true? You're going to have a baby? When? How? I'm going to be an uncle? Excellent!"
Nodding, Soph curled up in my arm facing her Mother, and soon the three of us were hugging each other ferociously, the angry words forgotten in our love for each other. Finally I stood and gently escorted Sophie to her room, telling her as we walked that I'd go back and talk to Mom but that I expected the full story the next morning.
"Thanks Ritchie, for everything, you're a great brother." Smiling, she leaned over and gave me a long, tongue filled, unsisterly kiss and added, "And you look pretty sexy in your white boxers, very, very sexy. Gina wrote me a long letter about you two, you know." As her door shut, I stood bemused in the hall, the memories of her body, her lush breasts echoing in my brain.
I found Mom lying on her side on her bed, crying silently, her body shaking convulsively. Lying next her and wrapping my arms around her, I softly talked, trying to convince her that all would turn out well.
"Oh Ritchie, I just want her to do well, better than I did. I love you two so much. She's so smart, she just can't quit school, there are so many things she can do with her life."
"She's not quitting school Mom, I promise you that. And what are you talking about, you've done incredibly well. We'll talk tomorrow." I held her in my arms until her sobs subsided, and after ten more minutes, I felt her breathing drift into the slow cadence of sleep. As she slept, her thin, short nightgown the only separation between her back and my bare chest, her rear end fitting against my groin, I felt a sexual stirring, a feeling I had never felt before for my mother was suddenly aroused.
Unable to fall asleep, I moved my hands, softly exploring and caressing her breasts, breasts larger and heavier than her daughter's. Slipping my fingers under the soft cloth, I teased her nipples lightly, nipples which quickly rose to my touch. Slipping my penis through the hole in my shorts, I rubbed the firm shaft up the crack in her ass, a finger exploring her already damp pussy, an unbelievable hunger driving me forward. Only a loud groan from Mom as she shifted her body in sleep brought me back to an awareness of where I was and who I was with. Moving rapidly away from her I realized suddenly how close I had come to driving my big shaft deep into the channel that had borne me.
Until I finally fell asleep, I lay next to her, one of my arms and legs just lightly touching her, my hand gently stroking my meat. When I woke up the next morning, alone in her bed, I wondered what she had thought waking next to her son, his large cock flapping outside his shorts, evidence of my ejaculation on the front of my shorts and my bare stomach.
The three of us spent the next two days talking, discussing various possible plans for Sophie's pregnancy and schooling. She was adamant that she was going to have her daughter (tests at school in Champagne had confirmed the baby's sex), and that she was going to raise her. She apparently had gotten pregnant in early October and was now five months gone, her child due about mid-July. She wouldn't tell us who the father was, just saying he was a good looking, smart junior, a one night stand, a man she had no interest in seeing again. Her line to the two of us that, "He was a great fuck but that's all," stopped any further discussion, both Mom and I recognizing that the father wasn't going to be a part of the solution.
We finally agreed that Sophie would finish her year at the U of Illinois (something she said she'd have no trouble doing – her last exams were early May), and then come home for the birth. After a couple of phone calls we found that her State Scholarship was transferable within state, and so it was decided she'd transfer to the University of Chicago for next year and live at home with Mom. I insisted I'd stay home too; while I had planned to go East for school and already had acceptances to Penn and Dartmouth, I had also applied to and been early accepted to Northwestern.
"I don't want you staying home because of me," Sophie had stated. "I know you want to go East; you shouldn't live at home when you're at University." Mom had agreed with Sophie, insisting that the two of them could handle it by themselves.
"I'm staying!" I told them, and they understood instantly from my tone and manner that the issue was decided. It was great fun the rest of the week Sophie was home, the big decision had been made and now we had a million small things to discuss and plan. I felt an incredible joy putting my hand or cheek against her stomach, knowing a new family member would be soon here. The last night of her stay, as the three of us sat around the den, laughing and talking, enjoying our closeness, our love, Sophie, grinning, blurted out, "Mom, it certainly took an extreme measure to finally get my breasts as big as yours."
And in a way it was true. Sis had had perfect tits, medium size, upraised and pointed, but they had been a good cup size smaller than Mom's rounder, fuller but still firm orbs. Now, with her pregnancy, Soph was overflowing from the top bought for her pre pregnancy size. "I can't wait to feel her sucking my milk, growing from the food I provide her," she gushed. "How long did you suckle me Mom?" she asked.
"Seven months," Mom answered, smiling happily as she relieved the memory.
"What about me?" I asked innocently.
Blushing, clearly embarrassed by the question, Mom said, "Only three weeks," and as she continued, explaining the reason why she wasn't able to suckle me long, I tuned out, crushed by her response.
Finally I sputtered, "But Christ Mom, I needed that milk... I might have gotten sick or not grown right, that's probably why I developed sexually late...., maybe I'm not as smart as I could have been..."
As I continued to mutter, the two women started to laugh, thinking I was joking, not comprehending how strangely Mom's confession had affected me. "You look like you did all right honey," Mom started, mussing my hair as she talked. "Eighteen years old, 6' 2", one-eighty, scholarship student, the girls love you, what else could you want?" After not being able to lighten my mood for some minutes they eventually realized I was somehow inexplicably hurt by the admission. Grinning, Sophie said, "Alright little brother, if you're so upset by not getting your mommies milk, I promise you I'll give you some of mine. When does my milk start flowing anyway Mom?"



"You can and should start feeding in the first hours after birth. Initially you produce colostrums, thinner than milk and yellowish, but full of good antibiotics for your baby. Within a week you are producing milk that is rich enough to sustain your baby."
"OK, Ritchie, about July 17th you can have a drink of your sweet sisters milk. Will I produce enough for two, Mom?"
"Don't give your brother any more stupid ideas Sophie! But for your info, your breasts do produce more as the demand grows; it's sorta of like 'the more taken the more available'. You'll have lots for your daughter."
Although Mom had pooh-pawed the idea, as soon as Sis had suggested my drinking her milk, the idea had taken hold, and somehow I knew, and I think Sophie also knew, that soon I would be sucking milk from her beautiful breasts. Knowing this I let the subject drop and the three of us spent the rest of the night happily together.
Around two a.m. in the morning I rose naked from my bed, and moved silently to Sophie's bedside. Lifting aside the thin sheet covering her, I gazed hungrily at her body, and then slipped onto the bed beside her. After softly caressing her growing mounds for minutes, I then lowered my lips over her now erect nipple. As I sucked I felt her stiffen, slowly roused, "Ritchie, is that you? Oh God, yes, oh suck me hard," she urged. "Oh fuck Ritchie, I can't wait to feed you my milk," she added, panting now as my lips insistently sucked on first one, then her other nipple.
Later, as we lay panting, side by side on our backs, lightly touching, she tentatively moved her fingers to my groin. Grasping my shaft firmly she moved her head downwards, and just before she lowered her lips over its large top, she said, "I think its time I repaid the favor."
Of course, I had already been sucked by Gina, and another of my dates had given me a blow job in the back of her daddy's car, but this was altogether different. As soon as I felt her teeth lightly moving over my shaft as she took me in, her tongue lapping eagerly as he passed, my now impossibly big penis exploded, filling her mouth with a flood of my semen. As strands of white fluid leaked from her lips she quickly rose and kissing me deeply shared her meal, the taste of my cum being delivered by Sophie's tongue, doubly exciting.
"Well Ritchie, as long as you feed me I'll feed you," she said smiling, "And now I want to feel your beautiful fat cock in my cunt. I hope you're capable bro, my pussy is dripping for him."
Instantly hard, my boner straining upward, I whispered, "But is it possible for you to have sex Sophie? You're five months pregnant. Is it OK for you?" Her only answer was to swing her legs over me, and then drop her liquid center onto my hardness. Minute after minute she rode me, moving urgently, demanding with every downward stroke a total penetration, a complete filling of her depths. Finally, as shudders started to radiate outward from her centre, and as pressure in my balls produced the inevitable explosion of ejaculate, she leaned over and our lips met.
After the tremors of our mutual orgasms had passed, she lay quietly on my chest, my now semi-erect penis still partly in her. As we stared lovingly deep into each others eyes, I started to tell her how much I loved her, how much I needed her.
"Shhhh, you don't have to say anything Ritchie, I understand."
"I got to say it Soph. Listen, you know I've been with Gina, a couple of others, I liked it, but shit, it wasn't the same, not even close. I love you, always will. I don't know, maybe you feel different, but you are all I ever wanted, all I'll ever want. Last year, fuck, I dreamt of you every night, I hated the thought of you with another man, I always wanted it to be me, God I was..."
"You! What about me. Fuck. After I left you last fall I cried, I cried almost the whole way to Champagne. Mom was trying to reassure me that I'd like University; she thought I was upset about leaving home. I was crying because I sent Gina to you, I kept seeing you two in my mind, kissing, sucking, touching, fucking...Christ, I wanted Mom to turn around, I wanted to come home and make love with you.... I thought I had lost you for ever. At Christmas, shit, I was pregnant and you were screwing Gina, I almost died. If you want me, I'm yours for ever," she finished, sobbing in joy as we embraced.
I slipped out of her bed at five in the morning, and later that morning, as her ride to school picked her up, we both smiled, happier than we had ever been, knowing we would always be together.
As the weeks passed, Mom and I had a great time, making lists of all the things we had to get done before the birth and slowly working through the items. Mom, although originally distraught at Sophie's news, was now looking forward to the new family member with great eagerness. The one thorn in the ointment was my continual revisiting of my lack of my Mother's milk and finally I realized she was getting a little pissed off at my questions. I stopped mentioning it to her to keep peace in the house, but I was still interested in the subject and spent hours on the internet researching lactation, breast feeding and future health, and anything else I could find on the subject.
My sex life was also pitiable, as although girls were approaching me all the time, I got home from every date frustrated. Once you've had sexual intercourse its difficult to play all the little games teenage girls demand, 'yes that's okay', 'no not tonight', touch her breast but don't kiss them, she'll stroke your cock through your pants one night, the next no, etc., etc.
Finally, on a Friday night in mid April, I blew up at my latest date. Laura had the hottest body in the class but was the master of yes-no, go-stop, oh I love it-you pig school of teen cockteasing. After a movie, and a couple of drinks and some dancing at the local bar, we ended up at one a.m. in her living room necking. We were both hot, her body's reactions showing her hunger for me. And yet, as my hand moved to her breast, a breast she had been pushing into my body all night, she protested, 'Oh Ritchie no, not tonight'. Pissed I just walked out on her and downed two beers in my car before driving home.
Arriving home, high but not drunk, I stripped down and grabbed a shower, wanting to clear my head before sleep. Walking back to my room, covered with just a small towel around my waist, I heard Mom call out, "Ritchie, is that you? How was your date?"
I entered Mom's room to find her sitting up in bed, reading by a bed lamp, her body covered with an almost transparent silk slip. "Hi Mom," I said as I sat down on the edge of her bed, "If you must ask, it was shitty, that bitch is a real cocktease."
"Ritchie!!! Don't ever talk like that to me. Are you drunk Ritchie?"
"No, Mom. I just had a couple of beers, I'm sorry about the language. I'm just tired of the bullshit, that's all," I finished, putting one arm around her and laying my head on her shoulder. I then told her about my frustration with teen girls and dating. "And Mom, you've got nicer tits than any girl I've been out with this year," I said, as my free hand went to her breasts and quickly moved over their surfaces.
"Ritchie, no, stop it, stop it right now," she insisted shrilly.
"Oh Mommy, please, let me see them, touch them, suck them," I pled, still caressing, and finding her nipples erect, moved both hands quickly to the hem of her short slip, which I rapidly raised over her head. Naked except for matching white panties, Mom blushed, momentarily too shocked to protest. Immediately I had one of her breasts in my left hand and the other between my lips as my right hand gently moved caressingly through her hair. At first she struggled against my hands, mouth, but slowly lay back, letting me suckle, her enjoyment of my touches only indicated by a soft purring like noise that rose from deep inside her.
After spending more than ten minutes sucking each breast I fell back, strangely satisfied, almost ecstatic. Lying beside her, I finally told her, "Thanks Mom, I love you, you know. Christ, and to think I could have done that for six months."
"Don't start Ritchie, just don't," she warned.
"Can I ask you something Mom? And you won't get mad?" Seeing her nod, I continued, "What do you do for sex? I mean you're a really beautiful woman but you don't seem to go out with anyone. I never really noticed until the last six months but you're so beautiful, so sexy. You must like it? Even all my friends think you're hot."
"They do! Who?"
"Christ they all do. You know, Jimmy and Bill were over the other day when you were dressed in shorts and t-shirt. The whole way over to the field afterwards they were talking about how sexy you were, how hard they got whenever you were around. I had to threaten to thump them before I got them to shut up about you. You even make me hard, look," I finished, pointing at my rampant penis, proudly standing.
"It's been hard Ritchie," she began, tears in her eyes, "I loved sex with your Dad. He was my first lover, you know, I never would have cheated on him. Then he left, with that slut, bimbo Dental Assistant; I could have killed them both. Then I didn't have many chances, I was working and I had you two. I didn't have a lot of opportunities to go partying on a Friday or Saturday night."
"Geez, I'm really sorry Mom. You should have told us."
"Ya, right, I'm going to tell my teenage kids, 'Oh, Mommy's off to get laid, go to bed early children'. Actually, it wasn't that bad. I did get have a few flings over the years."
"Who with?" I demanded.
"One thing I can teach you Ritchie. Don't talk to others about who you've slept with. It's your business and your lovers, no ones else. Understand?"
"Yeah, I got it Mom." And then as Mom watched spellbound, I moved my hand down to my shaft and slowly started to stroke him.
"RITCHIE."
Taking her hand gently in mine, I moved it so that she was touching him, not helping but not fighting the contact. "Mom, I'm so Goddamn horny I'm going to come with your help or without. Pleassse..."
Saying nothing, she finally bent to the task, one hand manipulating my balls as her other caressed my shaft, concentrating as she worked. Again and again she brought me to just short of climax, each time bringing me down before that incredible rush up my shaft could start. Finally, after what seemed like an hour of non stop ecstasy, I exploded, with strings of hot cum spouting upward before falling back onto my chest and stomach. As she milked the last drops from him, she exhaled, simply saying, "He's so beautiful," and then kissed his tip once lightly.
As I lay on my back, pools of cum forming on my body, Mom moved to clean me with a corner of the sheet. "No, its okay Mom, let me," I said and then dipped a finger and brought it to my lips. As a second finger full slowly slipped into my mouth, I felt her tongue flickering across my nipple, drawing my seed into her mouth. As I lay still, her tongue moved all over my body, cleaning, swallowing, until she finally took my semi-hard shaft into her mouth and licked him clean.
Later, as we lay comfortably in each others arms I asked her, "Can I do something for you now Mom? I want to please you like you pleased me."
"No, no, I'm fine," she said reddening, "I think its time for sleep now. But thank you Ritchie, I loved what we did tonight, no regret at all. I love you son but you know we can't do this again."
We slept in each others arms that night, and notwithstanding Mom's last words, we both knew there would be more nights like this one; our sexual delight in the other was too strong to deny.
Three Fridays later, in early May, just days before Sophie's return from school, I again had another frustrating date with Laura. Arriving home late, about 2:30 p.m., and pissed off, I showered quickly and then went looking for Mom, my penis already three-quarters hard. There was no sound from her room or light under her door, but I entered her bedroom anyway, naked, ready to overcome any protests she might have. The hall light behind me combined with lights from the street gave me enough illumination to see Mom, who was lying naked on top of her sheets, her skin gleaming under the warmth of an early Chicago heat wave.
Swiftly crossing the distance to her bed, I joined her, and suspending myself on knees and elbows just inches above body, I ran my hands gently over her, quickly finding and then entering her pussy with first one and then a second finger. I found her already moist, and knew she had been dreaming of sex before my arrival. Not willing to wait a second longer, I spread her thighs wide with my hands and then brought my penis to her gateway, its big head throbbing in anticipation. I plunging deeply, and even asleep it seemed Mom's cunt was welcoming me eagerly, wanting my hardness to fill her.
As I pulled almost completely out and then stroked deeply into her for the second time she awoke, instantly aware of the violation of her body. I could see the emotions rapidly flash across her eyes, first surprise, then fear and then recognition. As we stared at each other I finally saw in them her acceptance and happiness seconds before she said, "Oh, Ritchie, oh yes Ritchie, make love to your Mommy, yes baby, fuck mommy." It was over almost too soon, our mutual excitement driving us quickly to orgasm as Mom's loud cries of delight echoed through the house.
Still hard and deeply embedded in her still vibrating pussy, I started to move again, this time slowly working her, hoping to prolong our pleasure. There was no question if I was satisfying her as soon Mom's grunts and moans and cries and screams rocked the room, her noises the deep, guttural sounds of animal pleasure. A third and then fourth time we came together, and each time our lovemaking lasted a little longer, almost impossibly our orgasms seemed more earth shattering.
Lying side-by-side I finally said, "Jesus Mom, I definitely think you've been going way, way too long between fucks. Christ, I can't believe how hot you are. We better hope the walls are soundproof or the police will be here any minute. Have you always been so hot? So noisy? So sexy? Christ, I forgive you for not suckling me."
"Oh Baby, I didn't know. I never guessed. I liked it with your Dad but shit, it wasn't even close to this. Hell, thirty-eight years old and I finally get properly fucked. Oh, let me see your beautiful prick. I want to touch him, and kiss him, and lick him," she finished, now laughing happily. She sucked me eagerly, not willing to stop until I had come in her mouth, grinning as she swallowed my seed.
In the days that followed we spent all our free time making love. We made love in the morning before I left for school and she for work; we fucked before, sometimes during and then after dinner; and then we retired to bed for the rest of the night, exploring each other's body endlessly. The day before Sophie's return I told Mom how Soph and I had had sex at Easter and how much we loved each other, and that she would have to share me with her daughter. "Good," she said, surprising me, "we all belong together. I was worried about what Sophie would think, whether she'd want to stay with us when she found out."
Two nights later, naked, I entered Sophie's room as she lay reading in bed. "Ritchie, oh goody, get in," she said, pulling down the sheet to welcome me.
Bending down, I lifted her off the bed, and as her arms went around my head, she looked at me quizzically, obviously surprised by my action. "We're going to Mom's bed tonight Sis," I started, smiling as I carried her down the hall.
"But Ritchie, what's going on, please, not in Mom's room," she protested, "She'll kill us, she can't know about us..."
"Shhhh, don't worry," I said, opening Mom's door and carrying my naked sister to the bed, where I deposited her next to Mom, also naked. After giving Sophie a long, passionate, tongue filled kiss, I turned to Mom, and knelt between her legs. After quickly lifting her butt up and off the bed, I entered her as I pulled her toward me. Mom's gasp of pleasure was echoed by Sophie's cry of protest as I pumped my piston impatiently into Mom's delicious cunt.
"Mmmmooootherrr, what are you doing?" finally escaped from Sophie's lips, an expression of pure astonishment on her face. She watched as we fucked, our noises ringing through the room, and finally I could see her touch herself, her breasts and her clit, as Mom and I climaxed noisily.
Smiling, Mom reached over and slowly caressed Sophie's cheek, whispering softly to her, "I seduced your baby brother honey. I hope you don't mind but I just love his big hard cock in me. Feel how nice he is," she continued, taking Sophie's hand and placing it around my again hard shaft.
"But Mom!" she started to protest, a protest that was immediately stopped by first my lips and then Mom's. As Sophie involuntarily began to respond to Mom's kisses, to her tongue, I lowered my lips to her breasts, drawing each of her now large nipples in turn into my mouth. Soon the two of us had Sophie panting and groaning, her body thrashing in joy from our ministrations. "Oh fuck, yesssss," she screamed as her climax shook her.
We slept together that night; Sophie nestled softly between her Mother and I. Waking the next morning there was no uneasiness between us, it was as if we had always known subconsciously that we were made for each other, that somehow our threesome was natural and had finally made us complete. For the next two months we slept together, our sexual couplings only held somewhat in check by Sophie's pregnancy. The excitement of the coming birth also captivated us and as the big day approached our nervousness increased.
Sophie, after much discussion, had finally convinced her doctor to allow Mom and I attend the birth and at 5:25 a.m. on July 11th Katrina Eva Warinski was born, all 8 pounds, three ounces of her. Watching her head emerge from Sophie's loins was the most awesome thing I had ever seen, and I knew that I would always protect this beautiful child with my life. I had immediately become her Big Brother, Uncle, Father and Protector all rolled into one, and ultimate misery awaited the person who hurt her.
An hour later while sitting in Sis's hospital room, watching Sophie with Katie sucking eagerly at her breast, I had to restrain myself from joining my little niece. My cock throbbed almost painfully as Katie fed, her tiny lips feeding hungrily. That night at home, I made love to Mom like a man possessed, images of Sophie's milky breasts driving me to sexual heights I had never approached before. Two days later Sophie and Katie came home and I hovered around the two, anticipating their feedings, rapt as I watched.
Her sixth night home, Sophie joined Mom and I in bed, and fed her daughter while sitting between us. After finishing and slipping Katie back into her crib at the foot of the bed, she crawled back between us and whispered to me, "I have lots left Ritchie, suck me, suck your big sisters milk," while offering one of her fat nipples to me. I instantly drew it between my lips, so eager to finally taste her. As the first stream of Sophie's sweet milk splashed onto my tongue, and down my throat, my penis rose into a huge erection, so powerful that I could feel the blood flooding into it.
While shifting to the other nipple, I asked Sis if I had been doing it OK, and seeing her nod I moved to it, while begging Mom, "Suck me Mom, oh please suck my big cock while I drink from Sophie." While Sophie caressed my balls and Mom took me deeply into her throat I fed, swallowing her golden elixir. After spurting copiously between Mom's vacuum like lips, I fell back from Sophie, her hot milk dripping down my chin. Mom kissed Sis deeply, clearly sharing my big load of cum with her smiling daughter.



This was just the first night of our sexual unions that included Sophie's milk. Soon I was fucking Mom, her cries echoing throughout the house, as I suckled at Sis's breast. Then, later Mom joined me at her daughter's breasts, both of us sucking, drinking as my penis pounded deeply into Mom. Sophie also insisted that she swallow me every night, laughingly arguing it was good for her health, that my sperm was full of essential vitamins, proteins, etc. Soon Sophie was ready for the feel of a hard cock and loved feeling me in her as Mom and I suckled.
We lived this way for eleven months, right into June of this year. Both Sophie and I did well at our respective schools this past year, but both look forward to a break this summer. Katie is perfect, healthy and loving, perhaps the best baby ever born, although her proud uncle may be slightly prejudiced when it comes to her. Mom wanted Sophie to wean her child (and us also) and finally convinced her in mid-June when she came up with a strange proposal.
"I've read all the stuff on the web about lactation that Ritchie found," she began, "And I've decided to try 'induced lactation', I want my little baby boy to finally taste his Mommy."
Both Sophie and I argued with Mom, telling her she was too old, it was too hard, she'd never be able to do it, etc., etc., but our arguments only made her more convinced of her plan. With advice from her doctor (yes, it was OK to try, but don't expect complete success), she started a regime, using a breast pump and certain drugs to induce lactation. As Sophie weaned us all the last couple of weeks, I wondered if Mom could ever produce even a little drink for her son, and was surprised and delighted to see her breasts grow ever larger, her nipples thicken, knowing that I would be fed again. Last night as I pumped furiously into her furiously gripping cunt, I tasted my Mom's delicious milk for the first time in nineteen years.
Making love to a woman as you suckle at her breast is an indescribable pleasure, and to do it with your sister, your mother, is doubly so. I know I won't have long to enjoy this new delight with Mom, and that it may be a couple of years before I drink again from Sophie's luscious orbs, but it has become a part of our sexual history and our love. I wrote this tale so that hopefully some of my readers will enjoy this almost ultimate gratification in the future. Good luck, there's nothing better than your Mother's and Sister's milk.



        Joe's Niece Ch. 04

        Patty, Lin and coed friend Bev all taken by Uncle.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/joes-niece-ch-04

Title: Joe's Niece Ch. 04

Author: scouries

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Patty, Lin and coed friend Bev all taken by Uncle.

Tags: slave loves niece, niece's ass penetrated, niece sucks uncle, clit piercing, sex in pool, bisexual coed, dildos, coed spanked

Series: Joe's Niece


Monday, Patty's school year started and I hoped we would slowly settle down to a more normal lifestyle. As I lay tanning by the pool after lunch, Lin approached with a phone in hand, "Your sister's on the phone Master."
"Annie darling, how's my favorite sister. I've been thinking about you an awful lot the last two days."
"Was that before or after you deflowered my poor, once virgin daughter, dear brother," she demanded, however in a voice that was more amused than angry.
"I can't imagine how you ever kept that girl a virgin, Annie. She's the hottest little minx to hit south Florida in ten years. She claims you insisted she save herself for her uncle. Did you talk to her today, was she okay with everything?"
"She sang your praise's, Joey, to both her sister and I half the night. According to her you are almost God like, your kindness unmatched, your sexual organ indefatigable as it plunges deep into her essence. Poor Gail, she was ready to jump on a plane in a mad rush to sample the pleasures your body could bring. I had to tie her to a chair to prevent her leaving."
"And you? You weren't tempted yourself? Wouldn't you like to have been riding me too?"
"Oh Joey, you know how I feel. I dream of your penis in me every night. Oh, by the way, what did you tell Patty about us, she was asking all sorts of very pointed questions on the phone? She also has Gail grilling me; they're convinced we were lovers when we were young."
"We were!" I then explained how Patty had come upon me when I was fondling my cock while I yelled her Mom's name as I slept.
"You've got your little slut Lin and my beautiful naked daughter around you and you're dreaming of me?"
"You always were and you always will be number one Annie. Why don't you and Gail get on a plane and come for a visit?"
"Gail just started high school this week and really wants to make sure she gets a good scholarship for next year. She's already started work on her University applications. UCLA, Duke and Harvard are at the top of her wish list."
"What about Miami? We've got a great medical school down here. Tell Gail to consider us. Oh, here's your little daughter Patty now. How was your first day at school sweetie? I've got your Mom on the line, say hello to her."
"Hi Uncle Joe, hi Mom," the little nymph trilled, as she walked naked towards me and lowered her butt onto my stomach. "Mom, Uncle Joe is lying naked by the pool and I just lowered my little tush over his sleeping penis. Oops, I think I feel a bit of life down there unc, yes, there definitely is something stirring. Yes Mom, he's now standing almost straight up, just rubbing gently against my belly."
"Patty, leave your poor Uncle alone. How was your first day anyway, honey?"
"Ma, I'm going to have to put you on the speaker phone now, I'm going to need both my hands for a while," Patty continued, giggling happily.
"Patty, Joe, are you there?" Annie demanded after thirty seconds of silence.
"Sorry Sis, your poorly brought up daughter was trying to swallow my tongue," I gasped.
"Mom, I've got your brothers fat cock in my left hand, his smooth balls in my right. I shaved him last night, you know. Uncle Joe is now completely hairless down there. Ooooh God, yes unc, yes keep doing that, please. Oh Mom, my nipples are so sensitive when Joe rolls them around in his mouth. Aaaahhhhh, yes, yes. Talk to Mom, Uncle Joe, my mouths going to be filled soon," she moaned as she slowly lowered her lips over my straining organ.
"Oh Patty, gently sweetie, gently," I groaned as she took me deep with one hungry swallow. "Annie, your lovely daughter certainly inherited some skills from her mother, she's the best little cocksucker this side of Tacoma. She takes me down just like her Mom used to."
"I heard that," Patty mumbled, as she spat me out to talk. "You two did fuck when you were kids; Mom I'm going to get all the details the next time I see you."
"You two are terrible," Annie complained. "I'm going to hang up on you; I don't want to hear any more."
"Oooh yes, more; Joe just put it in me Mom; it's so big, so fat, so long, oh, I love the feel of it. Do you remember what it feels like Mom when Unc drives deeply into, oooooohhhh, you? When he slowly pulls it out before he rams it, oooohhhh fuck unc, back in again even deeper? My cunts soaking Mom, so, so wet. Are you hot Mom, are you getting wet? Do you remember Unc biting your nipple and fondling your burning clit as he continued stroking? Ah shit, fuck me, please, oh yes, uuuuuuuhh, uuuuuhhh, uuuuuuuuhh. Oh ma, I love cock, Christ you never told me how good it feels, how it drives you fucking crazy as it moves inside you. Yessssss Uncle, fuck me, oh please fuck your little niece hard, harder. Aaaaahhh yes, fill me with your hot seed, I love the feel of your pulsing cream in my pussy. Let me clean him, unc, let me swallow every last drop, God it tastes so good. Mom, are you still there?"
"Yesssss, I am," Annie answered panting, clearly short of breath.
"You weren't touching yourself, were you Mom?"
"Shut up, my darling daughter."
"We've got to go now Mom. Something has just came up again," Patty said giggling, "I think next time I'm going to set up a video cam so you and Gail can watch live, I think you'll like it. Bye for now," she finished, and hung up the phone as we heard her mother's plaintive cry of 'Patttty'.
It was strange for me having a woman living with me full time; over the last ten years I had slept with hundreds of females and had loved the constant change, never attracted to the idea of settling down with one woman. And yet, as the weeks passed, I found myself making love only to Patty and Lin, my desire for others almost zero. It was exhilarating to be in love again!
At school, Patty had told her new friends and classmates that she was living with a second cousin of her mothers who had offered her free rent. She had made me out to be harmless enough, an 'old guy who's rich and chases young girls'. She brought a couple of her new girlfriends over to the house one Sunday night for dinner and my new, near monogamy was shattered when I met Bev. Just a little larger than Lin, (about 5'1" tall, 105 pounds), this little sweetie had frizzy, blond hair (cut short, almost punk), a tight little ass and perfect cone like breasts, and she presented this delightful body proudly, dressed in tight shorts and tank top.
She knew immediately that I liked her, wanted her, and we all had a fun dinner together. It was enjoyable to again hear the conversation and excitement of students around the dinner table. Living single you sometimes forget the liveliness and interest of the young, their passion for life. Bev was a sculptor/modeler, 21, and in her third year at the Art Institute, and suggested as she left that she'd like to have me model for her sometime. Later as I lay in bed with Patty, my shaft rhythmically moving deep in her pussy, she asked if I'd like to fuck her little friend.
"Patty sweetie, I've got all I want or need in my bed right now."
"She's bisexual Unc, but I think she liked you. I'm going to bring her over for a swim later in the week."
"She's bisexual? Does she want you Patty? Do you want her?"
"Oh yeah, Uncle, she definitely wants me. I think she also liked little Lin, they're both about the same size. I may sleep with her, but its cock I like Uncle, big, fat cock just like the one you've got in me right now," she finished, laughing dirtily.
Wednesday afternoon, as I lay tanning naked by the pool, a cooling drink in my hand, Patty and Bev arrived, chatting happily together. Finally noticing me, Patty said, "Oh hi Uncle Joe, Bev and I just came over for a swim, it's just sooo hot out. I hope we're not disturbing you. Don't worry, I told Bev that you're a bit of a nudist, she's cool with it, she goes to the nude beach herself all the time. I'm surprised you never met her there."
"Hello sir," Bev called, as the two coeds quickly stripped, pranced by me, and jumped into the cool water. Bev naked was even more enticing than I had remembered, her shaven mount drawing my eyes as she had ran past. She had one of those pussies that seemed to explode outwards, her hooded clit obvious, and her fat nether lips distended and flowering thickly, her inner pinkness already exposed to any viewer. As the girls frolicked in the shallow end, I moved and sat on the edge at the other end of the pool, my legs dangling in the refreshing water, my semi erect penis dangling down, just inches from the surface, jostled every once in a while by the waves the girls were making with their play.
Swimming over, Bev moved between my outstretched legs and placing her arms on my thighs to support herself, her mouth and eyes tantalizingly close to my now eager penis, she said, looking directly at my cock, "Now that's something I'd like to reproduce in art class. I'm definitely going to need you to sit for me Sir. I'll bet he has a lot of stories he could tell," she finished, giggling.
"Oh he's getting fairly old now Bev, I think he's almost ready to retire," I said laughing, my now full, pulsing erection belying my words, then added, "And what does a sweet little art student like these days?"
"Would you really like to know?" she asked mischievously, "I don't want to shock one of the older generation." Seeing my smile she continued, even as she steadied herself in the water by grabbing my prick firmly, "Well, I like fucking girls and I like having older men spank and fuck me. In fact sir, I'd like to make a copy of this beautiful penis and fuck Patty with it while you rammed yours into me. Would you like that sir?" she asked while lowering her lips over its purple head.
"You know Bev, I just might. In fact, if you keep sucking like that I might just reward you with a hard spanking and maybe even a good fucking."
As her body bobbed up and down in the water, she watched me, staring directly into my eyes as her little mouth somehow managed to swallow my long pole time and again. Patty swan over and joined us, caressing Bev's tits as the little girl gulped me down. As I exploded my seed into her I could see that Patty had a finger in Bev's cunt, a finger which soon produced loud gasps from the young girl. Standing, I lifted Bev easily from the water and carried her to the beach chair, where I sat her on my lap, over my still erect manhood.
"Spank me sir, please spank me," she pled, turning over on my lap and presenting her firm buttocks to me. As I tentatively swatted her she protested, "Hard sir, harder, make my bottom red." As she talked she ground herself against my hardness, my excitement clear evidence of how erotic I found her demands. Within minutes I had her groaning, each blow of my hand bringing a yelp from her now tight lips. Finally as she looked almost ready to protest my beating, I lifted her and dropped her onto my shaft, her dripping pussy welcoming me entirely. After a few hard, deep thrusts, I turned her again, putting her on all fours and then commenced properly fucking her, each piston like movement followed by a sharp slap to one of her now crimson cheeks.
As we both came in unison, our deep grunts echoing across the bay, Patty finally said, "You two are fucking wild. Jesus, I can't believe you guys. Uncle, you are definitely dangerous."
"C'mere Patty, come and clean off your Uncle," I panted, offering up my still dripping prick. "I think Bev might like you to lick her off too, my sweet niece," I added, and watched as Patty's tongue flicked from my prick to Bev's sodden, distended pussy. Later, as the three of us lay together on the lounger I asked Bev about her desire to be spanked.
"My daddy spanked me," she started shyly; "He used to spank me when I was a senior in high school. About once a week he'd spank me, he'd always find some excuse to take me over his knee. My Mom was dead by then and it was just the two of us living together."
"Did he abuse you sexually?" Patty asked nervously.
"No, he never did that. But I knew it excited him. I could feel his hardness as he spanked me and I always got excited when he had me naked over his lap. I loved the feel of him on my skin, his hands so close to my pussy. He must have known I got excited but he never took it any further. He just wasn't ready to have sex with his daughter. I often went to my room and masturbated until I came. I think he did the same. I've was tempted to fuck him when I went home from school the last couple of times but I didn't have the guts. He still spanks me though," she finished, smiling.
"But you're 21! Why put up with it?" Patty protested.
"I like it," the youngster admitted readily, "Sex and a spanking are wired into me now. I loved it when your Uncle hit me. And God, when he fucked me, my ass still throbbing, oh Christ, it was fucking heaven. I know I'm going to fuck Daddy the next time I'm home. He's going to have something to be thankful for this Thanksgiving, I guarantee you."
A couple of days later Bev returned with various art equipment and molds, and proceeded to get a couple of good impressions of my erect prick. She left happily, her bum scarlet, and her sexual itch entirely satisfied. I loved the little one but knew we were both using each other for our various needs. It was obvious that Bev would have to figure out just where her Dad was going to fit in her sexual future. I knew that the two of them would probably end up together, her desire for him was apparent to all. I looked forward to the tale she'd have to tell after returning from her Thanksgiving trip home.
Twenty days later Patty and Bev arrived home carrying a couple of large bags. As they rushed upstairs to Patty's room, they called to me that they'd have a surprise for me at dinner time. When the two little sluts came to the dinner table, where I was already seated, they were naked, and each had a large realistic looking penis poking out from their groins. Laughing and giggling, they pranced around the table, shaking their artificial pricks at me as they went. Lin, when she came in carrying the meal, was astounded at the sight, but soon recovered and joined the girls in their erotic dance. "You girls have pricks like the Master's," she exclaimed. "Do you want to fuck little Lin?" she enquired coyly.
Finally the two stopped their dance, and approached me, one standing on each side of me, their penises quivering in the air. "I got to admit Bev, they are very lifelike. You may have a future in dildo manufacturing if your art work doesn't pay. Are they really exact copies of mine?" I inquired as I touched Patty's to try and figure what material it was made of. The plastic/rubber compound was perfectly flesh colored, with the engorged tip a darker red and large blue veins running up the shaft. Lowering my pants and pulling out my penis, I compared the fake with the original and was astounded at the match.
"Exactly the same Sir. Do you like them? It took a lot of work to find the perfect material, something hard and smooth, yet just the right amount of give in it so that as you run your hand over it, it almost feels as if there's a layer of skin on him. I had to fuck your niece 10 or 15 times with different models until we found the perfect one. It's also got a little pussy tickler on the back to give the wearer some fun," she finished smiling broadly. As she proceeded to pull it down and off, I could see that the 'little tickler' was really a fat, six inch, ribbed cock, a cock that certainly would deliver some satisfaction as the wearer pumped away.
"Do I get a percentage of the sales?" I joked, "I don't want every girl in Ft. Lauderdale getting off on me for free."
"There's only a limited supply Sir, all under Patty's and my control, and for your information your official measurements are as follows: Length – 8.38"; Circumference – 5.4" (measured in middle of shaft); Diameter – 1.64"; and Volume – 17.6 cubic inches." Patty and Bev then dumped the contents of the two bags they had been carrying onto the dinner table, fifteen or so copies of my cock, in different colors, configurations and materials.
"Jesus H Christ", I muttered, stunned by the sight before me.
Handing me a solid brass copy, engraved with my name, Patty told me it was for me and that I could mount it on my desk or use it as a paperweight. Picking up two others, flesh colored, she told me she was fed-exing them that night to her Mom and sister. "Gails got to have a little practice before she gets here for Thanksgiving and I know Mom will love hers," she laughed. "These are yours Lin," she said, offering the young slave a strap-on and a stand alone model. "You can sleep with your Master even when he's not there."
"Oh, thank you Mistress Patty, Mistress Beverly. You two girls are so smart and so kind to your little slave. I want you both to fuck me with your nice cocks," she said as she approached the two girls and gave each a deep kiss. "What's that one Mistress," she squealed, pointing to a weird looking transparent item.
"Lie on the table Lin and I'll show you," gushed Bev, clearly eager to take the Asian beauty. It was a tripled-headed clear plastic monster, each head a perfect clone of my big prick. As Bev pulled the strap-on slowly up her legs, I watched open mouthed, amazed as she pushed one of the heads deep into her wet center. As she stood, already impaled, she approached Lin, whose rear end rested on the edge of the table, and slowly positioned the two cleverly placed heads at Lin's two portals. Grabbing Lin by the rear cheeks, she pulled her relentlessly towards her, the two fat shafts quickly disappearing into Lin. One final hard thrust buried the penises as Lin shrieked in both pain and pleasure.
"Yes Mistress, oh yesss, oh God, yes," she screamed, as Bev smashed time and again into the now eager Lin. Watching and suddenly bone hard, I pulled Patty's lips to my shaft and moved my pulsing cock between her lips, pumping in time with Bev's thrusts. Bev, Lin and I all came at the same time, our sexual juices flowing out copiously, mine swallowed hungerly by Patty. As Lin and Bev lay exhausted in each others arms on the floor, the three shafts still embedded in them, I stood and lifted my dear niece, carrying her excitedly to my bed.
"Its time I took your lovely ass," I told her. "How would you like to feel your favorite Uncle's big cock up your tight rear end, honey?"
"I've been waiting for you Unc. I wondered why you didn't bum fuck me before. I thought maybe you didn't like it but when I asked Lin she told me you'd fill me sooner than later. I've been practicing with one of the clones," she added, smiling shyly.
"Did you like it when it was in your ass?"
"It hurt a bit. I couldn't get it all in. But I liked it too. I'm afraid Uncle Joey, but I want you to do it. Please."
"Maybe you should try it with a man with a smaller prick," I suggested, knowing full well I was going to have her virgin ass before the night was out.
"Do me Uncle. Do me now! Fuck little Patty's tight ass," she taunted nervously, knowing full well the pain she would soon feel.
Quickly lubricating both my prick and her asshole, I moved over her as she crouched on hands and knees in front of me. As soon as my cockhead moved the first inch into her I knew that even with her practice, I was going to hurt her, that the pain would far outweigh the pleasure this first time. The load moan that escaped her lips as I made a tentative thrust three or so inches deep was followed by groans and finally screams as I continued deeper and deeper. Her wailing cries brought both Bev and Lin running to the bedside, but they quickly realized that poor Patty would have to suffer this one alone.
"Noooooo, please Uncle Joe, stop! Stop, you're hurting me, I love you, don't hurt me, please," she wailed as I pounded. I loved my beautiful niece, and would always protect her from others, but my lust was unstoppable as I reamed her virgin ass. Insensitive to her cries of despair, I rutted deep in her like a wild animal, only slowly becoming conscious of her hurt as my seed flooded her insides. As she lay softly crying on the bed, the three of us tried to comfort her, slowly bringing her back from the pain and despair she had felt. I proceeded to fuck her hot pussy, slowly and deeply, trying to give her as much pleasure as I could. But even as her cries of delight filled the room I could still see the hurt at the back of her eyes.



Awakening the next morning I carried my darling niece to the hot tub where Lin and I spent an hour washing and caressing her sweet body. Finally Patty said, "You hurt me Uncle, oh God it hurt me. I'm so sore down there this morning. Did it hurt you Lin?"
"Oh yes Mistress, the first time was bad, very bad, but somehow I like it now, it's different. I prefer it in my pussy but sometimes I need it in my ass, hurting me a little as I come."
"Sweetie," I started, "I love you and when I'm in your gorgeous cunt I'm making love to you and I want you to enjoy it completely and climax with me. But when you're on your stomach and I'm ramming your ass, I'm fucking you. I can lose a bit of control and my prick takes over. Sometimes he has a mind of his own; he loves to fill your bum, to dominate your lovely body, even to hurt you a bit. But if you don't want me to have your ass again, it's okay honey. Your mouth, hands, breasts, toes, and cunt will satisfy me just fine," I finished, grinning.
"Oh, Uncle Joe, I love you so much. You can do whatever you want to my body, whenever you want, wherever you want," she gushed, and then threw herself into my arms as we soaked under the jets. Grasping my ever hard shaft, she laughed, saying, "God, I like him shaved, he's so smooth now. When I lick your balls or suck you I don't get hair in my teeth. I'm going to shave my darling Uncle every day now. Don't you like it too Lin?"
"Yes Mistress, very much."
"Should I shave too?" Patty asked, as she ran her fingers through the lush growth between her thighs.
"No," I protested immediately, "I love your bush just as it is, promise me you'll keep it long and curly."
"OK Uncle, I promise, now put your big rod where it belongs," she urged, moving her legs on top of me on the spa bench, and I fucked her long and hard as the water jet nozzle's flow caressed my ass and balls.
The weeks seemed to fly by; our nights spent in each others arms, an almost complete sexual bliss achieved. Lin spent many nights joined with us and Bev slept over from time to time, always eager for my spankings and my cock. But it was Patty and I who were truly joined as one; I hadn't loved or enjoyed a woman as much since the summer I had spent fucking my sister Ann, Patty's Mom. I could hardly wait for Thanksgiving to arrive and to sample Mother and Daughter at the same time. Ten days before the holiday I arrived home one night with a gift for my angel niece, a small richly decorated box.
"What is it Uncle Joe?" she asked, "You know you don't have to give me anything more." But Patty loved the gifts I gave her and I could see the excitement in her eyes as she rushed to open the small package. "Oh my God," she gasped, holding up a small ring that had three large diamonds mounted on the bottom half.
"Oh Mistress," laughed Lin excitedly, "A ring for your beautiful clit."
"Oh, thank you Uncle. I'm going tomorrow to get pierced. Lets all go together," she said grinning lasciviously. "Would you like to see your hot little niece have her clitoris pierced Uncle Joe?" And so, the next day Lin and I went with Patty to the piercers, and loved watching her little bud rise up under the coaxing of her doctor, loved watching the excitement in Patty's eyes as her small erection was pierced. In the days that followed, Patty never wore anything around the house, her only adornment a string of pearls around her neck and a ring of diamonds flashing in her auburn bush. She was incredibly lucky; the doctor had pierced her perfectly and just a light touch on the ring brought her great pleasure. She seemed always to be moist, ready for my hardness, always impatient to be penetrated. In the days that followed, we fucked six, seven or eight times a day, her hot box accepting my meat as though it was part of her.
The day before her Mother and Sister's arrival, we lay in bed talking, both of us keyed up at what the next few days would bring. Bev had left that day for home, and we hoped she and her Dad would finally consummate their love. "I can't wait for Bev to come back," Patty said, "Do you think they'll do it, Uncle Joe? Do you think they'll be happy?"
"I hope so honey. I just wish they had done it three years ago when they both needed it most."
"Maybe if it all works out we can invite Bev and her Dad to spend a weekend with us sometime."
"Are you worried about your Mom and Gail coming? Sharing me."
"Are you kidding? I can't wait to see you fuck Gail. That dumb blond needs a big prick in her," she said laughing, "I may even fuck her bum when you make love to her."
"Now Patty, you're going to be kind to your sister aren't you? You really love her, don't you?"
"She's number one Uncle. Don't tell her but I'd do anything for her. We've always been soul mates. We don't look alike or even think alike but I can't imagine my life without her in it."
"And your Mom and I?"
"It's weird, but I really want to see you and Mom together, making love to one another. She looks so much like me; it'll be like watching myself from outside my body. Oh crikey, I can't wait til tomorrow, the four of us in bed together. C'mon Unc, let's have one last solo screw before the rest of the troops arrive. And we did...
To be continued in Joe's Niece Ch. 5 – Mom and Gail arrive
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This story turned out longer than I had originally planned, but I didn't want to break it up into chapters so here it is in its entirety. If you stay with it I think (and hope) you'll enjoy it.
A NUN FALLS – Father, daughter and nun in erotic threesome
August 17, 2004 - I stood naked, hidden, watching intently as Maria Celeste Molloy, or Sister Maria as she now preferred to be called, slowly disrobed, unaware of my evil intentions, unaware she would soon be thrashing under my hard unforgiving body, pierced by my throbbing cock. I had taken the young woman, soon to turn 22 years old, out to dinner in one of the nicer French restaurants in Cleveland and then escorted her back to my home where we had spent the rest of the evening reminiscing as we sipped a fine Californian white wine. At eleven thirty she had decided to turn in and I was now watching her as she prepared for bed.
As she slipped the habit slowly from her shoulders and her white unblemished skin was exposed to my view, I gasped audibly, the blood immediately rushing into my awakening penis. She had always had the power to sexually excite me, ever since she had spent her last year of high school living with our family, my daughter Samantha's best friend. Turning, she approached the full length wall mirror, behind which I hid unsuspected, and quickly slipped of the virginal white bra and panties she now wore.
Nun's underwear, I thought to myself smiling, knowing it would always be impossible for her to camouflage her beauty, her incredible allure. Her full breasts still rose proudly from her tall torso, topped by dark aureoles and fat suckable nipples. After lightly brushing her long dark tresses back from her face and over her shoulders, her hands continued downwards, softly caressing her round globes, squeezing them and tweaking each of her nipples before continuing downwards. Slowly crossing her stomach they separated and moved outwards over her protruding hip bones before slowly coming together again atop her lush, dark bush. With her right hand holding her left wrist, she slid the fingers of her left hand insistently up and down over her now exposed slit. As her middle digit disappeared and was slowly pumped, I laughed, thinking to myself that the little Nun still craves something in her pussy.
As her sighs grew in intensity and pace, she all of a sudden pulled her finger out, saying aloud, "What are you doing Maria, you're a Nun for gosh sakes," a girl still unable to take the Lords name in vain. Turning rapidly, she moved to the bathroom, where she entered the shower and let the water course across her taut body. Soaping herself, I could see that she didn't spend any time at all on her breasts and hairy mound, clearly not wanting to reawaken her lust, that huge hunger that still lay waiting just under her skin. After drying herself she moved to the stool across the room and sat, grabbing the hairbrush she had been using for five years. Watching her brush her hair had been a ritual of mine for the full year the girls had once shared this room.
Her hair was even longer now, the thick, rich, black silky strands now reaching down her back and across her round, firm ass; maybe the nuns didn't want to spend any money on haircuts, I thought to myself quickly as the brush rhythmically moved. I was momentarily tempted to rush out and take the brush, but quickly held myself back, wanting to wait before violating the young beauty. Never having liked air-conditioning, Marie had turned on the overhead fan, which rotated quietly while cooling the room and making her soft hair dance in the disturbed air currents. I could see her breasts reflected from the oval mirror she sat facing, her nipples hard, something that had always happened when her hair was brushed. I shook my head sadly, thinking of the past three years she had spent with the nuns, her perfect body never touched by a needy man. Fleetingly, I wondered if the nuns satisfied themselves in Sapphic rituals or if perhaps some horny priest had taken the young Maria, rutting away in her hot channel.
Finally she turned away from the mirror and moved towards the king sized bed set under the large window. At first she stooped to pick up a simple cotton nightgown, but I could see her shake her head and then drop the garment before slipping naked onto the silk sheets. As she stretched languorously atop the soft sheets I guessed she hadn't slept on a bed like this or between such fine sheets since she had left three years ago. As she lay stretching, her knees placed wide apart, I could easily see her bright inner pinkness surrounded by her dark pubic hairs. Turning languidly she clicked off the bedside lamp and then lay back sighing. She was still easily visible to me due to the illumination provided by the backyard lighting which softly lit the room. The girls had always wanted a little light when they slept and I knew from watching her over many nights in the past that she would soon be in a deep sleep.
Eventually I left my hiding place cleverly set behind the wall and moved to my area of the large house, wanting to shower and shave before I went to her. As I showered under the hot, beating water my excitement grew, my anticipation of what was to come making my heart race. Proudly naked, my 6'2", 195 pound muscular body tingling, I moved down the hall and moved confidently into the sweet young nuns room and approached her sleeping form spread on top of the silk sheets. Lying next to her on the bed I let my fingers rove over her already hot skin. Gently caressing her cheeks, her soft breasts, her firm nipples, nipples that cried to be sucked, and then finally I moved my hand to her moist centre. Lightly running my hand through her thick bush, and then gently probing her pussy, I found her already lubricated, her wetness a testament to her nighttime dreams and desires.
My big shaft quivered as I spread her thighs and placed his fat, bright red head at the mouth of her cunt, ready to drive deeply into the body she had promised to God. For a second I hesitated, wondering why it had come to this, why a rich, successful 40 year old family man, a Christian, was willing to rape a beautiful god fearing nun, a young girl he had promised to protect. As I smashed brutally through her non existent defenses, my hands pinning hers above her head, my thick eight and a half inch penis filling her completely, her first scream of protest rising from her lungs, a burst of reflection exploded through my brain, a memory of how it had all started.........
THE PAST - On September 6th, 1995, my daughter Sam arrived home from her first day at her new school, a prestigious private institution, 'Miss Prigg's Academy', the best woman's high school in Eastern Ohio. Both Sylvia, my wife, and I had been anxiously waiting, worried about how Sam would do in her new school, so we were both happy to see the broad smile lighting up her young face. "Mom, Dad," she cried, "I've found my twin sister; she goes to my new school." As she pulled another teen into the room she added, "This is Maria Celeste Molloy, and she was born at exactly the same time as I." It turned out the two girls had been born on September 7th 1982 at 4:32 in the afternoon, in hospital rooms 5 miles apart in Cleveland.
You might say they were fated to be best friends, their birthday just the first of many things that drew the dark haired Maria, a daughter of a Spanish-American mother and an Irish-American father, and the blond, blue-eyed Samantha Eileen Burns, who had a Scandinavian mother and an Irish-American father, together. At first view the two seemed quite different; Sam was an outgoing athletic type, a girl whose brain power was easily missed at first, while Maria, or M-C as Sam took to calling her, seemed more subdued, studious, her shyness hiding her impishness, her love of fun. After talking to the girls awhile, I drove the two of them to Maria's house, a large Colonial on an acre of land about two miles from our house. Maria's Dad, John, was at 44 years old, a senior executive for Cleveland's biggest multinational, and it was only because he had been transferred back to Cleveland only recently that we hadn't run into each other before.
Sam and I stayed for a few minutes visiting with the Molloys, also a one-child family, before inviting them all over for the following day to celebrate the 'twins' birthday. The party was a great success, and the girls became inseparable. Over the following years M-C probably slept over at our house 90 nights a year and Sam spent a good 30 nights a year at the Molloys. The only reason the two spent more time at our house was because we had an in ground pool in our backyard, a backyard that fronted Lake Ontario, and because Sylvia and I were probably a little laxer in our supervision than the Molloys. Mrs. Molloy, Yvonne, was an incredibly kind and giving person, but also had a deep spirituality, a strong belief and adherence to Catholic dogma, that sometimes made it hard for the two girls to relax when around her. The girls dressed a little more daringly, used more makeup and were much more rambunctious when at the Burns.
And yet I know Sam liked and benefited from her time at the Molloys, a chance to be a part of a second family, a family that had a somewhat different view of the world. Sam's only worry was for Maria, as Mrs. Malloy often suggested to her daughter that she might want to become a nun some day. It was a soft sell that was often present just under the radar, and although none of us could see Maria ever becoming a nun, the fear of losing her best friend to God was unnerving to a thirteen to fifteen year old Sam. Our idyllic existence continued through the nineties, my company was prospering and I was wealthy beyond any human desires, Sylvia was teaching at the University, and our two girls (and we truly saw them as our two daughters) seemed to succeed in everything they did, whether at school or play. But it all ended for me on May 27th 1999.
Has anyone ever heard of 'flesh eating disease'? Does anyone know anyone who ever got this fucking stupid disease? Sylvia Annika Burns, nee Sundstrum, my dear wife, died at thirty-six years of age, the flesh literally stripped from her body, an ugly death for an incredibly good woman. She had been the only woman I had ever dated, the only woman I ever made love to, the only person I needed. We had met at McKinley High School when we were both fifteen, started dating almost immediately and I had made love to her for the first time on a cold Thanksgiving weekend in her Dad's boathouse at his property on the lake. As our bodies arched together in ecstasy, her virgin blood tricking down her legs, we both knew we had found all that we would ever need in life. Sam wasn't conceived that day but within weeks Sylvia was pregnant with our child. Just a month before I turned nineteen I was a father, and we were the proudest parents anyone could imagine.
We were lucky, both sets of our parents were great, and Sylvia and I had great support as we set out on our journey of married life. My Dad, who had started a successful company forty years earlier, insisted that his son and daughter-in-law continue school, wanting me to be the first of the Burns to graduate from university. He loved Sam, being old (mid forties) when I had been born; he had feared he'd never see a grandchild. After graduating I went to work for Dad and we made a great team, the young aggressive buck and the experienced old stag. We were happy, Syl and I, our only sadness due to the fact Syl couldn't have any more children due to complications during Sam's birth.
During the weeks following Syl's death I think I would have killed myself if it hadn't been for Sam and Maria Celeste. Only thirty-five, I felt my life, my happiness was over and without those two sixteen year olds whose grief was as real as mine and which demanded help that only I could provide, I would have quit. Even though I tried to rally, I know looking back that I was a shitty boss, a poor friend and a lousy Dad for a good year, only brought back to humanness due to two events. The first grew from Maria's Dad being transferred to Paris in the summer of 2000, just over a year after Sylvia's death. The Molloys wanted Maria to finish high school at Miss Prigg's, not wanting to hurt her academic future by moving her to France. Samantha quickly insisted that M-C, instead of boarding at the school, should stay with us for the year, a proposal I supported and we quickly convinced the Molloys of our idea.
I spent the summer converting our top floor, a previously unused attic space, into a perfect world for two high school seniors. After eighty thousand bucks spent on renovations, the girls had twelve hundred square feet, virtually a separate apartment, complete with modern bathroom (including hot tub and sauna), a small kitchenette for parties etc., mirrors everywhere, two twin size beds, an exercise area, study area, living room etc., all looking out through giant picture windows at the Lake Ontario shoreline. And I included a secret, something the girls never learned about. I used the most high tech electronics available to wire the area, six cameras and microphones monitoring every move the residents made. I also built in a secret passage, a passage which allowed me to stand just feet from my daughters, able to watch them through specially designed mirrors. Oh, at the time I easily justified it to myself; I was just trying to protect my innocent daughters from the world. I'd have to monitor them to make sure they weren't doing drugs, or doing things with boys they shouldn't, etc, etc. Even then I knew my thinking was bullshit; in my deepest recesses I knew what I was doing was wrong, that spying on children wasn't protecting them.
The room was finished the end of August and the girls moved in on September 5th, the day Maria's parents left for France and three days before the start of school. The second event that changed me occurred on the girl's birthdays, two days later on the seventh. I rediscovered my sex drive! I hadn't fucked a woman since my wife had died; I had gone some sixteen months without putting my penis in a pussy! Looking back it seems incredible to me that I could have gone so long without it. Syl and I had always been highly sexed, and for the 17 years of our marriage we had made love incessantly, this talk of married couples doing it only once a week had never been a problem of ours. We did it often and we loved experimenting, willing to try anything and everything. And yet for sixteen months I basically had gone without a hard-on, the only evidence of any sex drive the stains I'd find on my sheets two or three mornings a week. And something so innocent woke up this sleeping dragon.
As I was reading the paper by the pool, the two girls playing noisily in the water, I just happened to look up as Maria Celeste's top was pulled of by Sam during their play. She has breasts, I gasped to myself, when the fuck did they grow? As I surreptitiously watched from behind my sun glasses, I saw both girls glance my way and seeing no life from the old man, they continued their play, Sam's bra top soon joining M-C's at the bottom of the pool. Jesus, look at my daughter, I thought, her pointed cones standing proudly, a perfect contrast to Maria's round, black tipped orbs. My cock leapt in my shorts, finally showing a sign of life, throbbing in its new found eagerness. How old are these two? Geeze, I wonder if they've made love yet? She's my daughter for Christ's sake! When did this happen? All these questions sped through my mind as I watched the two play. Finally they rushed up the stairs of the pool, hands barely covering their hard tipped bouncing breasts. As they passed me giggling, I said, my arm held up to slow them, "Hey wait a second you two, just because you've turned eighteen today and Maria's parents are in Europe, doesn't mean you two can run wild, baring your bodies to anybody in the area."
As the two stopped in front of me, still giggling, drops of water falling from their nubile young bodies, their breasts still shaking, their hard nipples poking out at me, Sam finally gasped out as Maria stood blushing beside her, "Yeah sure Daddy. This isn't exactly in public and I seem to remember that you swim naked most mornings." As they flounced off towards the house, I watched their wiggling rear ends, again surprised that somehow those thin boyish legs and hips had magically been transformed into sexually alluring womanhood. They must have pubic hair, I thought stupidly, my mind slow to accept what had clearly been occurring over the last year or so. For their birthdays, I had promised to take the girls to 'Le Circle', Cleveland's number one bistro/restaurant, and when they appeared dressed two hours later I knew I would never look at my two daughters as little girls again. Both had their hair up in styles I had never seen them in before, eyes and lips and cheeks made up exquisitely, a subtle, sexy perfume luring my olfactory senses, their bodies draped in lovely silk dresses, their cut revealing a eye attracting cleavage, a hint of thigh exposed through artfully placed slits. "What happened to you two?" I muttered, as the two sashayed towards me. God, they don't have bras on, I noticed, completely astounded and overwhelmed by what faced me.
"Thanks for the compliment Dad!" she said sarcastically, "Not 'you ladies look beautiful tonight, it's going to be a pleasure to escort Cleveland's most eligible young debutantes this evening.' No, 'what happened to you two' is your idea of a compliment," Sam carped, clearly enjoying my surprise and bewilderment. She then leaned over and kissed me on my cheek, her perfume further befuddling me.
"You look very handsome tonight Mr. Burns, that's a lovely suit you're wearing," sang Maria, also kissing me on the cheek.
"Oh God no," I protested. "Please don't tell me you two are going to start dating, going out with boys, dressing up, using perfume, parties, dancing, sex and drugs. I don't think I'm ready for it," I said half joking. "No wonder you're parents went to Paris. Are you sure you don't want to put on some more clothes, some underwear for example."
"Daddy!" Sam hissed as the two grabbed my arms and led me out.
And we had a great night! We ate and drank and talked and danced and I found I had two interesting, fun, intelligent, beautiful women living with me and knew the next year would probably be the most interesting of my life. And I was stunned to realize I wanted to make love to both of them. As I danced with each in turn, their hard tipped breasts pushing insistently into my chest, I had to fight to keep my hands from caressing their firm rear ends, to keep my hardness from their innocent thighs, my lips, my tongue from their painted mouths. As we sat and the two moved and leaned across the table, continual flashes of full breasts greeted my eyes, the excitement their hard nipples demonstrated a compliment to an older man. We arrived home after two in the morning, all of us a bit giddy on the wine and excitement. Before leaving me for their attic penthouse, they each turned and gave me a hug and kiss, kisses full on my lips, a fleeting touch of tongue probing quickly through my lips.
Stripping rapidly in my room, I showered, stroking my throbbing shaft, but then sped out, knowing I had to watch the two girls before I slept. Slipping quietly into my secret nook I immediately spied young Maria, her dress already off, just a small, lacy, black thong covering her lush body. I watched rapt as she lowered the zipper on Sam's dress, and as the silk slipped over my daughter's breasts and then her golden bush I stroked my now rampant penis, the first stream of sperm itching to start its explosive voyage.
"Sam, you slut," cried Maria, "You didn't wear any panties!"



"Well excuse me," said Sam laughing, "like you're wearing a lot of clothes." As the two giggled, Sam stripped the silk thong from Maria's thighs, exposing a luxuriant, long black bush, a pubic covering thicker than I had ever imagined existed. "God, you're hairy M-C. Look at my little blond bush; you can see my pink lips, my clit through its light hair."
"That's because you're clits so long, you slut, I think you must have the longest nipples, the longest clit of any girl alive," exclaimed Maria, now giggling harder than ever. And as I watched, I couldn't help but notice how my daughter's nipples stood out. Her breasts weren't huge, but they were good sized, cone shaped and standing proudly out, her areoles small, almost boylike, her nipples thin but a good three quarters of an inch long, little erections waving in the wind, ready to lure in any passing male.
"Will you suck them," Sam begged, drawing Maria toward the bed. "It makes me so hot when you touch them, kiss them. Oh fuck, I'm so horny."
"Me to," whispered Maria. "I loved it tonight, all the men looking at us. I could see they all wanted me, to put their fat cocks in my little pussy. Oh and when your Dad danced with me, I felt his penis against me, he was hard, he tried to hide it but I felt it three or four times. He's sexy and I think your Daddies got a big one Sam. I'd like to see it some day."
"You liked Daddy? I've seen it you know. He swims sometimes early in the morning naked and I've seen it a couple of times. It wasn't hard though, it didn't look that big. But how would we know, neither of us have ever seen a hard cock. We're both going to have to find boyfriends this year sis."
"I know my beautiful sister. But for tonight let's just sleep together in one bed and suck each others nipples."
I watched them for an hour, their hands, their mouths bringing little yips of pleasure from the other, the joy these teenagers felt bringing two explosions of sperm from my heavy shaft. As I lay in bed that night, still wondering how I had missed their passage into womanhood, I was secretly pleased that so far they hadn't lost their virginity. I knew my spying, sick or perverted as it may be, would allow me to follow their sexual journey, an adventure I knew I would revel in watching.
My days that fall were full, and I ended up constantly rushing from one thing to the next, my busyness allowing me to face life happily for the first time since Sybil's death. Working hard at the office, I was no longer the grouchy boss; I was again the respected leader. The sex drive I had rediscovered I satisfied by using the young bodies of two college girls I had found selling their bodies over the internet. Jill and Sue shared an apartment on the edge of campus, just a half mile (an easy walk) from my office, and I made an exclusive arrangement with them to service me during the weekday afternoons. Big sexy girls who loved fucking, they were perfect for me, happily doing whatever I wanted and enjoying it while getting paid. My evenings I spent with my daughters, trying to get home every night to have dinner with them. And then late at night, watching them secretly, either in my hidden niche or in my private study equipped with screens that could display images from all six cameras while my sound system delivered every sound in stereo.
And what I saw and heard! Yes I know it was wrong, even perverted, but any one who has slipped into a voyeuristic situation understands the lure, the addiction I fell into. While days earlier I had been stunned to realize how mature, how sexy the two had become, soon I realized how backwards they were for girls of their age and time. They were eighteen year old seniors in the internet era and yet were surprisingly naïve, still unkissed let alone made love to. I finally realized that the two girls, with no siblings and who spent hours each day studying and playing sports while going to an all-girls school just hadn't had any time or opportunity before for boys. But they had finally woken up to their bodies and now spent much of their hours before bed discussing sex and boys, and how to get some. That fall they started to attend the monthly dances 'Miss Prigg's' held in conjunction with some of the private boys prep schools in the area.
Watching their nightly rituals was a dirty old mans dream. All through September and October they only had each other to satisfy their hunger and so I spent hours watching them thrashing together in bed. Samantha was a screamer; just a few licks of Maria's tongue on her long nipples would set her off, the room shaking with her yells. I laughed contemplating the first boy who got her in bed; her shrieks might give him a heart attack. The two would spend minute after minute on the others breasts before finally curling into a soixante-neuf, burying their dancing tongues deep in burning, pink pussies, their hands firmly holding the others ass even harder as they rolled over and over in ecstasy. As the weeks passed their knowledge grew as they clearly were asking girlfriends for information as well as surfing the net. I had to laugh as they moved through screens showing sex in all its forms, read stories of every sexual desire. Always one of them would ask the other, 'is it possible?' or 'do you think that's really true?' or 'should we try that?'
Being the only male on the premises, almost the only male they knew, I often became the center of their talks, their speculation, even their interest. They wanted to see me naked and especially hard and naked, and they also wanted to know about my sex life. One night as I sat watching, Maria asked Sam, "Do you think your Dad's got a girlfriend, I mean he must go out with someone. I mean he's still pretty sexy for an old guy."
"He doesn't seem to ever date, he's almost always home at night. Unless he's doing it during the day I don't know what he's doing. Maybe he's got a problem, needs Viagra or something."
"I think we should spy on him," Maria finished, as I wondered what her reaction to my spying would be.
The two also started visiting me on Saturday and Sunday mornings, days I liked to sleep in on. A least one day a weekend and often both, they would both appear at my bedside before nine a.m., dressed in little, thin nighties, nighties that showed off their charms very well but were just acceptable to wear in front of me. Often carrying a tray of coffee, toast and orange juice they would wake me while dropping onto the king size bed next to me. I quickly understood these trips were for three reasons, one, to display their bodies to a man; two, to see as much of a man's body as they could; and three, to ask me questions about sex while I was still dozy. Being able to hear their analysis of their trips to my room through my spying I was easily able to anticipate them and their desires.
I always slept naked and one of Sam's questions to me the first morning had been, "Daddy, do you sleep naked or do you have pajama bottoms on?"
My sheet, already lowered to mid stomach, my chest bare, hid little, but I quickly lifted it five or six inches and peering down told them, "I always sleep naked sweetie, how about you two?" Looking up I could see both their gazes centered on the edge of the sheet, now just above my pubic hair.
"We both sleep in nighties, Mr. Burns, ones like these ones," Maria finally answered, leaning over so that most of her breasts were visible to me. "But we'd like to sleep naked, the sheets are so soft, we but don't know if its okay, what others would think." Silently laughing to myself, knowing they spent most nights naked in each others arms, I told the two that most people enjoyed sleeping naked and they should do what they liked.
One Sunday in late October as the two lounged on my bed, continually giving me glimpses of their bodies, Maria said, "You're lucky Mr. Burns, this bed is so big and comfortable. It's much larger than our twins." Lying back, stretching languorously, her nightie taut against her round breasts, she spread her knees widely before quickly clamping them shut, leaving an image of her black bush burned into the back of my eyes.
Having heard their plan the night before, I played along. "Oh if you girls want King Size beds I'll get Marg (my secretary) to order them this week."
"I don't think we'd have room for two," Sam quickly interposed, "But maybe one would be nice. We could share it, what do you think Maria?"
"But you girls wouldn't want to share a bed?"
Lying next to Maria, Sam stretched and said, "There's lots of room, can we try it Dad?"
After arguing the merits of having just one bed, I agreed, and ordered their new bed that same day, eager to see them naked in their big King Size bed.
A Saturday morning in mid November I awoke to a question from Sam, who couldn't help blushing as she asked, "Daddy, do you have a girlfriend? I never see you with a woman; I hope you're not worried about what I'd think. I just want to let you know I have no problem with you having sex at your age."
Fighting to keep a straight face, and while nodding my head slowly, I answered gravely, "Thank you Sam, but don't worry, your Dads been keeping pretty busy in that area."
"You have?" the two both almost shouted in unison.
"Yes thanks. And what about you two? I haven't seen many boys around the house. I want you both to know that if you have anything you want to tell me about your orientation I'll be here, I'll always love you no matter what your inclinations."
Later that night I heard their complaints, each one grousing. "He thinks we're lesbians, for gosh sake," cried Maria. "We want to see his dick and he thinks we're dikes. It's probably because he knows we're sharing a bed."
"Yeah, but who is he sleeping with?" asked Sam, "I can't believe it. I'm going to go in tomorrow and get some details, I promise you that."
The next morning I rose early and watched them as they prepared for their visit. I could see Sam insisting to Maria that they both wear their sexiest nightgowns, thin ivory colored silk jobs, low cut over their breasts and riding high on their thighs, their areoles, nipples and pubic bushes easily visible through the thin fabric. I lay on my back, feigning sleep, the sheet thrown to the side, my penis rising proudly from the dark hairs at its base, hard and pulsing in the air. The girls entered, Maria leading, carrying a tray with three large OJ's, followed closely by Sam. She was almost at my bedside before she saw my big erection, seeing it she screamed and came to an immediate stop, and as Sam banged into her back, the tray flew upwards, the orange juice splashing over me, Maria and the bed. Rising up, now truly surprised, I yelped, "What the fuck is going on?"
"Oh, Mr. Burns, I'm so sorry, oh gosh, please forgive me," Maria pled, as she grabbed the edge of the sheet and started to daub it over my penis, apparently trying to dry it.
"What are you doing Maria?" I thundered, my glee hidden behind a stern countenance. Mumbling and sputtering she rapidly backed away and out of the room, followed by Sam after she had taken a good look at my organ.
I immediately turned the camera monitors on, not wanting to miss a second of their conversation, the first words that came through were Sam's, "What did you do to Dad, you birdbrain?"
"He was asleep when I went in, no sheet, his penis up, hard, oh you know, erect.....crikey, did you see it? It was bloody huge! Fuck! He's going to think I'm an idiot."
"What did you do with the sheet?"
"Oh darn, I was going to dry him off. I didn't even think, I just started rubbing it."
"You rubbed his penis? What do you have for a brain girl?" Sam ended, and then started to laugh wildly.
"What's so darn funny?" Maria asked. Sam answered by turning her friend so she faced the wall length mirror and seeing herself covered in orange, her sexiest nightie ruined, Maria couldn't help but join her. Sam then led her friend to the shower, and after stripping the clothes from Maria's body, slowly washed her, lathering every inch of the beautiful girl. The wash soon turned to caresses and kisses and I watched entranced for the next hour as the girls pleasured each other.
At their next school dance, the girls finally met some boys they liked and who liked them. At the dance there was a group of boys from St. Peter's, a local prep school, and after the party a group of the kids ended up at one of Sam's classmate's house. Tom and Rick, two jocks from St. Peter's, became the objects of the girls first crush, and for a couple of weeks the boys were all they talked about. With Christmas approaching, the girls only had a chance for one date with the boys before everyone went their separate ways for the holidays. However, that one date was enough, for in the following nights watching them through the mirror I heard endless rehashes of their first kisses with a member of the opposite sex.
For Christmas, Maria was going to Paris to be with her parents, leaving the 16th and staying until the 26th before flying direct to Miami to join Sam and I at my condo on South Beach. The girls had been looking forward to the ten days we were going to be staying in the sun; they loved swimming in the ocean and were also hopeful that they would be able to party in the famous South Florida hotspots. As we set up on the beach the first day the girls were amazed at how many women were topless, and finally Sam turned to me and asked, "Daddy, what's going on? Isn't it against the law to bare your breasts like that? This is America isn't it?"
"This isn't Cleveland sweetie. A lot of these girls are European, it's normal for them."
"Is it OK for me to go topless?"
"Are you old enough to vote?" Seeing her quizzical look, I added, "If you're old enough to vote Sam, you're old enough to go topless."
"Yeah but I'm not old enough to have a drink in this country though," she finished, and then defiantly undid and threw off her bra top, her breasts proudly popping into view. A minute later, Maria shyly followed suit after asking me again if it was okay.
"Thank you girls," I laughed, "you've made my day."
"Please Mr. Burns, I'm nervous enough, don't make fun of us."
Lying between them, two perfect sets of tits glowing in the sun, erect nipples demonstrating their obvious excitement at this daring deed, I felt my penis start to stretch, and knew his impatience to take part. Both Sam and M-C knew I was watching them and were both proud of their sex appeal but unsure in my presence. Finally, I grabbed a tube of sun tan lotion and said, "Listen girls, I just have to warn you, I've been told by more than one girl that there's nothing worse than sunburned tits."
"Daddy!" Sam shrieked, as I squeezed a large gob of lotion from the tube and let it fall onto her left breast. Slowly I spread the white cream, rhythmically moving my fingers in a circular motion, cupping and squeezing, then pulling her incredible long nipple to its full length. Finishing the left, I moved my hand to her right, Sam hardly breathing as she watched my fingers move, but as I moved to her second long nipple and stretched it, I heard a loud involuntary gasp. Finishing I pretended to have not noticed her hunger but as I lay back I couldn't help saying, "Sammy, I've seen a lot of breasts in my life but I've never seen nipples like yours." Blushing a deep red, Sam rose and ran into the water, leaving Maria and I giggling at her discomfort. Then, with the tube of lotion still in hand, I turned to Maria and said, "You too lovely, we don't want those beauties burned."
"No, No, Mr. Burns, I can do it myself," she protested, reaching to take the tube from my hands, but I could sense her eagerness to feel a man touch her and so I squeezed a large dollop into my hand. Seeing it drop she lay back, her hands placed over her head, not only accepting me but showing me she was defenseless, that I could do as I wished. After looking and locating Sam, and seeing that she was well down the shoreline, I turned back to Maria, now eager for her to feel a real man's hands and fingers on her young body. She trembled at my first touch, her dark nipples seeming to double in thickness as my thumb and finger took the fat nub and squeezed and pulled. For minutes I worked her full breasts, and as my fingers moved we watched each other, our eyes locked together. Finally I moved my hands away and fell back, and as I did I heard a deep, guttural moan escape from her lips, and knew without looking that her bikini bottom now sported a large wet spot.
"You're the first Mr. Burns, the first man ever to touch my breasts. Gee, it's different than I thought, better than I imagined. Gosh, what's sex going to be like?"
"You know Maria Celeste; I think you're going to like it. You're going to find some nice prep school boy who'll make you very happy. Now, one other thing."
"Yes Mr. Burns?"
"Now that you've spilled orange juice all over my naked body and I've touched your lovely tits, isn't it time you stopped calling me Mr. Burns. How about Daddy or Handsome or Joe or Old Man, just no more Mr. Burns, okay sweetie?"
"Yes Mr. Bu......, sorry, gee, I don't know what else to call you. Hey Sam," she called, seeing Sam coming towards us, "What can I call your Dad, he says he's tired of Mr. Burns."
"If he keeps kidding me I'm going to find you a new name for him all right, like assho...."
"Samantha!! Look I'm sorry honey," I said, standing and giving her a hug. "You know I love you sweetie, you and Maria are the two loveliest girls on this beach, and your nipples are perfect. Now if you promise to obey my rules I've got a present for you guys."
Blushing at my compliment she asked, "What rules? What present?"
"Promise?"
Finally Maria said, "Okay, okay Mr. B, we promise, I'll vouch for Samantha."
"Okay, the rules are simple. One, you look out for each other; two, no drugs; three, no driving with anyone who's being drinking; four, you've got cells, let me know if you're going to be late or going somewhere different; five, use your heads; six, stay together. Here," I finished, tossing each of them a plastic card.
"What is it? Oh God Daddy, where'd you get these? Are they legit?" she said, a huge grin covering her face.
"You didn't think I was going to spend all my vacation trying to amuse young girls did you? I have a social life you know," I said laughing, knowing that armed with ID's that showed them as 22 year olds they'd be able to party in the famous South Beach nightclubs. "Just don't take advantage of too many of these Latino boys."
The next day I had had a large breakfast, read the paper, called the office and spent an hour and a half on the beach before the two girls straggled down to join me around noon. Laughing at their appearance, I started to tease them, "Gee I thought you sophisticated Cleveland belles would be able to party all night, play all day. One night on South Beach and you look like death."
"Please Daddy, not today, oh am I tired, gosh my head hurts."
"Fun?"
"It was ..... Oh..... just perfect..... just a little better than my best dream. Oh, the sexy boys, gosh tell him M-C."
"It definitely wasn't Cleveland Mr. B."
We spent the afternoon sunning and swimming, the girls clearly trying to rest up for that night's party. But as we lounged, I felt I had to ask them some questions. "Girls, you do understand about safe sex don't you? What condoms are all about?"
"Daddy!" "Mr. B!"
"I'm sorry girls; I just want to make sure 'Miss Priggs Academy' had a sex education course. You've heard about AIDS, you do know where babies come from?"
They quickly marched off, not willing to be further embarrassed by their Daddy and I was relieved, not having relished the idea of discussing the ABC's of sex with the two. However, before they left for the bars that night, I slipped a six pack of condoms in each of their purses, knowing they would discover them sometime during the evening. Better safe than sorry, I thought. Horny as hell, I went out around ten and after a drink picked up a Latina hooker in the bar. She took me to her apartment and quickly relieved me of 600 bucks and about a pint of sperm, easing the pressure my two topless teens had been building in me for three days.



As I entered the lobby of the condo at 1:25 am that morning I saw Maria sitting alone on a sofa, her cell phone at her ear. "What's up Maria? Where's Sam? You're home early."
"Oh gosh, its you Mr. B." After watching the clearly anxious girl for thirty seconds, she finally added, "I'm sorry sir, we got separated, I don't know where Sam is. Gee, you told us to stay together, what if Sam gets into trouble?" I quickly questioned the nervous teen, and after ascertaining Sam had been with a group of fairly respectable American university students, I led her upstairs telling her not to worry. "I'll stay up, Mr. B., I feel responsible for her."
"I'll stay up Maria, you need some sleep, get to bed now."
She disappeared into her room but five minutes later I heard her call. Entering her dimly lit room I asked if she had called. "Yes sir, I wonder, would you tuck me in?"
"Of course sweetie," I said and sat down next to her on the bed. I saw she was naked, her sheet just covering her legs and stomach, her lovely breasts proudly in view. Lifting the sheet gently, covering her to her neck, I tucked it in around her and then said, "Can I tell you something?" and seeing her nod continued, "You are a beautiful girl Marie Celeste, and I'm so happy you're in Sam's and my life and I love you as much as anyone in the world." Kissing her tenderly on her cheeks and then lips, I stood and said, "Now get some sleep, I'm waking you early tomorrow to take you to the beach, I know we can't count on Sam."
"Yes sir."
I entered Maria's room at nine thirty the next morning and found her sprawled face down and naked atop the sheets, her firm butt jutting up in invitation. "Wake up, sleepy head," I whispered in her ear, while giving her a gentle slap on her bum.
Slowly rousing, she finally saw me sitting next to her, but it took her seconds before she realized she was lying naked and that I had touched her ass. "Mr. Burns! What are you doing! I'm naked," she shrieked, moving away and curling into a ball.
"If you want to come to the beach with me you've got to get up now. Breakfast will be served in ten, so get your little butt into the shower," I said laughing. "We're going to a beach up the coast, about a half hour drive, so bring everything you need."
"What about Sam? When did she get in last night anyway?" she asked. As we both looked over at my sweet daughter sprawled across her bed, we knew she wouldn't be going anywhere for hours.
The beach I led Maria to an hour later was famous in South Florida. Just north of Miami Beach, across the causeway from the shops of Bal Harbour, Haulover Beach was clothing optional, a beautiful stretch of sand where nudists ruled. I hadn't warned Maria in advance, and as we stepped through the dune vegetation and emerged on the beach, I heard a sharp intake of breath from the young lass. "Oh, Mr. B, what is going on?" she finally gasped, "Everybody's naked. Oh gosh, look at that," she said pointing at two naked males', their equipment swinging freely, just yards away.
"Well Maria, you and Sam told me you hadn't ever really seen any naked men before, any penises, so I figured that it was time you did." Seeing her start to laugh I asked, "What's so funny?"
"Wait til Sam hears whats she missed. She is going to be major pissed off with you Mr. B."
After setting up our chairs, towels and umbrella somewhat apart from the main crowd, I stood and quickly stripped. Seeing the color that rose to Maria's cheeks and her obvious confusion as to where to look, I almost felt sorry for her, and wondered if she'd dare to strip. As I sat down and stretched on my towel, she finally asked, "Do I have to get naked too?"
"No honey, if you're not comfortable, just leave your suit on. Go for a walk, see whats out there."
"I think I'll sit here for a while sir," she said grinning. "I got to admit though, you got me today Mr. B, you really got me. I'll go topless, but I don't know about my bottoms." After sitting topless for about twenty minutes, watching the endless parade of swinging pricks, she turned and said, "Gee whiz sir, they come in all sizes, don't they? How much bigger do they get when they're hard anyway?" Knowing that once she started asking questions, I wouldn't get any rest, I jumped up and drew her down into the warm ocean waters. After frolicking in the waves, I took her hand and walked with her down the beach, giving her a chance to see and be seen by the hundreds of nudists present. When we got back to our towels, she bent and pulled her little bikini bottom off and then quickly flopped down on her stomach. Looking up at me she said, "Mr. B, just don't say anything, okay?"
As she lay quietly, hardly breathing, I took the tube of lotion and straddling her legs, started kneading the white cream into her smooth back. Trembling under me, she stayed silent as my fingers moved across her back. Her body jumped nearly six inches when my hands first touched her two rear cheeks but still she was mute, but a deep groan escaped her lips as I ran a finger back and forth along her crack and lightly felt her anal opening. As I caressed the lotion into her muscled thighs, she raised her hips off the ground and spread her knees wider, giving me a perfect view of her pink insides. Feeling the rush of blood to my shaft, I moved from her and lay on my stomach, my body, my head just inches from her. After minutes of silence she finally looked at me and asked, "Would you like me to do your back?"
Smiling I said, "I'm about to turn over M-C, could you do my front instead?"
She knew I was teasing and challenging her, but wasn't about to back down and let an old man get the best of her. "I'd love to Mr. B," she said and picked up the tube. Tentatively her hands moved over my chest, so lightly that hardly any cream was being spread. As she touched me her confidence grew and her movements became more assured. After finishing my chest and arms and stomach, she moved to my feet and started upwards. Watching her eyes, I could see the doubt and indecision she had about how she was going to take care of my cock and balls. Finally, with her eyes half closed, she lifted my sack and started to massage my balls.
"Gently Maria, very gently, a man's balls can be very sensitive honey," I told her as she increased the pressure on my balls, clearly interested in exploring. Then grasping my soft shaft in her small, cream covered palm, she slowly stroked up and down, a grin spreading across her face as I fattened and lengthened.
"Oh wow, that's neat," she exclaimed, "He looked so innocent before but gosh, look at him now, all red and big and hard. I think he likes me," she laughed. Knowing that if I didn't move out of her reach soon, I'd bath the little tease in a different white cream, one with no UVA protection, I rolled away from her now insistent grasp.
"That's fine thank you, I think you got me all covered now," I groaned.
"Do you want to do my front now Daddy B?" she asked, smiling broadly.
"Later honey, your Dads going to have a quick dip first," I answered as I rushed toward the waves, my big shaft swinging wildly as I ran. We spent the rest of the day tanning and swimming and touching, and I was constantly bombarded by questions from the curious Maria Celeste, most of which I tried to deflect, telling her to ask her Mom or Sam.
That evening, when Maria told Sam about our day at the beach, I thought my beautiful daughter was going to have a heart attack. "Why didn't you wake me," she wailed, "Can we go tomorrow?"
"I can't tomorrow, and New Years is Saturday night, so I don't know, maybe next Tuesday or Wednesday," I offered.
"But we're going home Wednesday night Dad. I want to go tomorrow," she said pouting.
"Why don't you get your Latino boyfriend to take you, what's his name, Juan?"
"Daddy! I can't believe you'd want me to go with a boy my age, it's indecent, what would Maria's Mom think if she heard you were encouraging your daughters to go on dates at nude beaches? C'mon Dad, get real!"
New Years Eve the girls insisted I escort them for the evening, insisting they preferred me to the boys in the night clubs. At midnight, all of us having drunk too much, I kissed each of my girls, and unlike the night of their birthday, this time our kisses were long and tongue filled. As we danced they both felt my full hardness, learned how it felt to have a man's hands on their asses, his body grinding against them. We somehow got home around four in the morning, the more sober girls supporting their staggering old man. I stumbled as we approached my bed and lay half on, half off as the two stared at me. "C'mon M-C, we got to get his clothes off," sighed Samantha. After undoing first my shirt, then my shoes and socks, the girls finally grabbed my legs and struggling, pulled my slacks down, my shorts coming with them. "Look Maria, he's still hard."
"He smells too. We better get him in the shower. C'mon Sam, he'd do the same for us."
"Okay, okay. We better get naked if we're going to get in the shower. No point in ruining the dresses."
Though not sober, I was aware of their young bodies as they washed me, their soapy hands relentlessly moving over me, the three of us squeezed into the small cubicle. As Maria stood behind me, her breasts pressed into my back, she reached a hand around and caressed my chest while the other slid over my ass. Meanwhile, my innocent daughter facing me kissed one of my nipples as her soapy hands stroked my penis eagerly. Seeming unable to stop her hands, it was only Maria's cry of "Cripes Sam, that's enough! You're going to pull it off," that slowed her down, awakening her from her sexual reverie.
"I was just making sure it was clean Miss Molloy! Lets get him dried and into bed." After getting me comfortable, I could feel both of them on the bed, watching me, and could sense their excitement, a naked man so close. "I think I better stay Maria, Dad may need me tonight," Sam began, "Why don't you go to your room, I'm okay here."
As I felt Maria's soft body move in against me, she said, "It's probably best Sam if one of us is on each side of Daddy, we don't want him to fall out of bed." They were both giggling as Samantha took up her place on the other side of me, and my last memory of the night was hearing Sam's voice whispering to her friend, "It's so big. Do you think we could ever fit it in? Do you think Dad would mind if we touched it a bit?" I awoke the next morning, surprised to find the two naked teens curled over me, and wondered just what they got up to while I slept.
We went back to Haulover on Monday and it was impossible to control the two girls, Sam watching and commenting on every man that passed. "And you girls complain when men treat you as sex objects," I complained, but was ignored by my little daughters; they now knew what they wanted in life. As we ate a late dinner, on the front terrace of one of Collins Avenue's landmark restaurants, Sam ran on and on about the sights she had seen that day, but then surprised me by saying, "You know Dad, of all the bodies I saw today, all the pricks," (and each time my daughter said cock or prick that night, I cringed, quickly looking around me to see which of our fellow diners had heard), "you were the main man, you're pretty good for an old man. Isn't that right M-C?"
"Big Daddy is certainly big, Sam, as big as I saw," Maria said laughing, clearly enjoying my embarrassment.
We returned to Cleveland and soon settled back into a more normal life, with the girls spending long hours on their studies and preparations for the S.A.T. exams coming up in early March. Although excellent students and athletes, and already both having received various scholarship offers, they still wanted to excel and they were having a friendly competition to see who would get the highest marks at Miss Priggs. They each dated most weekends in January and February but from my secret spying knew neither had gone much beyond necking and petting. During those weeks they satisfied their sexual hunger in the arms of the other, although I still got my early morning visits peppered with questions about my sex life, an unending source of discussion between the two girls.
In mid March I decided to give the girls a glimpse of my sex life and organized a charade that I hoped they would fall for. I arranged for Jill, one of my college lovers to call the house when I was supposedly out, following a script I had given her. "Mr. Burns please," she started when Sam answered the phone in her room. Hearing I was out, she continued, "Oh, this is Jill, Jill Brown, his friend from the University. I wonder if you could give him a message for me. Could you please let him know I can't make the appointment tomorrow at 12:30? Tell Mr. B that something has come up that I can't get out of, but that I'd like to reschedule, either Wednesday or Thursday."
"Where would you like to meet Mr. Burns?" asked Sam, clearly intrigued by this obviously young girls call.
"Oh, either at my apartment or if he prefers, tell him I can come to his house. I'm free both afternoons."
"Does he have your number?"
"Yes Miss, he can call or e-mail me. Have you just started working for Mr. B? I don't recognize your voice, where's Marg today?"
"I'm just filling in today, Marg's sick," lied my devious daughter, "Can you give your e-mail so I'm sure we have it."
"Sure, its coedjill@hotgirls.com, and please make sure he gets back to me today."
I was hidden watching the girls when the call came and loved seeing the excitement it caused.
"Maria, some young hooker just called Daddy. I think she thought she was calling the office. I'm serious; yes she called to schedule a rendezvous. Coedjill@hotgirls.com, Christ what do you think she is? Turn on your computer, check out her site. She's trying to set up a date for Wednesday or Thursday."
As the two poured over the site, finally finding Coed Jill, available for discreet afternoon liaisons, their excitement grew. "I can't believe your Dad. Why's he using prostitutes? He's good looking enough to get a girl without paying. Listen Sam, we've got to stay home and watch him."
That night at dinner Sam casually told me that a Miss Brown called and that she wanted to reschedule. "I think she meant to call the office Dad, it didn't make much sense." Trying to heighten their curiosity I acted a little nervous and guilty, then excused myself, saying I had to make a call. I gave them a minute to reach an extension and then dialed Jill, who was waiting for the call.
"Jill, why did you call me at home?" I complained as soon as she answered the phone, "And how come you can't come tomorrow? God, I haven't touched your beautiful body in days."
"Sorry Mr. B., my sociology prof called me to a meeting and I can't afford to miss it. I'm already having enough trouble in the course. Can't we spend Wednesday together? I miss your big prick so much. Can I come to your house; I love it when you fuck me in front of those big windows in front of the lake."
I heard a soft gasp from Sam, who realized Jill was talking about her bed, a bed she had clearly already visited. "Sure honey," I finished, "I'll see you Wednesday at noon, make sure you're well rested, I'm feeling very horny."
Later I listened to the two as they discussed the call, Sam more upset that a hooker had been frolicking in her bed than the fact that I was using one. "God, M-C, I can't believe it, he's been screwing some little slut in our bed," she ranted, "Wait til I get hold of this bitch." I watched them testing several locations from which they could see the action, the two finally settling on a large cupboard with louvered doors, just feet from the bed. They even went so far as placing two beanbag chairs behind the doors, Sam saying, "Who knows, they might be at it for hours, we might as well be comfortable." The next day Sam went to the local spy store and bought a fancy camera, digital and small enough to hide, and spent the evening making sure it worked properly.
"Do you really think we should film your Dad," asked Maria finally.
"It's our room and we can do whatever we want," Sam replied, "Besides you want to see it as much as me."
Jill and I put on an inspired performance, the knowledge that the two teens were watching us an added inducement. Over a four hour period I came three times in Jill's soft pussy, once in her ass, once in her mouth and once over her breasts after tit fucking her. We employed a Kamu Sutra like number of positions, continually commenting aloud, almost giving the girls a running commentary as we fucked. After we finally finished, and I had escorted the obviously sated coed to her car, I threw myself into the hot tub, trying to recover while eagerly anticipating watching the taped reaction of the girls. And I laughed later that night as I heard the girls rave; the performance clearly had amazed the youngsters. "She took it into her mouth, the whole thing, golly, did you see it Sam," Maria gasped. "God, how big do you think it is anyway?" "Fuck, I could never swallow something that big." "I think he came six times, six times!" "Ugh, she let him put it in her ass, it must have hurt," "She seemed to like it Sam. What a slut she was." "I think Daddy's too big for my cunt, but my ass, oh boy, neverrrr." "What do you think it tastes like anyway? That little bitch seemed to like it an awful lot." "Do you think she was acting, pretending to like Daddy? She's a pro." "Oh she liked it Sam, that slut has a job she definitely likes." "Oh fuck, I want a cock in me. If only he wasn't my Daddy." "We should go into his room some morning and give him a blow job," Maria said giggling. "I promise you M-C, I'm going to get laid soon. I think its time I slept with Tommy."
The comments and conversation went on for hours and when I finally went to bed I was happy, knowing that in the coming weeks and months the action from the girl's room would be interesting. Immediately their reaction to me changed. Although there had been a powerful sexual attraction between the girls and I for the past year, now it was changed as the two unconsciously fought to compete for my attention. Whenever one of them was in my presence, innocently she would touch me or rub against my body, pressing a firm breast into my arm or putting a hand on my arm or thigh to emphasize some point. It was like being in a room with two cats, purring loudly as they rubbed against your legs, demanding to be caressed. I could see their eyes continually drift downwards to my groin, my big penis they had seen easily master Jill, now a central part of their dream life. Before they had been just curious, now they knew the joy, the ecstasy a cock could deliver. On Saturdays and Sundays when they visited me in bed, I took to leaving my sheet loose, allowing their hungry eyes repeated looks at the sleeping monster, and even from time to time leaving him fat and erect as we talked.
In late April, Maria surprised me, arriving home one night with a present for Sam. "What is it?" she asked, "How come you're giving me a present now? What's the occasion?" A girl who loved presents, she attacked the gift wrapping impatiently, and as I watched from my hiding place, was amazed to see her jump back when she saw what it was. "What the heck is.... My God M-C,.... Oh shit, you are bad sister, very bad, what do you want me to do with this anyway."
As I watched the two, Sam's back to me and the present between them, I couldn't see at first what the commotion was about, but did see Maria bend down and open the box and offer the contents to Sam. "Try it on," she hissed, "I want to see you in it." As Sam finally accepted the gift and slipped her feet into it, watching from behind I thought it might be a fancy thong or edible panties but when she turned and faced the mirror, Maria smiling at her side, I gaped, stunned by the sight of a long plastic prick leaping outwards from my daughter's pussy.



"You slut," laughed Samantha, "What am I supposed to do with this?"
"I want you to take my virginity; I want you to fuck me with it."
"What, are you crazy? Why?"
"I've decided, I'm going to have sex with Rick soon, maybe next week. I want my first time with a man to be good, not to have to worry about pain. I want you to bust me."
"But Maria..."
"Please Sam, who else can do it," she begged and then moved her mouth to Sam's already hard nipple, knowing how hot her friend would become as her lips pulled insistently on one while her hand stroked the other.
"Oh stop you slut," wailed Sam as Maria moved her back towards the bed, pulling her reluctant friend down on top of her.
"Fuck me Sam, fuck your little sister, c'mon give me your big prick," urged Maria, her fingers now clamped painfully to Sam's breasts.
"Oh, you bitch, that hurts," Sam cried, 'And then in anger rammed the penis deep inside her friend, yelling, "So, how do you like this."
"Aaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhh, oh fuck, oooooooohhhhhh God, oh Sam it hurts, stop, oh my God please stop."
Coming to her senses, Sam paused, the penis half in, half out of Maria's now distended lips, blood slowly seeping down Maria's legs, but then resumed a slow rhythmic stroke. "We have to finish sweetie, I can't stop now." Slowly Maria's groans of pain, her protest, were lost in a new feeling, a tingle of pleasure that started deep inside of her. As Sam recognized the new sounds, the little yips Maria had always made when her clit was sucked and her orgasm approached, she picked up the pace of her penetrations, smashing harder and deeper with each stroke, finally rewarded with Maria's final surrender, a long primeval scream of pleasure. Resting back against the wall, my huge ejaculation coating the glass in front of me, I watched the two teens on the bed, lying back now, panting, both obviously moved by their illicit, artificial coupling.
"Jesus H. Christ," finally exploded from the little Catholics mouth, "I just hope Rickie can fuck as good as you sister."
"Are you OK honey?" Sam asked worriedly.
"Oh shit, I'm sore now. You're going to have to wait for a few days before you fuck me again Sam," Maria finished, laughing at her friend.
"Ha, ha, ha. If you keep that up I may make you eat it slut. How would you like to swallow my big cock baby," she said before the two of them tumbled into each others arms giggling almost maniacally.
In the weeks that followed, the new toy became the center of their games; so much so that I worried they'd never get around to men. First, a couple of days after Maria's deflowering, Sam lay back and let her friend pierce her, and my daughters screams of passion almost brought the walls down. When I asked the next day what all the noise had been the night before both teens turned crimson and stammered out some lame excuse. With a book of sexual positions in hand, they continued to explore their sexuality together, even finally working up to anal penetrations and attempts to swallow cock. As they lay in bed one night, exhausted by their play, Sam said, "You know Maria; this thing we've been using fills us pretty well, and its seven inches long. How big is Rick anyway, do you know?"
"He's six and a half inches. I asked him on Saturday. He pulled it out and I played with it for awhile. He's so horny; he wants it worse than I. He came almost before I touched it. We're going to do it next Friday night; his parents are going to be away. What about Tommy."
"I haven't seen it yet but I've touched it through his pants. I think he's smaller than this, I should be able to get him all inside my mouth," she finished giggling, and then brought the plastic prick to her open lips. "Maria, can you imagine if it was Daddy who was going to fuck us, with his big prick."
"I wouldn't be able to walk for a week. I think he'd split me in two. I still don't know how that hooker was able to take him all and like it so much."
"It'd be fun to try though, wouldn't it?" my sweet little teenage daughter said, a greedy smirk on her face. "In fact I think I'll go back to your store and get the bigger attachment for this next week," she finished, her tongue licking her top lip.
"Boy, my Mom would kill me if she knew what we were doing, what a little bitch you were to lead her poor little daughter astray."
It was Memorial Day Weekend when my two beautiful daughters got fucked for the first time, each succumbing to their boyfriends on the road so to speak, but of course I got a blow by blow description later as the two girls talked. They had been practicing and anticipating the big event so long that the actual lovemaking was somewhat anticlimactic and disappointing. "It was good," started Sam as she talked to Maria, "but it happened pretty quick, five or six thrusts and he was coming. For all his talk he didn't really know what he was doing."
"But he did it more than once didn't he?"
"Yeah he came three times on Saturday night, but once was when he was in my hand and I was licking him. I wanted to tell him what to do, you know, give him instructions, but he thinks he knows everything. How did it go with you and Ricky?"
"About the same, gosh I loved it when he was in me but he was too excited. Do you think we could send them copies of the movie we made of Dad?"
"I don't think those two are ever going to match what we saw Dad do. I think though I'll just stay with Tommy this summer and then when we're at Stanford next year we can go wild. Just imagine baby, two hot experienced Cleveland babes free in Californiaaa"..... The two had both accepted the offers that had come from Stanford the week before, wanting to play in their high level soccer program while going to the best school in the west. The news had hit me hard and coming on top of their deflowering I was at a loss. While wanting the best for my two loves, I finally had to face the prospect of living alone, the joy these two had given me now gone virtually forever. As the weeks passed and their departure approached, so did my lust for them, an animal desire to have them before they left. All year I had fought the urge, the poisonous hunger they created in me, but had been unwilling to break the promise I had made to Maria's parents to protect her, or the taboo of incest that my daughter made me wrestle with every day.
The third week of August, just ten days before the girls were to leave, we left Maria at home and Sam and I flew to New York for a last chance weekend shopping spree. It was only as we flew back towards Cleveland that I decided, I was going to have these two before they left, no matter the consequences. I was smiling as our taxi pulled up in front of the house, knowing I'd ride the nubile bodies of my two loves that night, having somehow overcome my unease at the enormity of the act. As my sweet Sam and I skipped up the front steps, neither of us knew it would be one of the last happy moments we would have for years. Just two envelopes, one addressed to Daddy, the other to Sam, but the contents devastating to us both. "I'm sorry but I can't go to Stanford with you my lovely, dear sister," started Sam's, "I can't explain why to you easily, but I've decided to become a nun and am leaving today for the Motherhouse. I'll write more later, please forgive me, I love you so, Maria Celeste."
We of course immediately tried to find her, to contact her, but had no luck, and her Mother refused to tell us exactly where she was, only telling us that Maria couldn't talk to anyone for the first year of her studies, but that she had promised to send Sam a longer letter by Christmas. Sam finally agreed to go to school but I knew her heart wasn't in it, devastated as she was by the loss of her only friend. Sam got a longer letter just before Christmas but it really didn't add anything and we both moved through a now dull world, a world devoid of light. It was two years before she agreed to see us again, during a three day trip home to see her Mom, herself back in Cleveland for a quick visit. She saw Sam a couple of times and then came over to visit me for an hour on the last day before her departure. She was still beautiful, her long black hair cascading over her habit, but their was a sadness, a refusal to fully interact with us that was gut wrenching. After she left, Sam lay sobbing on my shoulder, her simple words, "Why Daddy, why is she so unhappy? She knows we love her so much."
And then this summer, just arranged weeks ago, an agreement to visit us for a week, and we hoped that perhaps this time we could somehow reach her. She had arrived last Saturday, the 12th and Sam and M-C had spent the following five days together, trying to rekindle their feelings for each other. Sam had been interning that summer for a big bank in Chicago, a company she hoped to work for after graduation, so when she was called on Thursday morning and requested to get back to Chicago a.s.a.p., she felt she had to go. After quickly explaining and apologizing to Maria, she packed but as I drove her to the airport, Sam talked, "Oh fuck, Daddy. Why won't she talk to me, Christ she refuses to explain, I know she wants to but she just won't. I know she likes sex, men, we've talked about it for years. Now she wears those stupid black things and prays. Shit, she could do so much with her life; she'd make a great mother." When we got to her terminal and just before jumping out of the car, she turned to me, gave me a quick kiss, told me she loved me and then added, "You know Dad, if I was a man, I tie her to the bed and fuck her until she begged for it, begged to be taken back into our family, begged to be my wife, god I love her so much, miss her so much." And as Sam walked from the car sobbing I decided that was just what I was going to do..........
...... "Noooooooooooooo, oh God, no, please not again, ooooooohhhhhh noooooo," exploded from Maria Celeste's lips as I rammed into her burning sheath, my cock a sword knifing into her centre. Hers cries, her sobs, her wails of desperation didn't break my resolve; I knew I had to finish this. Finally recognizing me she redoubled her efforts to break free, thrashing wildly, even manically to escape my thrusts. "Mr. B., I'm promised to God, don't do this, oh please stop, stop now, don't defile me, oh please." Relentlessly I worked her, intent on breaking her will, on making her body awaken to its true hunger. And of course her body did start to respond, her hips unbidden rose to meet my hard thrusts while her sweet cunt clamped on to me, unwilling to free me until I had spilled my seed, let her reach her orgasmic release. I lay on top of her, my cock still hard and embedded in her, and softly caressed her wet cheeks, wanting somehow to express my true love to her. "Get off, you bastard," she hissed, "you've had your fun, now get the fuck out of here, God, I hate you."
"Fuck you too, Maria, you don't think one quick fuck and off you go back to the fucking Motherhouse do you? You're not that bloody stupid. You're not leaving this bed until you talk to me, until you tell me why you decided one day to destroy Sam's life, my life. Oh, you're a fucking perfect little nun in your penguin suit, aren't you, bringing goodness to everyone in the world except the people who love you. Well honey, do you feel me, do you feel my big cock," I yelled, "You always wanted it, do you remember when you lay on my bed hoping to get a peek, or when you held it on the beach, your body trembling in desire." I covered her mouth with mine, her protests trapped, and slowly made love to her, making every pore on her body tingle, her body thrashing now in desire as we both came. And then I started again and this time her body was arched a foot off the bed when my sperm flooded into her.
As we lay panting, our bodies bathed in sweat, she started, her voice sad and hollow, "I left because I loved you and Sam, oh, I loved you both so much. I lay hurt and dirty, soiled in my very soul and thought of all the things I could do. I knew the nuns would help me, protect me, accept me........ I just felt so dirty, so lost.... No, don't say anything Mr. B., let me talk, just let me talk. The night you and Sam left for New York I went out with Rick, good old Rick... God, I don't want to cry when I tell this, I've cried enough already. We were in his basement, watching TV, Tom and two others came over..... we had a couple of beers and then ..... the four of them raped me and beat the shit out of me......"
"I'll kill the bastards, I'll fucking kill them," a ferocious hate instantaneously born deep within me.
"That's why I left Mr. B., I knew you and Sam would actually kill them. If I stayed I knew I'd have to tell you, and I knew what you'd do. I hated them so much I would've helped. As much as I hated them, I couldn't take four lives, ruin your life."
"Oh sweetie, we could have helped you, we love you so much." We talked for hours, softly whispering, her tearful cheek lying on my chest, her body hugging mine. As dawn arrived I woke her with my lips, playfully sucking her dark, fat nipples.
"Oh you evil man," she said grinning while she stretched languorously, "I'd have thought an old man like you would only be able to do it once a week."
"Ha, ha, ha. You should know better. Don't you remember sitting for hours in that cupboard watching me, and then telling my lovely daughter, 'Oh Sam he's so big, he's so sexy, I could never take your Daddy, he'd split me in two'. How often did you and my daughter watch that film anyway?"
"You knew? You bastard, you set us up," she yelled and then pounded on my chest. Grabbing her hands and rolling her over I laughed and entered her, pinning her to the bed. "Gosh you fill me Sir, I never knew... You're big.... I feel you everywhere........ so fucking tight."
Smiling, happy at last, I fondled her hard clit as I pumped, knowing from a year of watching that her rising chorus of yips was a prelude to her orgasm. After withdrawing, I held my semi hard dripping cock and offered it to her, "Come here my little nun, taste me, suck your Daddy's fat prick, taste his spunk, swallow his seed."
Giggling, she licked him from stem to tip, savoring each white drop she found, and then popped his head in her mouth. As she licked and sucked I hardened, growing big against her tongue. Spitting him out for a second, she mumbled, "He's too big," and then took his head back in as her hand stroked the shaft insistently. She continued to milk me after I came, swallowing every drop. "Jesus, how did that slut, coed whatever her name was hooker ever get that whole thing in her mouth? I think I'm going to have to watch that movie again..."
"Then there's also your tight little bum my hot little nun," I said laughing.
"No way, no fucking way Daddy." Hours later as she lay in my arms she asked tentatively, even nervously, "What are we going to do, I mean the future, you know?"
"You mean after you quit the nuns. Or after you marry me. Or after you have my children. Or do you really mean when am I going to get Sam, bring her back and both of us make wild love with her."
As a radiant smile broke out on her face, she shrieked "Oh Mr. B., you mean it! The three of us together! Oh, I love you. Have you ever slept with Sam," she asked, now clearly ecstatic.
"We've been waiting for you. Now pick up the phone and tell Sam you're leaving the nuns and moving in with me and then hang up. How long do you think it will take her to get back here anyway?" Laughing she dialed, spoke rapidly and dropped the phone back in the cradle. "OK Mr. B, I think we have little time, Chicago's quite a ways away, do you think you'll be able,"...... and moved her fingers to my already eager cock. I t had been six in the afternoon when we had called Sam and we figured she'd be in her car in fifteen minutes and in Cleveland by midnight at the latest. Wanting to be ready for Sam, I slept and woke refreshed at eleven, and then after putting clean silk sheets on her bed, I showered and shaved.
I was standing on the second floor landing when I saw the car lights slide across the front of the house, a towel around my waist, droplets of water still beaded on my body. She came in, disheveled, her hair uncombed, dressed just in t-shirt and jeans. Seeing me at the top of the stairs, she asked, the plea, the hope clear in her voice, "Is it true Daddy? Is she still here?" As she talked I let the towel fall and opened my arms. "Daddy, oh Daddy", she cried, and then kicked her sandals off, pulled her shirt over her head and started up towards me, working the zipper of her jeans as she came. Halfway up she impatiently stopped, kicked off her pants, and then rushed toward me, leaping the last four feet into my arms. "Where is she Daddy?"
"Later Sam, first it's just you and I," I said joyously, lifting her easily into my arms and carrying her toward her bed.
"You really want me Daddy? ..... I've always wanted you ....... Since Mommy died I wanted to come to you ......... I wanted to make love with you so bad ......I wanted to be your wife .....your little slut ..... God when I saw you naked I yearned for you in me ...... You're so handso.....
"Shhhh, sweetie, my little love," I whispered setting her gently on the bed, my hand cradling her head, our cheeks curling together. "Oh Sam, I love you so much, God I've loved you from the first second I saw you." The gentle meeting of our lips soon gave way to unashamed hunger, our tongues penetrating the other, interlocking in a dance of lust. Our hands moved easily, feeling, exploring, caressing, reading the body of the other, anticipating the others need.
In just minutes Samantha was writhing, the smell of her sex almost overpowering in the room, and finally pled, "Daddy please, pleassssssssse, I need you in me, now Daddy, now, oh Daddy fuck your daughter, make me your woman, your wife, your lover, put it in, I want to be filled.......
Kneeling between her legs I grabbed her smooth ass in my hands, and lifting her up as I plunged into her, I immediately felt her lubricated pussy welcoming me deep, stretching to accommodate my length, my thickness. "Oooooooooohhhh God yessssssssss," she yelled, just the beginning of a chorus of howls and screams and moans that rent the air as I moved to please her, to prove my manhood, to claim her love. Our first coupling was short, quickly consummated, but as we lay apart after, panting, our orgasmic juices dripping, we were both smiling idiotically, replete, completely satisfied. A second time I made love to her, this time slower, our orgasms coming slower, every nerve ending in my prick, her cunt tingling as we finally came.
Later, as we lay cuddling, whispering, joking, I lifted my fat prick, and asked, "Who you like to suck me honey, lick me?"
"No he's too big; I want you to fuck me again Daddy."
"Marie Celeste was able to swallow him honey, oh, she has wonderful lips."
"That slut nun! Where is she any way? M-C, M-C get in here you little bitch."
Quickly Maria appeared; sliding out from the secret passage she had been watching us from, naked and laughing. Leaping on top of her sister, she grabbed her head and French kissed her, then sat back and grinning said, "You're calling me a slut and you're fucking your Daddy, my future husband? And your Daddy does taste yummy," she laughed as she grabbed me and popped me in her mouth. For the next ten minutes two little tongues, two sets of lips fought over my prick and balls, but when my sperm flooded out, they shared, and ended with their mouths locked together, white cream sliding down both their cheeks.
For hours we lay together, talking and laughing and loving, telling stories and secrets to each other, baring all our hopes and desires. Watching the two of them together in my bed, and knowing they would be my partners forever, it was a relief to know I'd never have to go looking for another woman, and that I'd only be sleeping with people I truly loved, who truly loved me. I looked forward to taking their virgin butts. I could hardly wait for my babies these two would produce, children we'd nurture together. I looked forward to my sweet Sam's long nipples in my mouth, engorged and full of milk for her baby and Daddy. In other words I welcomed the future......... but ........but there was something I knew I'd have to do, something I knew Sam would help me with, for after Maria Celeste had fallen asleep, Sam, curled in my arms, had whispered as she fell asleep, "Daddy, we're going to have to do something about those fucking rapists, just you and me Daddy."



"Yes Sam, we'll definitely have to do something to those four," I promised.
The end
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I hadn't seem him for six plus years but as soon as he entered the Kamikaze Topless Bar on Main St., Bowling Green, Ohio, on a beautiful early May evening I recognized him – Rod Munroe, aka 'Surfer Rod', aka 'Blond Rod'. Our paths had crossed in 1988/89 at OSU when Rod and I had lived in the same dorm during our freshman year at the University. Although we had never become close friends, we were acquaintances and due to an odd quirk of fate got to know quite a bit about the other during that year.
Rod Scouries and Rod Munroe had both arrived on campus in Columbus in September 1988, both tall (6'2"), both slim yet strong (185 pounds), both fit, both assigned to rooms one floor apart in Tally Hall and both hungry for pussy. I didn't get any work done that first month, away from home for the first time and with all those hot coeds to choose from, I was in heaven! He, likewise, was doing the same thing and soon 'that guy Rod in Tally' became quite famous among the freshettes, the success each of us was having enhancing the others prospects. I continually got phone calls meant for him and was often accused of having done something (or someone) that I hadn't. Eventually, to differentiate us, people started calling me 'Rocket Rod' and he 'Surfer' or 'Blond Rod' in deference to his long, blond locks.
Seeing him now, sitting at the bar in 1995, still looking the same, watching the strippers reflected in the big mirror over the bar, smiling as they danced, I laughed to myself, surprised by how glad I was to see him. Walking over to him and tapping him on the shoulder, I said, "Well Rod, I see you're still chasing pussy, you horny bastard."
"What? Who are y...Rocket Rod??...Rod Scouries, what the fuck are you doing in Bowling Green?" he finally asked, as he jumped up and shook my hand.
"Well Surfer, I'm out in the cold, hard world now, trying to earn a few bucks and after a day at the grindstone I figured a beer and some titties would be just fine. Don't you just love these strip bars in college towns? They just have the freshest little pussies in the world!"
"I live here, always have," he answered, and then grinning added, "Bowling Green girls rule! What do you do, where do you live anyway? Did you finish at State? Didn't you go back to California?"
"Yup, I'm back living on the coast. But what the fuck happened to you? Christ, sophomore year I got more calls from girls looking for you than I could handle. No one knew what had happened to you." He quickly told me a bare bones story, clearly uncomfortable with the subject. Apparently two weeks after returning home his after his freshman year, his Mom and Dad had died in a car crash and he finally had decided to stay home and run his Dad's business and help support his sisters. "So, are you married, have a steady girlfriend?" I asked, "Any little Surfers?"
"No Rocket, I'm at home, single, working hard and living with my three sisters."
Something in his voice when he mentioned his sisters piqued my interest and I was suddenly alert. "I didn't know you had sisters Rod. How old are they? What do they do?" He then told me about Clara, 31, a librarian at BGU; Chrissy, 30, a nurse; and Cathy, 26, a year older than Rod and working with him in the family business. In his voice as he talked I could hear the pride, the love he had for them, and I wondered if Rod was walking the same path as I. "Are they married?" I asked innocently.
"No, I think they're going to end up old maids," he joked, but I sensed his hesitation, and I could feel his desire to talk.
"So I guess you're seducing all these sexy young BGU coeds? I never would have guessed a small place like this would have so much talent."
"I'm getting old Scouries," he protested, and changing the subject asked what I was doing in life.
"I started my own computer software consulting business. I finished at State with a degree in Math and Computer Programming and for my thesis designed some software for managing Library Systems. It actually fills a real need and after further refining it in California I've gone commercial, I've been able to sell 10 universities and some community colleges in the last four years."
"What're you doing here?"
"There's a new IT guy at Bowling Green and I sold him a system at his last job. I'm hoping to sell them here."
"That's where Clara works. She's the Assistant Library Director since February. I'll talk to her tonight."
"You're kidding, that'd be good, thanks Surfer. What about you? What's the family company do?"
"Dad had started to sell flower seeds through the mail 25 years ago. It's actually taken off in the last few years; the internet's been a godsend to us. We're getting rich from our home office! Have you married Rocket or are you still as wild as before?"
"I'm like you Surfer; I've been working hard and living at home with Mom and Sis. Once in a while on the road I fool around some but... I don't know... I've done just about everything. Oh, but I have started writing."
"Writing? You?"
"Yes," I started, a wide grin on my face, "I'm writing erotic stories, tales of sex and love."
"Bullshit! Have you published any?"
"I put them on the net, anonymous. There's a site - www.literotica.com where you can post your stories free. It's sort of a little sideline for me, I have fun with it."
"Can I read them? What do I do?"
"Sure you can read them," I told him, "But I got to warn you, they're pretty risqué, they deal with subjects you might not like, like Rape, Exhibitionism, even Incest."
I could see his interest rise on the last word and was pretty sure my guess about him was right. Not wanting to press the issue I told him, "Listen Rod, you could try some, they're fairly short, – you might like 'My Sister's Milk' or 'The Flaherty Family' or 'Brinnie and the Alien'." Looking at my watch I told him, "Listen I'm sorry, I've really gotta go, I'm meeting my University contact for a late dinner. But Christ man, it's good to see you. What are you doing tomorrow night; I'd like to take you to dinner, talk some more."
"It's my town Rocket, I'll take you out. Are you staying next door?" Seeing my nod, he went on, "I'll pick you up at seven in the lobby, there's a good restaurant just down the street." As I watched him walk away, I wondered what he'd think of my stories and if he'd have a story for me the next night.
He was smiling and clearly excited when I met him in the Holiday Inn lobby the next night and knew immediately that my erotic tales had been well received. Soon we were down the street, sitting down to 16 ounce T-bone steaks, accompanied by lots of fries and beer. We both soon found out we liked each other, our conversation coming effortlessly and covering a broad array of subjects, from sports to politics to business to art. As we sat back after finally finishing our steaks, Rod changed the subject, at last bracing the topic I knew he wanted to discuss.
"I read some of your stories last night Scouries," he began tentatively, "They're good, I liked them, I was surprised you could write like that, fuck, I got hard reading them. Clara read some too."
"Who?"
"Clara, you know, my sister, the librarian. I was telling her about your company, the software you're trying to sell. I mentioned your writing to her. She loves reading. She told me this morning she liked them too... Um, can I ask you something, Rocket?"
"Sure, shoot."
"Did you write the stories about people you know or are they all made up? Like 'The Flaherty Family' for example. Is it based on a real family?"
"Listen Rod, I can talk to you in confidence right?" I asked, and seeing his eager nod continued, "I have a friend; he's not called Flaherty or live in Pennsylvania, but most of what I wrote is based on his family..."
"And you visited them? You've joined them... I mean slept with...you know what I mean..."
"Yeah Rod, sorta like I wrote it."
"But you talk in the story about going with your sister!... What about 'My Sister's Milk'? You've never done anything like that, have you?"
"Rod, I'll tell you a little story. Annie, my sister, she's four years older than me Rod. She ran away from home when I was thirteen, but she came home the fall of my senior year in high school, an eleven month baby girl in her arms. I'm sitting around, a horny eighteen year old, and this beautiful girl, and Annie is really beautiful Rod, is walking around half dressed most of the time. The first night she's home, we're all sitting down eating dinner and she pops her tit out and starts feeding the kid. I'm watching this perfect tit and I'm as hard as a rock, not knowing where to look. I'm a virgin and I'm in love. She knew I loved looking at her and she loved showing me, loved exciting her little brother. Weeks later she finally let me suck her tits, oh God, I came in my pants the first time I sucked her."
"Jesus, this was when you were in high school? Your sister let you drink her milk?" he gasped.
"Yeah, and for Christmas she took my cherry... And God, after that we fucked every day until I left for OSU. I couldn't stop. She taught me everything. And when I got to school I wanted to fuck every coed I could find. I was sorta embarrassed about what I had done with Annie, about having sex with my sister. I wanted to prove I was normal... That's maybe why I was so wild first year. But..."
"But what Rocket?"
"After first year I went home and within an hour of walking through the front door I was in Sis's bed again, and you know Rod, I knew then she was the one for me. I went back to State each fall, but I knew I'd return to her. We live together now Rod; have since I left school three years ago."
"What about your Mom?" he asked but seeing my look mumbled, "You're Mom... too... Oh Jesus."
We were silent for minutes; I was willing to wait him out, knowing he wanted to talk to me. Finally almost stuttering he started to talk, "Listen Rocket, I'd like to say... I've got a story... My sisters and...Are you willing to hear my story?... Fuck, I've don't know how to...shit Scouries, do you have any beer in your room?... Can I talk to you?" he finished. Fifteen minutes later we were in my suite, comfortably seated, beers in hand and Surfer Rod Munroe started to talk.
Rod's Tale
We were a happy family, and I being the youngest was spoiled from the start, my sisters always looking out for me. But they somehow didn't have it as easy. Although we were well off, Dad and Mom were pretty religious, born again Christians who didn't believe in movies or dancing or modern clothes. Clara and Christine were older than Cathy and I and those two had it much harder than I. They were good looking, athletic and relatively popular when young but when their friends started dating they were left behind, Dad's unwillingness to let them date etc. put a real damper on their social lives.
I got home from OSU that spring full of myself, the university had opened up a whole new world to me – a world where I was happy and popular and a million possibilities stretched out before me. That spring I was looking forward to helping Dad on the farm and with the business, and also, in my spare time, getting as many sweet Bowling Greeners as I could between the sheets. But it was weird too, since I finally realized my two older sisters didn't seem to have any kind of sex life, any kind of social life period.
In the first two weeks back from school I started to watch them and figure out what was going on. They both had graduated from school and were working but never seemed to go out. I hadn't really noticed how strange their lives were when I was younger, but now, after a year at OSU and the things I had seen and done, I knew something wasn't right.
They were both good looking, and had great bodies but they didn't use any makeup and they dressed old style, it was like they were trying to be unattractive. Were they Lesbians? Did they have secret lives that no one knew about? Shit, I even sat down with Cathy one night and asked her what was going on with our sisters. "You know Rod," she told me, "There's definitely something wrong there but I haven't been able to get either one to talk. I've tried, but they always clam up when the subject of sex or boys comes up."
I was also starting to get horny those first two weeks back. The last while at school I'd been so far behind I'd had to drop girls and cram like hell just so I could catch up and try to pass my courses. Then when I got home, what with helping Dad and all the family things going on I hadn't gone out at all.
I think that's why I started looking at my sisters so closely and quickly realized two things, one, these girls weren't getting any loving, and two, all three of them were hot. I found myself checking them out at breakfast, as they moved around the house, at dinner, watching TV, everywhere. Fuck, I was even trying to figure out ways to spy on them, you know, see them naked, and I'd sit close to them on the couch or accidentally, inadvertently touch them. My own sisters and I'm masturbating to them every night! It was weird.
And then the accident! It just kicked the shit out of all of us, fucked us up completely. Dad and Mom had been strict, yes and maybe a little strange, but they loved us and always tried to do what they thought best for us. It's only when you lose someone that you realize how important they were to you. The week that followed we were all like zombies, going through the motions when in public, but huddling together crying and hugging when at home alone.
I don't think what I did later, shit, what we all did would have happened if we hadn't gone through that week from hell together, if we hadn't realized how much we all loved each other. I tell you, it was the catalyst that drove me into the arms of my sisters.
Clara and I were named trustees of Dad's estate with the four of us equal beneficiaries under the terms of his will. In the week after their funeral I had started to do some work on Dad's business just to keep it going until we decided what we were going to do with it and had found I liked it and had some ideas for the future. I think it was then that I decided I wasn't going back to OSU, that I wanted to stay home and build the business.
On Wednesday, about ten days after Dad's death, his lawyer came to see Clara and I, and we spent the afternoon going over the estates assets etc. We found we were relatively rich – the house and farm were both paid off, there was $250,000 in life insurance, and other investments and assets worth another $100,000. And finally the business had earned about $90,000 last year and was growing.
That evening, after the lawyer left, Clara and I talked. I was afraid she, or the other girls, might want to sell everything and split the cash. "What do you want to do Clara?" I asked, "Are you going to stay in Bowling Green or do you want to move."
"I'm staying here Rod, in this house. If you others want your money, that's okay but I'm staying, it's our home...you're smiling, you don't want to sell either?"
"No, I've decided to stay home and run the business. I want to be with you guys."
"But you've got to go back to school Rod, you've got to get your degree."
"I'll go to Bowling Green part time and work here and at the farm on the business. I'm not leaving now sis, I love you all too much, I'm never leaving you, never," I insisted.
Smiling, she pulled me into her arms, hugging me tightly, while saying, "Oh I'm so happy Rod, I didn't want us to break up. Do you think Cathy and Chrissie will agree, will stay with us?"
"Of course they will, we're all in this together," I told her. As we sat hugging on the couch I asked, "Can I ask you something Clara? Something personal?" Seeing her nod, I started tentatively, not sure exactly how to ask without hurting her. "Do you like..., Are you planning on...Oh shit, I don't know how..."
"What?"
"Clara, do you like men, I mean, are you attracted to men, or do you prefer...Listen sis, I love you but I can't figure out your sex life. Do you want to get married or have children? I mean, whatever you like is your business, but I'm worried about you, about Chrissie...I've slept with some women this past year, geez I love it, I hope you are..?
Pulling back away from me, she said, "I'm not a Lesbian Rod, if that's what you're asking," as tears starting to fall from her eyes.
"Clara, I don't care what you are, as long as you're happy. You were always such a nice big sister to me, always looking out for little Rod. God, I love you," I finished as I cradled her head against my chest.
Finally, after minutes of quiet sobs, she started to talk, almost whispering and not looking at me as she spoke, "I'm afraid Rod. You're big, strong, independent, smart sister falls apart whenever a man talks to her. I want to go out with men, date but... I know it should be easy, I read enough books... I'm smart enough to know I can do it, but...I don't wear the right clothes, I don't know how to talk, flirt... I'm not pretty... I'm too tall...my hairs a mess... My breasts are...Why are you laughing Rod, it's not funny."
Hugging her, I said, "I'm relieved Sis; you sound like every girl I know. And don't worry, you've got a man now – me, and I'm never going to let you go."
"What do you mean?"
Standing, I pulled her up from the couch and led her to the large wall mirror in our parent's room. "Look at yourself Clara," I told her, standing behind her and holding her shoulders. "You are so fucking beautiful sis, tall and slim, Christ, your blue eyes, your blond hair so soft," I said as my hands moved caressingly through her hair, "your wide shoulders, God, your breasts so high, so firm, so perfect."
"Roddddddd, what are you doing?" Clara squealed, as my palms cupped and then squeezed her tits.
"And your flat stomach, your beautiful hips, your mound, your legs," I added as I moved my hands confidently over my beautiful sister.
"Ohhh Rod, no, stop, stop please," she gasped.
"You're so beautiful Clara, I want you so bad," I whispered, my hardness now pushing against her, as I lowered the zipper on her dress and let it fall to the floor. As her plain white bra was unsnapped and opened, a groan of desire escaped my lips. Her pink aureoles, as wide as silver dollars, seemed engorged and full, and the fat, erect nipples bursting out from them drew my fingers like magnets.
"What are you doing, we can't, oooooohhh Goddd Rod, we can't, ooohhhhhhh my..."
"Are you a virgin Clara? Have you ever felt a man's lips on your breasts before? Oh shit Clara, you taste good, oh, I'm going to fuck you Clara," I said, and then quickly pulled her white panties down, exposing a full bush of curly blond hair, her pinkness beneath easily seen. As I led her toward the bed I lifted my t-shirt over my head and then stumbled momentarily as I pushed my shorts and briefs off.
Lying next to her on the bed, I gently touched her, and then slowly moved my fingers over her milky white skin. I quieted her protest of 'But Rod, no, we can't' by kissing her, content to slowly awaken her to her bodies needs. When our tongues finally met, I felt a shiver of excitement rush across her skin, and slowly her tongue met mine in hunger. Tentatively her hands started to move, touching first my hair and cheek, before moving to lightly flick over my chest.
I lay back on the pillow and left my hands at my sides, panting lightly as she explored. As her lips tickled my nipple, I felt the first timid brush of her fingers through my pubic hair, the light nervous groping for my shaft. "Touch it Clara, please touch my big cock," I grunted, as she moved to tighten her palm around my now engorged shaft. As she bent over me, her head just a foot from the hardness she stroked, as if fearful of losing sight of him, I slipped a hand between her thighs and moved towards her center.



"Oh God Rod, oh fuck yessss" she moaned as a finger slipped up her already oiled channel. Strangely, although as excited as I had ever been with a woman before, I took my time, knowing there was no need to rush with this magnificent girl. Lifting her legs up off the sheets, I moved her now flush lower lips over my face and after inhaling her powerful scent, gently lowered her cunt onto my tongue and sampled her. While her female chemicals drove me wild, my tongue and lips worked over her sex; probing and licking, inside her and over her trembling clit. As I felt her approach release, she dropped my penis, and placed her cheek against my stomach as her back arched into an almost impossible angle. I was clasping her ass in my two hands, one finger lightly stimulating her anal opening, as her first spasm of release rocked her. "Uunnnhh...Uunnnhh... Uunnnhh... Uunnnhh... Uunnnhh...," her deep guttural groans echoed repeatedly through the room as her sweet liquids bathed my mouth.
As her orgasm passed, and as she lay panting atop me, I rolled her onto her back and after lifting her feet onto my shoulders, I pushed deep into her, my shaft buried in one long stroke. As I moved rhythmically in and out, she immediately responded, her inexperienced body somehow naturally knowing what to do. I found I loved being with a big woman, her 5'10" and 142 pound, muscled body was soon working as hard as mine. She wrapped her legs around my back, squeezing me on each in-stroke, and her arms clutched my neck and my head, not allowing my lips to leave hers. This was hard fucking, almost animalistic, and as we approached the end, our frenzy increased, both of us grunting and moaning wildly. As she felt streams of hot sperm cascade deep inside her for the first time in her life, she screamed, a wild primitive sound of ecstasy.
"Jesussssss, oh fuck Roddy, oh my God I love you," she finally got out between her pants, kissing me lightly all over my face. "And you, my beautiful, big cock," she said grinning, "Where have you been all my life?" Moving down my body she grasped my still erect penis in both hands and then rained kisses on his crown before engulfing him between her lips. After swallowing my cum for the first time, she licked her lips and told me she had never tasted anything better, and then brought him back to life and impaled herself, and laughing and with her head thrown back in joy, rode atop me until we came again.
We awoke the next morning at dawn and as we showered off the stickiness from our couplings, I took her standing up, lifting her up and dropping her repeatedly onto my cock as the warm water rained onto us. Later, sitting in the kitchen drinking coffee we talked. "At least Chrissie was working at the hospital last night, but gosh, I hope Cathy didn't hear too much," she said.
"She was out late, I heard her come in around three, I think we're OK."
"What are we going to do? To tell them?"
"Let's talk tonight, quite late, in bed, when I'm about eight inches deep in you..." I said, lightly patting her butt.
"Ha, ha, ha! I got to go to work Roddy," she said as she moved to go, but then turned and kissed me, and lightly running her fingers over my groin added, "I love you so much, little brother, so much."
That night at dinner the four of us discussed Dad's Will and when Clara and I told them how we hoped to keep the house and farm, and have me continue to run the company, both Cathy and Chris quickly agreed.
"I'll help you with the company Rod," offered Cathy, "And we can both take some courses at school."
"OK," said Chris, "As long as I can paint the house and plant a new garden." Although we had a large and beautiful house, one Mom had inherited early in her marriage from a great-aunt, Dad had disapproved of color paint and ornamentation, so that the house, both inside and out, was drab. Even though he had sold flower seeds, to the whole family's mystification, Dad had refused to have gardens around the house. Laughing, we all readily agreed, and I promised to help her myself.
"What's your schedule at the hospital anyway Chris," I asked.
"I'm on night-shift for the next four days, but then have Monday to Wednesday off."
"All right sis, Monday morning, you and I are going to start painting the house."
"I'll help too Chris," piped in Cathy. Carla was leaving the next morning for a five day Librarians Convention in Cleveland but promised she'd be back Tuesday and would help after that.
I slipped into Clara's bed around eleven, after Chris had left for her work and Cathy had gone to see some friends. Later, as she lay on top of me, both of us sweating profusely, the smell of sex permeating the room, my penis softening slowly within her, she asked, "What are we going to tell Chris, Cathy? We can never hide this. They'll know within days."
"I'm going to make love with them Clara. We all need to stay together, I don't want to hurt you, I love you so much, but I..."
"Oh Roddy! That's perfect. I hoped you'd somehow want to. This way we can stay together, always. Oh, I love you," she finished and then kissed me hard. Finally pulling back, she teasingly said, "But Roddy, do you think that tonight you might be able to do your little sister Clara one more time?" And yes, I did it once, and then again, and eventually again, before we fell asleep exhausted in each others arms.
Friday, after Clara had left for her convention, and as Cathy and I worked on filling some orders for customers, I asked her, "What are you doing tonight Sis?"
"I don't know, why?"
"I haven't gone out in four weeks, ever since I got home, I need a night out. Will you go out with your brother for a night?"
"Are you serious? Go with your old sister? Don't you have all sorts of your old flames dying to go out with you? What about your little friend from last summer? Where is she anyway?"
Blushing, I said, "Okay, okay, if you don't want to go with me, if you're too embarrassed to be seen out with your younger brother, just say so Cathy. But I really hoped you'd go out with me, I've always wanted to hang with you but with Dad, and his rules"...
"Me too Roddy," she said while sighing, "I was just kidding. Let's go to 'The Green House', there are lots of students there and we can dance. I always wondered what it would be like to dance with my little brother," she finished, a funny sly smile on her face.
She surprised me when she came down the stairs that night a little after nine; she was so beautiful, so sexy that I almost threw her down and fucked her right there in the hall. Though shorter than Clara, Cathy at 5'8" and about 118 pounds had the same straw colored hair as Clara and I. But while Clara's was short and shaped, Cathy's was long and reached almost to her bum, and tonight seemed to float wildly in every direction, each step she took setting off a cascade of golden waves.
She had had lots of time to tan since school ended and her skin was just that perfect golden hue, the color that makes you salivate just imagining your tongue sliding over it. She wore a red silk top, held up by spaghetti straps and cut so that the tops of her breasts were bare, and her lack of bra was obvious as I watched her pointed, full orbs dance beneath their crimson covering. "Jesus," I moaned aloud, watching her descent and staring at her long legs, legs almost completely exposed beneath the little white, pleated, flapping mini skirt she wore.
"What's wrong?" she asked, and then did a quick pirouette, "You don't like?"
"You're just the most beautiful girl in town Cathy. But where did you get those clothes anyway? Mom and Dad would never have allowed you out in those."
"No questions nosy. C'mon Rod, let's get going, you're sisters going to dance tonight baby," she gushed, and grabbing my arm led me out to the car. We almost immediately ran into a group of her university friends when we got to the bar and then spent most of the night with them. Even though her girlfriends were nice, and a couple even made it plain they'd be prepared to drop their dates if I was interested, I spent most of the night in a funk. Watching Cathy in the arms of others, dancing and smiling and flirting with these Bowling Green jerks had surprisingly pissed me off royally. As we approached the one a.m. closing I finally broke in on her most insistent suitor, telling him I had promised Sis the last dance.
"What do you think of Joe?" she asked shyly, referring to her latest partner.
"If he had grabbed your bum one more time I was going to kill the idiot," I hissed, "He's not nearly good enough for you."
"I seemed to see you dancing pretty close with my friends Bro. Little Gloria was raving about you in the bathroom. She's ready to teach you everything she knows," Cathy finished laughing. As she laughed, I drew her against me; my hands light but firm on her back, letting her feel my excitement, my size. Laying her cheek against mine, her hair enveloping my head, she said nothing for the rest of the dance but as we walked back toward our table she whispered, "Thanks Rod, I had fun tonight."
I could sense her unease at what had happened between us, what she knew we both had felt and we stayed quiet on the ride home. I could feel her desire as we walked up the stairs to our bedrooms and we both hesitated as we approached her door, Cathy finally saying good night hesitantly. "You want listen to some music before bed?" I offered.
"No Rod, I'm tired, I think I'll grab a quick shower and go to bed."
"Yeah, I think I'll shower too. You want to share? I could soap your back," I joked.
"Ha, ha, I'll let you know when I'm finished Bro. Sweet dreams."
Cathy had to pass my room to get to hers from the bathroom, so I left my door open and undressed while she showered, waiting naked, my room only dimly lit by a bedside lamp. "Rod," she called, stopping for a second in my doorway. "The showers free... Ooh, sorry," she stuttered, her eyes finding my naked body.
Turning to face her, pretending to scramble to cover my semi hard cock, I let her have a good look before placing a hand over it, and said, "Oh thanks Sis, sleep well, I'll see you tomorrow." Washing, I chuckled to myself as I ran my soapy hands over my muscular body, knowing what Cathy was thinking of and wondering what it was going to be like touching her, entering her. Fifteen minutes later I knocked lightly on her door, a pair of white boxers my only covering, a couple of CD's and a fat joint in my hands.
"What? Roddy, is that you?"
"Yup, can I come in for a minute Sis?"
It was seconds before she answered, and I heard a drawer open and shut before she finally said, "Just a sec Rod," and then another fifteen seconds before she said to come in. She was in bed, sitting against the headboard, a book in her left hand, and wearing a thin silk nightie that just reached mid thigh. "Hi, what's wrong?" she asked.
"I can't sleep Cathy, I thought I'd listen to some tunes, relax a bit. Do you ever smoke?" I asked, holding up the joint.
"I've tried it...but only a couple of times. I didn't know you did."
"Not often, but with Dad and Mom and everything, it helps me...I don't know... forget a bit."
Instantly a strange, sad look passed over her face, and then tapping the bed at her side, said, "C'mon up here little brother. Maybe that's just what we need tonight."
Soon we were sitting side by side on the bed, resting on the pillows, our bodies touching, my left arm around her, that sweet intoxicating smoke wafting through the room. Giggling, Cathy laid her cheek against my chest as my fingers squeezed the fullness of her left breast, and brushed her already twitching nipple. "What were you doing when I knocked on the door anyway Cath? I'm sure you weren't reading."
Slowly she licked across my chest and up my neck to my chin, then laughing said, "I was dreaming of a handsome, naked man, a man who was in my bed ravishing my hot young body."
"What was all that noise before I came in, the drawers opening and closing?"
"I was naked; I had to get my nightie. I also had to hide my... Oops, I shouldn't have said..." she finished, covering her mouth to stop her giggles.
"Hide what Sis?" I asked, a broad smile on my face.
"Oh, okaaay, I'll show you. It just something I sometimes use when I'm dreaming of you Roddy," she teased, as she opened the drawer of her bedside table and pulled out a 6", pink, plastic dildo. Turning back to me, waving the fake dick, she gasped as she saw what was popping up through my shorts. "Oh my God, I knew you were big Rod, but... can I touch him...he's so smooth, so long... I know I shouldn't want you, fuck, you're my brother, but I dream of you Rod, I dream of you in my pussy, filling me."
"Oh Cathy honey. I want you so bad, my big sister sitting on top of me, riding my fat prick," I moaned, while pulling her to me and lifting her shift over her head. "Christ, I wanted to beat the shit out of those guys tonight, the guys dancing with you, touching you. I want you to be mine, just mine, always mine..." I finished, pulling her head towards me and after capturing her sweet lips in mine, thrusting into her mouth with my tongue. As we kissed, we urgently explored each other, our hands moving in a frenzy; caressing, touching, pinching, penetrating, grasping, stretching, pulling, tweaking, feeling, sensing.
Finally she screamed, "Now Rod, fuck me, fuck your sister, oh please, please fuck me hard, make me feel your big prick, pleasssssse." As she pled, her moans inciting me, I pushed her on her back and hovered above her for a second before I drove forward. Starting slowly, I let her savor each long stroke, feeling her stretch to accommodate my girth, my length, and heard her whimper each time I withdrew, fighting to keep me completely in her, trying to tighten her pussy around me like a vise. As she rapidly approached her climax, her deep grunts, her 'uuuuuuhhhms' echoing through the room in time to my strokes, I changed to short, fast, hard pumps, angling upwards to stimulate her g-spot on each quick penetration. "Uhh...uh...uh...uh...uh...uh...oh fuck Rodddd... uh... uh... uh... uh...uh... Aaaaaaaahhhhhh," she finally shrieked as her orgasm flooded over my pulsating and spewing cock. As I pulled out my shaft, a torrent of our juices followed, seeping down over both our groins.
"Jesus Cathy, you almost killed me," I panted as I pulled her into my arms, hugging her tightly to me, letting her feel my love.
"I'm glad I waited for you Rod, I'm so happy you were my first," she whispered, "Now I don't have to try anyone else. God, will you want me again, in the future? I don't think I could settle for anyone after you, I love you so."
"I'm not going anywhere Cathy. I'm going to stay with you and Clara and Chrissie for the rest of my life. You're my family, you're all I want."
"All of us! Really? You mean like in bed, everything?"
"You're all going to be my wives, my loves," I yelled laughing, still riding the marijuana high.
"We'll be Bowling Green Mormons," she said, giggling at the idea.
"And now my little Mormon bride, I think I'm going to eat your sweet pussy," I said as I moved my head between her legs. My hands cupping her ass, I spread her thighs wide, opening her pink insides to my tongue. With a finger in her puckered rear opening and one in her pussy, I sucked on her hard clit and brought her to her second orgasm of the night, one accompanied by a crescendo of doglike yips.
Minutes later she rolled on top of me and asked, "When and how are you going to seduce Clara and Chris anyway?"
"Well I've already had Clara."
"What! Before me? How?" she screeched.
"Remember Cathy, she's older than you, she's your big sister and she's waited longer," I explained and then told her how I had seduced her big sis.
"What about Chrissie?"
"I'm going to make love with her Monday; I think maybe when we're planning her flower garden I'm going to plant her little pussy and just wait and see what grows." I ended laughing.
"You're a fucking little slut Roddy; I can't believe you're going to fuck all three of your virgin sisters in one week," she said smiling.
Placing her plastic dildo in one of her hands and putting her other around my again straining penis, I asked, "Your choice Cathy, which do you prefer?" Bending and rapidly taking me into her mouth, I was unable to understand her answer, hearing just a muffled sputtering. We spent all Friday night, and most of Saturday in bed, exploring each other, learning how to totally satisfy the other. Sunday Chrissie had drawn a 6 p.m. to 6 a.m. Monday morning shift so Cathy and I decided to paint her room to surprise her. Painting naked, it was a miracle we got the room done, but we finally staggered into the shower around midnight, and after washing the paint from our skin, ended our weekend with me pounding into my hot sister as the water bathed us.
Cathy and I rose around noon on Monday and were cooking a full breakfast of bacon and eggs when Chrissy stumbled in from bed, a tank top her only covering. "Finally a bright room! Thanks you guys, it's great, I love it," she said, first hugging Cathy and then me.
"We knew you were having a tough weekend, we wanted to surprise you Sis," Cathy gushed. "Do you really like it?"
"Yeah, it's perfect Cath. So Rod, are you going to help me in the garden this aft? I'd like to prepare a big garden bed behind the house." Both girls laughed when I flexed my biceps and told them that with my strength it would be a piece of cake. "Sure Rod; what do you think Cath, can our little brother hold up his end, he's still pretty young?"
Her eyes twinkling and with a grin on her face, Cath after looking me up and down, finally said, "Well Chris, I think if he follows the instructions of his sisters he just might be able perform adequately."
Working topless in the hot sun, perspiring profusely, I surreptitiously watched Chrissie as she moved beside me. Although about the same height as Cathy at 5'8", Chris was quite different from her sisters, having much lighter hair than the rest of us, almost white, and also being fuller bodied, having breasts and hips much rounder than Clara and Cathy. Dressed only in tight short-shorts and string bikini top, she looked like she might pop out of her clothes any second. After about ninety minutes of cutting and moving sod, we had roughly prepared a bed about ten by thirty feet at the bottom of the lawn. Finally I stopped and lay down on the lawn saying, "I think we both have earned a break Sis. Hey, where are you going?"
"I'll go get us some water, I'm parched." When she came back, carrying two bottles of cold spring water, she sat down next to me on the lawn and then slowly rolled one of the bottles across my naked chest and stomach.
"Oh God that feels good. Don't stop Sis."
Laughing, she straddled me, lowered her bottom onto my groin, and then lightly moved the cool plastic over my skin. "You're sweaty and dirty Rod; maybe I should pour this cool water all over you body."
Putting my hands on her waist, I said, "I've got a better idea. I think it's your body we're going to have to pay attention to. Maybe I should lick your beautiful tits! Take off your top Chrissie, show me your big tits, c'mon, hurry up, your dirty, sweaty brother wants to suck your fat nipples."
Looking me in the eye, she quickly undid her top, and as her magnificent set tumbled into view, said, "So you've decided to finally do me, have you. I was afraid I wasn't good enough for my little brother. Why do I seem to be always last?"
Laughing and rolling her over, pinning her under my hard body, I told her, "Shut up sweetie, don't you know you're supposed to save the best for last?"
With her hymen still intact at 24 years old, my urgent penetration brought a scream from my beautiful Sister as I smashed through it. As I hesitated, and then almost involuntarily pulled back, she grabbed me and said, "No Roddy, please, please fuck me, oh please do it, I've waited so long for a man, for you..."



"Are you sure, are you OK Chris?"
Holding me tighter and wrapping her legs around me, she pled, "I want you so bad, please fill me up, fill me Rod, fill me with your big cock, your hot sperm. Oh God, make a baby in me brother, make your little sister pregnant," she moaned, as I starting pumping deep into her depths. "Oh Sweet Jesus yessssss," she yelled, as we thrashed together, first on the lawn, and then rolling into the damp loam of the newly prepared flower bed.
We were soon both beyond the niceties of making love, this was the fucking of two hungry and eager animals, each thrust of my cock met by her welcoming hips and loud grunts of pleasure. Finally I pinned her under me and drove repeatedly into her, as if trying to plant her permanently into the bed. We were too far gone to prolong the union, and quickly spasmed together in orgasm.
Finally separated, both of us lying panting on our backs in the fresh cut earth, our bodies coated in dirt, our only sounds were the odd 'Ohhh fuck' or 'Jeeeeze' or 'Aaaaaahh'.
"What are you two doing, thinking? Cripes, look at you two! Are you guys crazy?" yelled a suddenly arrived Cathy, standing over us and shaking her head.
"Hi Cathy," Chris trilled smiling; "Life is wonderful, isn't it?"
"I think everyone within two blocks just heard how wonderful you think life is Chrissy. Christ we're lucky we have privacy in the back yard, at least no one saw you two rolling around in the mud."
"Don't be a spoilsport honey," I told her, and then grabbed her and pulled her down between us. As Chris and I howled in glee, we pelted her with mud and soon she was as dirty as the two of us. Soon after we rushed into the house, and first in the shower and then in our parent's bed, we consummated our love, enjoying our erotic threesome.
The next day Clara returned from her convention and the four of us spent the first of whats become almost two thousand nights of joy, of happiness...
_________________________________
I was on the edge of my chair as Rod finished his story and as he sat back I could see he was relieved to have finally told someone his family's secret. "Your lucky Rod," I said, "Most men don't find one woman to love like that in their lifetime. I'd like to meet your sisters some day."
"Well, we had an idea, uh, what are you doing this weekend anyway Rocket? We usually go to the farm on the weekends; the girls really want to meet you." Seeing my perplexed look, he added, "We all read your stories last night Scouries, and I told them all about your glory days at OSU. I know they want to meet the second best freshman lover in OSU," he finished, a big grin on his face.
"And you, do you want me to come?"
"Yeah, you don't know what a relief it is to finally be able to talk to a man about all this. We've also got something else to tell you, another secret tale."
"I don't have any clothes or..."
"You can wear mine, anyway we might not be wearing much this weekend," he finished, chuckling loudly.
* * * * *
To be continued – In part 2 Scouries visits the Munroe farm, meets and penetrates the sisters, drinks from Cathy's full breasts and learns the family's final secret.
Please let me know how you liked the story. All comments on the characters, the plot, the sex, the writing I welcome. Any ideas for future stories? Your thoughts make writing the story fun. E-mail me or IM me or post a public comment below; anonymously or openly. Will answer back to all who leave a contact address.
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Rod picked me up the next day around four in the afternoon in front of my hotel. He was driving a stylish new red Toyota pickup with air, power windows, bench seat and automatic transmission. I was feeling pretty good since I had lunched with my IT contact and the Director of the Library and was pretty sure that once I had run up a full proposal for them that we would be able to do a deal.
After lunch I had gone and bought some summer clothes for the weekend, not wanting to rely on Rod completely for all my needs, and so met him wearing shorts, a tank top and sandals. As we drove off I asked Rod how far the farm was and what crops they grew on it.
"It's not far Rocket," he started, "About forty miles from here but the last ten or so are on back roads so it takes about an hour. But first we've got to go and to pick up Clara at the library. The other girls are driving up with Soo Ying."
"Who?"
"She works for us; she's our maid, keeps the house's clean and tidy and does most of the cooking. Without her I think we'd starve to death. The girls and I aren't cooks I'm afraid," he said laughing, and then went on, "As to the farm, it was Granddads, Dad's father, and we've being going to it all our lives. It's in a small secluded little valley, 110 acres, with a nice old farm house and small barn. It's got a little creek that runs through the property and a swimming pond as well as a fishing hole."
"Sounds nice. Do you farm it at all?"
"Yeah, a bit. We have a small apple orchard, and grow strawberries and raspberries, and have an acre of corn and a good sized vegetable garden. We have a neighbor's girl come over and take care of it during the week and then weekends we all chip in. Chrissie really enjoys the garden so she does most of the work. We also have left about half the property in a natural state, mainly forested in maple, birch, elm and oak, but also some pine and cedar."
"Sounds like heaven."
"Oh, there's my big sis now," he interrupted, and I could hear the happiness in his voice as he said it.
She was waiting on the curb as we pulled up in front of the William T. Jerome Library on the campus and I immediately saw what a beautiful woman I was about to meet. She looked exactly like you'd expect a successful, young 1990's manager to look. Blond and blue eyed, tall and slim, she was wearing a designer beige jacket and skirt ensemble over an ivory top and carried a stylish brown leather attaché case. She had the look of someone who would be comfortable in any setting, someone you'd see in a law firm, in a boardroom or in the state legislature.
Opening the door and jumping out, I approached her, a broad smile on my face. "Ms. Monroe," I asked.
"Mr. Scouries, the famous author and computer expert I presume?" she replied, grinning. After giving me the once over she said, "Hmmm, Rod certainly didn't lie when he described you."
"Is that good or bad?" I asked as I took her hand and gave her a quick European kiss on her cheek.
"Oh, I'm pretty sure that it's going to be good," she answered smiling, giving my hand an extra squeeze before releasing it.
Escorting her to the truck, I hesitated and asked, "Would you prefer the window or the middle?"
"You've got to be kidding! An opportunity to sit between two such handsome men, gosh, a chance like that doesn't come along very often," she said grinning, and after taking off her suit jacket and folding it over her arm, climbed into the pickup, making sure she gave me a good view of a great deal of her long, silky thigh. It was tight fit with the three of us sharing the bench seat and I soon stopped trying not to touch her as she was clearly comfortable with me and seemed to enjoy each time our legs or arms met. Five minutes later I moved my left arm behind her back, ostensibly to give us more room, but really so that I could increase the contact between us. Seconds later her right hand dropped onto my thigh and she left it there, moving gently just inches from my penis, as we drove.
The conversation between us was easy, the first half of the trip we talked of her job at the library and the system I was proposing. "I told your boss at lunch that I knew your brother and was going to meet you this weekend," I told her. "He seems like a pretty good guy."
"Yeah, he's a really great guy and a fair boss. Did he like your ideas?"
"Yes, I think I'll be able to convince him and the University when I come back with the finished proposal." I then gave her an overview of my system and how it would increase efficiency while reducing costs. "I'll e-mail you some stuff on it next week so you're up to date on what's going on," I promised, as I let my hand lightly move on her shoulder.
"Thanks. Listen what do you want me to call you anyway, I think Rod will be too confusing and I not so sure about Rocket?"
"Most people just call me Scouries, that'd be fine."
"OK, now Scouries, tell me about the important stuff – your sexy stories."
"Oh, they're just amateur scribbling, but I have fun with them. Did you like them?"
"Yes, they made me hot. Did my brother tell you what we were all doing when we read them in our big bed? We read some more last night after Rod came home you know. He also told us about your sister, how she seduced you when you were in high school, how she let you suck her milky breasts."
As she talked I could see she was getting more excited by the second, and soon felt her hand inching towards my now hard penis. We had just turned onto a rough gravel road, and after the first large bump we landed with her grasping my shaft firmly while my hand had slipped off her shoulder and onto her ripe breast.
"Yes, I'm like poor Rod, he told me last night how his eldest sister had seduced him into a life of sin and depravity," I said laughing.
"Oh did you, my darling brother?" she started while listening to Rod's loud chuckle, "So it was poor little Rod, was it?" she said, and then grabbed him with her free hand and squeezed him while grinning wickedly.
"Christ Clara, I'm driving," Rod shrieked, as the truck skewed on the road. Quickly this seemingly respectable woman had both our zippers down and after extracting our cocks, commenced stroking them.
"Pull over Rod!" I insisted. "We don't want to crash, besides I think your big sister needs a good fucking." After quickly pulling over, almost putting us in a ditch in his rush, Rod, after grabbing a blanket from behind his seat, jumped out on the road, his big cock flapping happily. After stepping down from the cab, I turned and lifted the bemused librarian from the truck and started to carry her toward a grassy field on the other side of the fence.
Giggling, and then laughing madly, the beautiful siren finally protested, "Are you guys crazy, we can't do this here, we in the middle of nowhere, anyone could see us."
"Well Rod, which would you prefer, the front or the back?" I offered him gallantly, ignoring Clara's protest.
"Oh Rocket, you're my guest today, you get first choice." Rapidly Rod and I disrobed and then bared our lovely prize to the sun and wind, and then closed on her, letting her feel our erections, crowding her both front and back.
"Then I think I'll take her pussy first my friend, and leave her sweet ass to you."
While still pretending to protest our rough handling of her, I could see the shiny twinkling of excitement in her eyes. "Well Clara, it's up to you now," Rod offered. "Would you like to feel our two big cocks in you or do you want to rush home for dinner?" he asked as he rubbed his straining penis between her cheeks while I let my cock pulsate against her stomach.
"Well brother, I guess since we've come this far,...and seeing Scouries is our guest,... maybe just this once it would be alright," she said laughing, just a second before I lifted her up and dropped her on my fullness. "Oh Gaaawd yes," she moaned as her channel opened for me, lubricating me as I penetrated.
Still embedded in her fully, taking her with me I dropped to my knees and then onto my back, and as I saw Rod approach Clara, his prick in his hand, I pulled her cheeks wide apart and lightly stroked her anal hole before Rod positioned himself behind. I both heard and felt his deep anal penetration as Clara was forced even harder onto my shaft and her guttural groan rent the air.
It's a pleasure for a large man to make love to a big, strong woman, to be able to feel her strength and her passion as she struggles to meet your penetrations. Clara had clearly taken Rod in her back door before and I could see the joy in her eyes each time he slammed deeply into her. If you are a confident enough man, a man with no worry about your masculinity, it's a delight to share a woman, to feel her writhe and respond to two hungry cocks as they match thrusts.
As her orgasm washed through her body, Rod and I both exploded in unison, repeatedly depositing strings of cum in her ass and pussy. Once the three of us had detached and rolled apart, and were lying panting on our backs on the grass, I could see the white liquid dripping onto the ground below Clara, a satisfied smile on her face. After milking a last few drops of cum onto my finger, I slowly inserted it between her lips and let her taste me, let her savor my maleness.
"Fuck, you even taste good Scouries," she whispered, "God; I thought the two of you were going to split me in two. Oh Roddy, thanks, you're such a sweet brother, I love you so much," she finished and then embraced and kissed her smiling brother. "I think I'd like to stay here all night with you two, what do you say?"
"If we don't get back soon, Cathy and Chris are going to kick our butts. They're all set up for a fancy meal; they're dying to meet Rocket," he answered.
"Christ, after that I don't think I'll be able to move for a week," I said, "Besides, a night in the meadow with Clara sounds just fine."
"Oh thank you very much Mr. Scouries, but my guess is you'll be able to entertain my little sisters. I must say though, I like the bald look you have. You're so smooth down there," she finished as she ran her fingers across my shaven skin and balls. As she lowered her head towards my again risen cock, I could see a last drop of my cum still unswallowed on her tongue as she went to lick my straining cockhead.
"Clara!" insisted Rod, "C'mon, we've got to go."
After quickly popping my fat prick in and out of her mouth and lapping around its head with her wet tongue, she pulled back, regret in her eyes and voice as she said, "Well, I guess we do have all weekend..."
Soon we were back in the truck, a little ruffled looking but almost presentable, and five minutes later we pulled up in front of a lovely stone and wood farm house. As we rolled to a stop and were getting out of the truck, the front door opened and two magnificent women came out to greet us. From Rods earlier descriptions I recognized Cathy and Chris and couldn't help smiling at my luck, the opportunity to spend a weekend with these truly luscious females.
"You're late, you guys," said the lighter haired one, the one I knew was Chris, "You almost missed dinner. It's going to be ready in five minutes." And turning to me she said, "You must be the renowned Rocket Scouries, I'm Chris, this is Cathy."
"It's a delight to finally meet you, I've been looking forward to this since Rod told me about you all," I said, and gave each of the girls a kiss on the cheeks.
Looking us over suspiciously, Cathy finally said, "Why do you three all have grass and dirt on your clothes? Clara! Clara, Rod, what did you get up to anyway?"
Mumbling, Rod quickly intervened, saying, "It's a long story Cath, we'll tell you after dinner. We better get cleaned up, c'mon Rocket; I'll show you the way." As we rushed inside leaving Clara to her sisters, he said, "That's one of the problems of living with three women Scouries, you're always outnumbered."
As we rushed inside and started up the stairs I all of a sudden heard a scream of 'Daaaaddy'. Turning I was met by a bizarre and unexpected sight, a small Chinese woman holding two small babies in her arms while another small girl held her onto her skirt and a larger girl ran towards Rod, her arms outstretched. Stunned, I watched as she flew into his arms and was lifted squealing towards the ceiling.
Laughing, I said, "I think you left something out of your story last night Rod."
"I did tell you I had a small surprise."
"Or four surprises," I replied. "Is this all or are there other little surprises crawling around?"
"That's the lot. This lovely young lady is Cathy's first, 5 year old Samantha. Say hello to Uncle Scouries sweetie," he instructed his daughter.
"Hi uncle oury," the little darling said.
"Hi honey," I said, and then looking back towards the babies, saw the three blond sisters enter, all obviously amused by my surprise.
Clara, taking charge, came over to me and taking my arm, pointed to the two babies. "The small one is Brenda, she's only five months old and is Cathy's; Annie is one and is Chrissie's; and this little sweetie is my Judy, she's just turned two, haven't you honey?" she said as her daughter shyly hid herself in the skirt of her nanny.
After quickly washing up and changing my shirt, I joined the family at the table, a table filled with platters of aromatic food. It was just the five adults eating as the children were being attended to by the young Chinese nanny. As I filled my plate from the platters in front of me I watched the three sisters and couldn't help but be zealous of my friend.
Clara had changed to jeans and tank top, a top which accentuated her wide shoulders, her lovely skin and her still high, firm breasts. Chris meanwhile had on a light summer dress in a bright flower pattern, a dress that seemed to dance over her body as she moved, her braless orbs exposed by the décolleté cut. And finally Cathy, who wore a simple white, hippie style skirt topped by an ornate two button blue vest that left her navel and breast tops bare.
At first, as we ate, the conversation was general, covering the weather, our work and local subjects, but quickly I sensed an almost urgent desire on all their parts to talk about their style of life, this subject they never spoke of outside the family. Eventually Clara broke in and asked me, "Scouries, can you talk about your stories, I think we were all stunned to read about normal families doing things like...well, you know."
"Yes," chimed in Cathy, "Incest, it's always described as some dumb back-woods yokel screwing his daughter and three of his cousins. But the stories you wrote, they're about normal people, educated and loving people, people like us."
"I was ashamed," I started, "When I went to the University, the great OSU, and the only girl I had slept with, had made love with, was my sister. I wanted to show people I was normal and I did all the things young men do. Christ Rod, you know. We fucked like mad that year, and I tried every sexual variation known. And yet, when school ended and I returned home, I knew my Sis, my beautiful Annie was the love of my life and my home was always going to be where she was. So just like you guys we've set up a life, a lifestyle that allows us to be who we are."
"Its hard though sometimes, isn't it," Chris said quietly. "I hate it that I can't tell my friends, my coworkers, 'Hey, I'm in love with my brother' when we're discussing our lives with each other."
"Maybe it's easier for me," I told them. "After graduating I returned home and we all decided to move, went from Northern California down to L.A. We had some money, bought a house near the beach, and I told every one we met we were married and living with our daughter and mother-in-law."
"What about Annie's daughter, your niece?"
"Ever since Annie came home with her, Patty's always called me Daddy. We let it go at first and then later, when we knew we were always going to live together, we just let it continue..."
"Will you ever tell her?" whispered Cathy.
"Yeah, but only when she's older, when she'll be better able to handle it, I don't know, understand it? We also have the baby."
"The baby?" Rod almost shouted.
"Yes, Annie and I also have a little one, Monica; she turned eleven months old just last week."
"So you do understand everything we're going through, don't you?" asked Clara. "But how have you been able to meet other families like us, I mean how did you know so quickly about Rod?"
"Remember Clara, my first sexual experience was with my sister. I think ever since then I've been on the lookout for others, looking for the signs. It's funny, when I started looking I found it's not that hard to find. Also I travel a lot, so I'm a little braver approaching people when I'm on the road, knowing I won't have to see them again if I make a mistake. My writing also has got feedback that's led to talks, to frank exchanges of confidences."
"But you sleep with other woman, have other partners?" demanded Chrissie.
"We're both highly sexed, Christ you could say incredibly, highly sexed. We like to experiment...to try different things...other partners. We're open with each other, accept the others desires. It's funny though, now we only like to experiment with people like us, families like us...oh no, don't worry, she'll be happy to hear about you."
"Are you sure she won't mind what we're going to do?" insisted Chris.
"Are you going to do something with me Chris?" I asked innocently.
As Rod and Clara laughed aloud, Chris blushed a crimson red from the tops of her tits to the top of her head, and Cathy grinning wildly, added, "Watch out Mr. Scouries, Chrissie's a wild little slut at heart. I'd lock your bedroom door tonight if I were you."
Clara, chuckling added, "But he does have a beautiful bald prick Chris; I think you're going to enjoy swallowing his smooth shaft." Turning to me she said, "Chrissie loves a big cock in her mouth..."
"How do you know his pricks shaven anyway?" the voices of both other sisters said together, and then the five of us collapsed in laughter, each of us contemplating the escapades ahead.
Later, while we were cleaning the table after the main course, we heard a wail from one of the babies and seconds later Soo showed up with Cathy's baby saying, "Mistress Cathy, baby hungry."
"OK Soo, I'll take her," Cathy answered, and after cradling little Brenda in her arms, undid the two buttons on her vest, baring her breasts completely, and brought the child to her chest, where it quickly hungrily latched on to her right nipple. I watched transfixed, my dessert, a bowl of strawberries, untouched in front of me. Noticing my stare Cathy said smiling, "Are you a breast man Mr. Scouries?"
"You've found my weakness Miss Monroe, there's nothing that turns me on more than a milk laden woman. God, my penis is throbbing just watching those lips on your nipples."
"Maybe after the baby's finished I'll let you have a sip," Cathy promised mischievously.
Holding up my bowl of berries I asked, "How about a little cream for my dessert. There's nothing better than a coating of a mother's milk on fresh strawberries."
Flipping her baby to her other breast, she agreed, saying, "Put it right here,...yes there, just softly move..."
"Don't worry Cathy, I can manage," and then confidently I milked her, my hand caressingly drawing her milk onto my berries. "There, thanks,...oops, there's a drop, I better catch it," I said, and then quickly bent and licked some milk sliding over her full orb and giving her fat nipple a light suck.
"I'm still breastfeeding too Scouries," said Chris, "Maybe we should all have a little milk on our fruit. Even Clara's still helping feed the girls." As I watched both sisters took off their tops, Chris dropping her dress to her waist and Clara just pulling her tank top over her head.



"I'm in heaven," I said, moving my eyes from girl to girl, watching their full breasts, their engorged aureoles, their stiff nipples. Moving to Chris, my hands cupping her, I said to Rod, "Why don't you see if you can get some cream from Clara, I can feel Chris is full." Soon we were drawing liquid from the two sisters and quickly had enough for all of us.
As I drew the last drop from Chris, she stood and quickly let her dress fall to the floor and then ordered me, "Take off your clothes, I want to see you." When I was naked, I sat and let her straddle me, my rampant penis rising from between our two groins. As we fed each other, slowly putting milky berries in the others mouth; she spread her legs and moved her pussy so that it rested against my hardness. "It's only the second cock I've ever seen," she whispered, one hand snaking down to grab me.
Grasping her ass in my two hands, I lifted her up and then let her direct my throbbing penis into her pussy as I slowly lowered her. "Ohhh yes, oh you're so big, so nice," she moaned as she took my length fully in. I moved my lips to her left nipple as she started to ride me, suckling hungrily. After satisfying my thirst, I lifted Chris and laid her gently back on the table and with her legs hanging I smashed rhythmically into her, each penetration drawing a deep grunt from the beautiful blond.
Looking up I saw Clara on her knees in front of her brother, sucking him as he drank from Cathy's tits. Feeling Chris's body start to spasm, her orgasm ready to explode within her, I lifted her and carried her towards her siblings, lifting and dropping her repeatedly until her juices bathed my spurting organ. I held her, both of us panting, as we watched Clara swallow Rod's suddenly bucking prick, savoring his cum as he came.
After dinner we washed up and then went into the family room where the five of us lounged naked on their L-shaped couch in front of the fire talking. It was fascinating to watch the Monroe's as they interacted together, they had a continual physical interaction between themselves, light caresses and touches accompanying every sentence. I was honored that they so willingly welcomed me in their loving circle.
As we sipped wine Clara proposed that I read them one of my stories, saying they wanted to hear the story from the author's mouth. After handing me a print-out of a story she had downloaded earlier from Literotica, she nestled into my side, and with Chrissie on my other side I started to read. Clara had chosen 'Blanche Captured', a sexy story of a coed captured by an older man and as I read the increasing excitement of the girls was evident as their hands and mouths started to explore my body.
Looking up I saw Rod mounted atop Cathy, slowly fucking her doggy style in rhythm with my voice. Feeling first one Monroe sister's tongue and then a second licking hungrily at my straining penis my voice wavered, and then losing my place, I halted in mid sentence. "Don't stop," begged Cathy between her grunts of sexual satisfaction, "I want to hear the ending."
"I'll read you Chapter 2 tomorrow sweetie, I've got two other things on my mind right now." Rapidly seeking out Clara and Chris's slippery slits, I probed them both with my fingers, eventually stretching them both with three fingers each as they lapped at my groin, the sisters taking turns between my cock and my balls. Finally Chris took me deep into her throat and suctioned great gobs of sperm into her stomach.
As I lay back panting, completely drained by Chris, Clara laughing, said, "I warned you Scouries, Chrissie loves sucking. Well sis, what did you think of big, bald cock anyway?"
"No hair in your teeth, that's for sure," joked Chris, "I think we're going to have to shave our little brother soon." As the three of us sat hugging we watched the final act between Rod and Cathy, their now urgent cries rising in intensity as their orgasms approached.
Finally he finished, his cries of satisfaction echoed by his sister, and as they both shakily stood we could see his thick cream leaking slowly down her inner thigh. Tired and drained, we all went to the large hot tub they had set up behind the house and soaked under the jets, letting the hot water ease our stiffness.
We spent the rest of the night in their king size bed, the five of us touching and kissing and sucking and licking and...
Before falling asleep, Clara, nestled in my arms, mumbled, "And what would Mr. Scouries like to do tomorrow?"
Drowsy, I managed to grin, kissed her nose and then said, "I think I'm going to eat some natural blond pussy tomorrow Clara, they say there's nothing like it." An hour later I awoke to Cathy crawling into the bed next to me. "Feeding again?" I asked.
"Yeah, she's always hungry, sorry I woke you."
"With you to feed me I'd also always be hungry. Listen Cathy, you and I, you know we didn't...I was going to say make love, but we definitely made love in a way... let's say"
"I know what you mean. But we did do quite a lot of things! I decided to save you for tomorrow, I was afraid you were too tired after all the attention you were getting," she said smiling. "What about tomorrow morning? Let's go for a swim when we get up and see where it leads, I think I want you all alone for a while."
Seconds later we were both asleep but when I felt a tap on my shoulder the next morning it seemed I had only been asleep for a few minutes. "Hi, pretty girl, how are you this morning?" I asked.
"C'mon sleepy head, wake up, get your bathing suit, it's beautiful outside."
Jumping out of bed, I took her in my arms and said, "I always skinny dip in the morning, we don't need suits." Hand in hand we stole from the room, not wanting to wake the others, but as we slipped through the kitchen towards the backdoor we ran into the industrious Soo Ying, already hard at work at the stove.
Scurrying to cover ourselves, we fled giggling from the room, my penis flopping as I ran. "God, I hope we didn't offend the poor girl," I gasped.
"I think she's seen worse around the house. We're never exactly sure what she's thinking, what her opinion is of our lifestyle. She does peek at Rod's prick though. A couple of times I've noticed her staring at him when he's been involved with Clara or Chris. But I think she's horny, would you like to fuck her?"
"Are you nuts? I've got three beautiful blonds to satisfy, I don't have time, or energy for another."
"That's what Rod said when I suggested it. You two guys are very similar, you know."
We ran the last few yards to the pond and I followed her, diving eagerly into the cool, refreshing water. We burst through the surface about ten yards apart and after finding the other with our eyes, slowly stroked towards each other, coming together with a kiss. As I stood, the water lapping on me at chest height, she pulled herself up on me and wrapped her legs around my waist.
"I want you in me Scouries," she said, while reaching down to grasp my rearing shaft, and then kissing me deeply, she impaled herself on me in one relaxed movement. Holding the back of her head in one hand I let the other cup her round ass, and placing a finger in her anal hole, used it to guide her movements on my cock.
It was a slow, soft fuck and Cathy came twice before my strings of sperm detonated inside her. As we floated apart I could see small, white strands of my seed carried away on the current, gone, I guessed to feed the small fish lurking nearby.
As we approached the shore, my penis still engorged, her bum swinging in front of me was too much, and I grabbed her around the waist from behind. After pulling her back into me, and letting her feel my eagerness, I slowly forced her to her knees and entered her slippery channel.
With both of us kneeling on the sand and with the water lapping at our legs, I fucked her doggy style, long, hard strokes into her centre, each piston-like penetration drawing a primal groan from the beautiful blond. As her screams echoed over the water and through the clearing I knew the rest of the family wouldn't need an alarm clock this morning.
We collapsed on the sand as the tremors of our union slowly ebbed, two humans hugging each other in contentment and thanks. We finally rose and walked hand-in-hand back to the house and settled down naked around the breakfast table on the patio. Seconds later Soo appeared, and offered, "Would you like coffee, breakfast Miss Cathy, Mr. Scouries?"
"Oh Soo, you don't have to do it. We can get it ourselves," Cathy protested, but Soo insisted and rushed back inside to cook us a full meal. "She got a good look at your penis Scouries, did you see her? You'd be doing the family a real favor if you made love to her."
"Not this weekend Miss Monroe. Maybe if you ever invite me back I'll see what I can do."
"You'll always be welcome back! It's funny, I feel like you're a member of the family already."
"I want you to come and visit me in California, you know; to meet my sister, my girls, my Mom. Annie will love you," I finished, hugging her.
Twenty minutes later the others arrived, yawning and dressed in robes. "God Scouries, what are you two doing up so early. Don't tell me you've been swimming?" Rod said while giving me a clap on the back
"Not just swimming," His sister said coyly, "But we've definitely had our morning exercise."
"Good God Cathy, you're insatiable," blurted Clara grinning, and then after sitting on my lap, added, "And how is Master Scouries this A.M."
Slipping a hand inside her robe and gently cupping a firm breast, I answered, "Couldn't be better Miss Clara. And how are you Rod, ready for a quiet day in the country." And of course it wasn't a quiet day in the country, as the three sisters insisted again and again that Rod and I show just how much we appreciated them.
That evening, as Rod and I managed to escape for a few minutes of fishing before dinner, he said, "You know Rocket, I'm not sure it was a good idea bringing you up here or not. I've had to work harder this weekend than ever before." But then, turning to me he said, "Really, I'm happy you found us. Its nice having another male around, I hope you'll come back...
_______________________
I'm writing this story in July of 2005, ten years after the events described happened. Cathy and Chris and Clara and Rod all decided they wanted me to write their story, to let the world know of their lifestyle.
They're still living in their small town and spending weekends on their lovely secluded farm. They're all still very in love with each other and are happily raising their family.
I've returned often to their home, and they have all been to California, both alone and as a group. A couple of months after the events described in this story I returned to Bowling Green to install my Library Management System and one weekend I stayed in town with the pretty and inscrutable Soo Ying and made her body sing in joy – but that's another story.
My niece Patty turned 18 last October. Her Mom and I had explained our strange relationship to her when she turned seventeen and after struggling with the new reality, finally accepted it. Last month I took her on a camping trip deep in the back country of Colorado and during that week we consummated a new, full, loving sexual relationship between us.
I've told her about the Monroe's, (she knows them of course from various visits) and she's now eager to for a weekend with Rod and I... but likewise Patty's tale is another story...a story I may write soon...
The end
Please let me know how you liked the story. All comments on the characters, the plot, the sex, the writing I welcome. Any ideas for future stories? Your thoughts make writing the story fun. E-mail or IM me or post a public comment below; anonymously or openly. Will answer back to all who leave a contact address.
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I couldn't stop the tears from forming in my eyes as I stood among a large crowd of friends and family, watching a car festooned with colorful ribbons and trailing a string of clanging cans drive away with my only child in the arms of another man. Even though I knew they would be back in three weeks from their Hawaiian honeymoon, living not far away, I was feeling the loss and sadness every father feels when he sees his daughter suddenly choose another man to live with and love.
As the crowd thinned, eager to get back to the bar and the dancing, I still stood watching the now bare driveway, happy for my darling Samantha but also wishing she'd never left.
"Earth to Mister Ross, Earth to Mister Ross, helloooo!"
Coming aware suddenly, brought out of my introspective musings by a familiar voice, I turned, and then smiled when I saw the two dazzling, pink clad creatures in front of me.
"Barbara, Naomi," I almost sang, delighted to see my Sam's two best friends, such good friends of my daughters that she had insisted that they both act as her maids-of-honor, not willing to choose one over the other. "Why aren't you two inside dancing up a storm, making every other woman in the room jealous," I asked mischievously as I draped an arm over each of their shoulders.
"What, and leave the most handsome man at the party out on the sidewalk sobbing," answered Barbara slyly, winking suggestively at me and then giving me a light kiss on the lips, an almost chaste kiss, but a kiss with just a touch of tongue and moisture in it, enough to hint at some other possibility.
"Now, now Babs, only married nine months and you're already calling other men handsome. Where is your Don anyway?"
"I think old Dons had a little too much to drink Mr. R," Naomi, the tall, auburn haired beauty interjected laughing.
"God, I can't believe any man would get drunk while he was out with you Barbara. Who'd you come with tonight Naomi; I didn't see any of your usual beaus at the wedding?"
Still laughing, the vixen answered, "I figured you might need a date tonight, poor Mr. R, all alone for once."
I had to chuckle at Naomi's comment, as we all knew that Samantha had suggested to me rather forcefully that I wasn't to bring one of my strumpets (as she called all my occasional girlfriends) to her wedding. "Well then," I said as I hugged the two to me, and giving them both a friendly squeeze, turned with them towards the doors and added, "I hope you two brought your dancing shoes –we're going to daaaance tonight. And I must say the two of you look simply deeevine in pink."
Blushing and obviously happy at my remarks, the two girls both wore dazzling smiles as we entered the hall arm in arm. It surprised me momentarily how comfortable these two girls felt on my arms, how these two who had spent the last fifteen years playing around the house with Samantha, who even in their teenage years had never sexually excited me, now seemed like the most alluring of attractions, their pure femaleness a beacon to my already twitching organ.
As I escorted them to their table I thought it was strange to not only realize how sexy they were, but to somehow know that I would bed both of these beauties in the days ahead, that their curvaceous bodies would soon writhe under my hardness, and be finally bathed with my seed.
Barbara's husband, Don, a neighbor's boy, now 25 years old and a recent graduate of the Law School, was as Naomi had warned, almost blotto. He was actually a nice boy, and even if not a real go getter, he was friendly and kind and he would probably make Babs a good husband in most ways.
But I didn't feel bad as I contemplated sleeping with his wife because I knew he'd never satisfy her carnal desires, that he'd never fill her or fuck her like she needed. After talking to Don for a couple of minutes I led Naomi to the dance floor, promising Barbara I'd be back for her soon.
"Well sweetie," I said to Naomi as we danced across the floor, "Two down, one to go. When are you going to get married? You look so pretty tonight that if you play your cards right you just might find a husband before dawn."
"Oh Mr. R, I'm still pretty young, I think I'll try a few more men before I settle down. I don't want to rush into it and miss something, do I? Someone like you, maybe," she whispered huskily in my ear, letting me feel her firm breasts as she moved against me.
As we danced through the crowd, I smiled and talked to friends as we passed, but although appearing nonchalant to others, I finally let her feel my size against her groin, let her contemplate my penetration of her already moist pussy. "I know you won't want to miss this Naomi," I whispered back, "In fact I think I'm going to help you take off that pink gown tonight young lady. Yes, and then I'm going to lick you from head to toe before I fill you up."
As I walked her back towards her table, she was blushing from the tops of her breasts to her ears, and clearly excited and nervous, mumbling asked, "Really?....... You promise, ………you're not joking with me are you?" Seeing my smile and feeling me gently squeeze her trembling arm, she beamed radiantly, and added, her lips just caressing my ear as she spoke, "Oh gosh yes, I'm soooooo happy Mr. R."
Donny had almost passed out and two of his buddies were helping him up as we got to the table. "Oh Barbara, are you leaving? Darn, I didn't get my dance. Do you have time for a quick one before you two leave?"
"It's okay Mr. Ross," Donny slurred, "I'm going with Pete and Joe here. They'll get me home. Barb can stay and get a ride later."
"But Donny," his young bride complained.
"No, no honey, you stay and have some fun. I'm sure Naomi or Mr. R will get you home," he finished as his buddies half carried him from the room.
"Well Babs, I guess you have no excuses left now," I said. "The beautiful, tall, sexy blond will finally have to dance with this decrepit old man," I added chuckling.
Grabbing my hand, an evil grin on her lips, she led me towards the centre of the dance floor, and then added, "Well Mr. R, maybe we'll just have to see how decrepit you really are." Within seconds her body was plastered against mine, and although she didn't talk at first, her every movement screamed to me of her desire for sex, for me.
Finally she said, "I love Donny you know…….. Maybe it doesn't show but I'll never leave him…… It's just that I need something else,….. something maybe I think…. God, maybe something big…….something you can give me. I know I'm not talking clearly but…."
"I understand honey, promise."
"It's just we've always wanted you Mr. R, Naomi and I, I mean. Cripes, even Sam wanted you. We used to talk about you around your pool, God, like when we were sixteen we used to joke about what a good body you had. When you used to stand next to our boyfriends, they looked like geeks; you were so much bigger, stronger than them." The words were now gushing from Barbara's mouth, her inhibitions gone in her rush to confess. "Oh shit, you're so big there too," she murmured huskily, her lower body grinding against my cock.
"I'm sleeping with Naomi tonight," I whispered regretfully in her ear, "I promised her before."
"What! ….What about me?.......Please Mr. R," she pled, "I want you too. It's not fair," she added pouting. "Why Naomi and not me," she finished, a plea in her eyes, as we returned to the table
Back at the table I watched the two girls franticly converse, and sensed that they would share me this night, that both their mouths would envelop my hardness, and that they would both take a barebacked ride on my long shaft before dawn.
As I watched them talk I thought back to the years I had known them, to the last exciting weeks leading up to the wedding……………………..
…………………………..…The three girls had always been friends, meeting their first day of kindergarten and becoming inseparable ever since. One blond, one red headed and my daughter Sam with her long, rich black tresses, they had all been tall, gawky teenagers, more interested in sports and studying than boys, and it was only when they went to the University together that they blossomed as women.
They had gone to the University at seventeen and the other two girl's parents and I had insisted the girls live in residence first year, all of us recognizing that it would be good for the girls development to live independently, to start to learn how to live as adults.
Their sophomore year the girls had taken an apartment together minutes from their downtown campus and it was during that year that they had metamorphosed from frisky teens into gorgeous women. All of a sudden they were surrounded by hordes of eager, panting young men.
Their tall bodies had exploded, sprouting high, firm breasts, taut full bums and wide deep hips. All three were 5' 9+" tall and looked like Parisian runway models except they carried five pounds of extra weight spread seductively over their frames. It was during the summer of 2003, after their second year, a summer during which the three spent most of their free time in my backyard by the pool, that I realized how beautiful, how incredibly erotic they were.
Most weekends the girls lounged around the pool, the latest micro bikinis their only covering, the small pieces of cloth no match for their ripe fullness. Usually they were surrounded by boys, men really, and it was that summer that Don and Barbara fell in love, and although Samantha's future husband hadn't yet arrived on the scene, she and Naomi were never alone.
It was also that summer that they took the first steps towards attracting 'Daddy' as the three referred to me. Up until then they had regarded me as all teens regard their parents – a complete lack of interest combined with a certain disdain that someone so old could tell them what to do.
But like all young girls, once the boys had started to be attracted to their new sexual personas, they couldn't get enough of the compliments and attention they received, and even demanded that an old man like I pay obeisance to their allure. Like frisky young colts they couldn't help themselves, teasing me almost unconsciously with their bodies, and of course were even more intrigued when the old man didn't bow down before them like just about every other male they met.
And as they paraded in front of me, brushing against me, or lying topless by the pool, or making out with their young boyfriends in front of me, I could see they were watching me in a new light, all of a sudden curious about what lay hidden beneath my surfing shorts.
I was forty that summer, twenty-one years older than the three girls, and still carried much the same body that had allowed me to play safety in the Big Twelve and got me a five minute stop in the pros. At 6' 2", 215 pounds, and with blue eyes and blond hair, I knew I cut a certain figure, and had had no problem attracting the ladies since my wife had walked out 12 years ago.
I had teased the girls a bit myself that summer, often bringing a good looking date over for the lazy afternoons by the pool, women who I knew would attract the young men surrounding Samantha and her friends. Invariably I heard that night or the next morning from Sam that my latest was 'too old or too young', 'too fat or too thin', or 'not smart enough' etc., etc, etc.
"But Sam," I'd protest, "Don't you want your Dad to have a girlfriend? Don't you think," and I'd mention whoever that days date had been, "would make a good mother for you?"
This always provoked groans and puking gestures from Sam (and her friends if they were around), but she'd always add the proviso that "Of course I want you to be happy Daddy, but her?"
I'd also, but only when it was just the girls and I who were around the pool, pick one of them while she was lounging in the sun and easily lift her, screaming and protesting but also giggling, and toss her into the pool. I knew they all liked being picked, they loved how effortlessly I could handle them, and they loved the feel of my strong hands on their developing bodies.
In response they would often sneak attack me while I swam, thinking three strong girls could handle me in the water. Often as we wrestled in the churning water, with their bodies rubbing against me, I'd feel a hand probing, darting in to touch my ass or penis and then retreating quickly. I'd reciprocate of course, often innocently grabbing a handful of firm ass and at least one of the girls tops would invariably come off in the water whenever we played, and hard nipples would be pressed against me before they'd retreat shrieking.
My Samantha was often the most aggressive, proud of her new sexuality and eager to show her Daddy what a big girl she had become. She loved to rub against me, pushing herself into my penis as she hung onto me. It was still play of course, and neither I nor the girls were really interested in going any farther, all of us respecting some invisible line that we wouldn't cross.
When the summer ended and the following school year started I saw much less of the three, Barbara was now seriously dating Don and they had set a wedding date for the following summer, and the other two were busy most of the time at the University, their summer of games with the old man almost forgotten. The summer of 2004 was quiet, as both Naomi and Samantha had gone to New York to work for the summer and it was only on the Labor Day weekend when Barbara married Don that I saw them all together again.
Sam had brought a date to the wedding, Jimmy Brown, a man who had graduated in Medicine from the University and was now interning at the local Medical Centre. He had been over quite often that summer and I could see that the two were becoming serious and I knew and feared that I would lose her far too soon.
I hadn't liked him at first, at 5'8" and 135 pounds; he was both shorter and lighter than Sam and I had the big, athletic man's aversion to small men who were cute rather than handsome. I had wondered how he would ever satisfy my girl but slowly he had won me over, first tolerating him and then actually liking the bright guy whose bubbling personality clearly had won over Sam.
I danced with all three girls that night and arrived home incredibly sad, knowing I had missed a sexual opportunity the likes of which I had never before enjoyed. I slept fitfully that night, the visions of myself making love to all three awakening me again and again with throbbing erections.
The insistent calls of "Daddy, daddy, wake up, hurry wake up," roused me at what seemed like dawn the morning after the wedding.
Rolling over to face Samantha, and rubbing my eyes to clear my vision, I asked "What is it honey, Christ what time is it anyway?"
"Aaaahhhhhhh Daaaaaddddy," I heard, almost shrieked in response.
"What is it baby? Are you all right?" I blurted, my groggy mind now clearing, the worry I detected in Sam's voice catching my attention.
"Daddy!" she said, her arm almost involuntarily raising and pointing at me.
"What Sam?" I started, but then saw she was staring almost transfixed at my groin, my morning erection pointing proudly at her.
Finally coming to her senses, she mumbled, "Sorry Daddy, sorry," and turned to leave.
"Sam stop! What the hell is going on anyway? Come back here!"
Turning toward me, clearly embarrassed, she finally said stuttering, "I sorry Daddy,……. Gosh, I should have knocked…… I didn't think… I…"
"Honey, what are you babbling about?"
Drawing a deep breath, her eyes continually moving downwards and back, she said, "I was excited Daddy, I wanted to tell you something wonderful but gosh…..it surprised me, I've never seen one like that…its different from…."
Patting the edge of my bed I told her, "C'mon here and sit down and tell me your news. I didn't know a sophisticated young lady like you would be so upset at seeing her Daddy's penis. What's so different about it anyway?" I asked, putting one hand on it and pretending to examine it closely.
"Dadddy," she started to protest, but then said, "Its just…..well…..I don't know," she started, blushing a deep red, "But it seems pretty big….I mean I'm no expert but……Geeeze….. Why is it hard in the morning anyway?" she finally demanded, "You don't have a woman in here do you?" she finished, her eyes reluctantly leaving my penis to examine the room in more detail.
"Sweetie, it's pretty normal for men to wake up with hard-ons, it's just the way we're made."
"But isn't it bigger than most men's?" she struggled to ask as her skin turned even brighter.
"We come in all sizes Sam, I'm a big man so maybe I'm a little bigger than most. By the way honey, how many erect penises have you seen anyway?" I asked, a small grin on my face.
"Daddeee!" she exclaimed, and at last back getting back in control of her emotions, held her hand up and proclaimed, "Look!"
"My God," I exclaimed, and although I had been expecting it, I was still stunned to see the diamonds shining on her finger. Struggling to smile, I sat up and hugged her to me, and as I held her finally said, "I'm so happy for you sweetie," as tears started to flow over my cheeks.
"Daddy, you're crying"
"I know, I don't know if it's because I'm happy for you or because I'm going to be losing my beautiful princess," I blubbered.
"You'll never lose me Daddy, never, never, never…….. I love you so much," she finished, and as the tears started to fall from her eyes, hugging me even tighter, she gave me a kiss on the lips. An innocent father-daughter kiss yes, but it lasted second after second, and even after we broke apart I could taste her sweetness on my tongue and feel her hard nipples against my chest.
We both backed away from each other, almost jumping apart, and then started to talk, trying with our words to fill the awkward gap between us. With any other woman I would simply have pushed her back and then filled her trembling, moist cunt with my hardness but… my daughter….. on the morning of her engagement…it just seemed impossible, and fortunately the manic urge soon passed.
I could see the same thoughts, the same emotions pass across Sam's face, knew she had felt my hard cock as we kissed, but I also noticed the regret she felt that we didn't consummate our love, and knew she saw the same regret in my eyes. We spent the next twenty minutes discussing Jimmy's proposal and her plans for a late June wedding, promising me "Daddy, we're not moving from the city, I'm marrying him but he's going to have to understand I'm never going to leave you."
As she got up to go, to show me that she had completely regained her composure, she asked, giggling and pointing at my still rampant prick, "Daddy, does that mean I'll see one of those every morning when I'm married?"
"I hope so sweetie," I answered chuckling, but even then I was pretty sure Jimmy wouldn't be wielding anything like what I had pointing upwards from my groin, and from the rueful grin on Sam's face I think she knew the same thing.
The year passed in a blur and before I knew it we were in early June, just three weeks before the big date. Barbara and Naomi had taken the month off and the three were spending all their days at our house planning for every possible eventuality. I loved to see the three of them together again, but a little sad, knowing they'd probably never again have this opportunity to be together.
Owning my own company I was able to schedule myself as I wanted and soon found myself spending most afternoons with them by the pool. They had changed since the summer of their sophomore year and I was surprised at how open they were as they talked, discussing the most intimate of subjects with each other. They were also much more confident women now and with only me around were always topless as they lounged.
They seemed to have come to some secret pact among themselves, a pact that allowed me into their inner circle, a circle I soon found often embarrassing. It amazed me what women would share; Barbara seemed to start every conversation with a description of her last night's lovemaking and would then insist Naomi and Sam cough up with similar details.



"What about you Mr. R." she'd start, "Just who are you sleeping with these days?" And after seeing my lack of response would probe deeper, "What about that big girl I saw you with last week at the mall? Are you screwing her?"
"Now, now girls, that's my business."
"She's too fat for you anyway Mr. R," interjected Naomi, and laughing added, "And I don't think she'd make a good mother for little Sam here."
Another day as Barbara lay on her stomach, topless and only wearing a string thong; she turned and sulkily asked me to oil her. "I don't want to burn my little bum, Mr. R, could you?….."
As I slowly moved my hands over her taut cheeks, I hooked my fingers under the thong and said, "I better get this off too, you'll look so much better for Don without these little white lines."
At first I felt her tense, but then she lifted her hips slightly, allowing me to slip the tiny piece of material completely off her.
"Dadddy! Daddy, what are you doing," Sam protested, but I immeadiately saw that both Naomi and she wanted an excuse to be naked in front of me. They watched transfixed as my hand slipped along her crack, and then after lightly caressing her anus disappeared slowly under her. Barb spread her legs wider and lifted her hips upward as my fingers moved through her thin blond hairs and momentarily penetrated her pussy, a gasp of pleasure her only sound.
Turning, I asked the curly haired redhead, "Naomi, would you like some oil too?" while watching her freckle, covered breasts jiggle as she shuffled her rear end on the seat.
I took her small shy nod for an OK and started on her shoulders, letting my fingers dance down and under her rapidly aroused breasts. 'Ooohh' and then another 'oooh' escaped from the beauties lips as I tweaked each of her fat nipples. She was wearing just a small Brazilian bottom and when I moved my hands to it she eagerly lifted her hips, and grinned shyly as I bared her red, curly bush to view.
"Oh don't you love those Irish girls with their flaming hair and their green eyes," I intoned reverently, "And those lovely pink lips peeking out from their hairy protection…."
"Daddy, I don't think Naomi needs lotion there!" Sam complained again.
"Oh Naomi's such a little slut Sam," encouraged Babs. "Mr. R, you better watch out, she's a bad girl, our Naomi," she finished laughing. But neither Sam's nor Barb's eyes left my fingers as they moved lightly through her bush.
"And you my lovely daughter," I said, turning to face Sam with oil on my hands and a grin on my face.
Uncertain at first, the little minx giggled nervously as she pushed her bottom off, watching me as I took in her dark, neatly trimmed triangle. "And who gets to shave down here," I demanded, an outraged father, while my left hand immediately cupped her mound.
"It's Jimmy's job," answered Barbara, an evil grin on her face, "He gets really excited after wielding the razor, doesn't he Sammy?"
I could feel Sam trembling as my finger traced her little slit, just lightly penetrating as I moved it from bottom to top and when she answered Barb brusquely with a, "You bitch," we all caught the little pant in her voice.
They couldn't convince me to strip that day, but from then on they were always totally nude when around the pool and got more shameless each day, wantonly spreading their legs whenever I looked their way, almost daring me to touch them.
One day Naomi told me they were planning a shower for Sam and wanted me to come.
"But showers are just for girls," I protested.
"But we need a stripper for the show," Barbara said laughing, and throwing a mesh, skin colored thong at me added, "We thought you could start the evening wearing this. Oh, by the way, I got you the large size Mr. R, Sam told us you've got a very large dohickey."
It seemed Sam had recounted to her friends the story of the morning she visited me in bed so grinning at her, I replied, "I'm not so sure my virginal daughter had seen one before, let alone be able to compare them."
"Ha, ha, ha Daddy, yoooou're so funny," Sam said as her two friends shrieked in glee.
A couple of days later, just three days before the wedding, I excited the house with just a towel around my waist, the mesh thong my only other covering. I walked past the girls and as I approached the edge of the pool I dropped the towel, gave them a couple of hip thrusts, and dove in. Surfacing I could hear the shouts from the girls as they rapidly approached the edge.
"You wore it," shrieked Naomi, and as I climbed slowly up the stairs I could feel six eyes boring through the thin covering. They fought to dry me off as I walked towards the loungers and once sitting they all tried to join me on the chair.
"I think we better apply some lotion to Mr. R," Barbara said, "We certainly don't want his little penis burned. Let me just ease your thong off sir, it'll be ruined if we don't dry it."
At least five hands grasped the material and it was torn into three pieces before it reached my knees. "God," cried Naomi, "Its naked…..I mean completely shaven……oh fuck……oh shit sir, excuse my language," the girl finished lamely, one of her hands lightly supporting my prick.
"Jesus, it's not even hard and look at it. I don't think Sam was lying to us when she described your size sir," gasped Barb.
"Well Daddy, who shaved you anyway?" Sam asked petulantly, as all three girls kept staring, their hands inching forward involuntarily.
"I have a little friend that helps me sometimes," I admitted sheepishly.
"Oh God, please, its not that old, ex-hippy, yoga chick that comes around is it?" Sam demanded. Before I could answer Sam yelled as she noticed two hands busy in my lap, "Naomi, what are you doing with my Daddy's penis?"
Caught red handed so to speak, she responded huffily, "Well I just wanted to see how big it really was."
"You slut!" both Babs and Sam spat out at their friend.
"Alright, alright girls, stop arguing!" I insisted loudly. "Just look, but absolutely no touching," I told them. Already awakening, the beast slowly began to fill, stretching and widening relentlessly as they watched raptly. As he finally stood erect, the three girls, who had moved closer as he rose, were now just inches from his pulsating thick body, and their little pink tongues were quivering as they licked their lips in anticipation.
As they watched I stroked him, but surreptitiously slid a hand between Sam's thighs as she knelt beside me and let her feel my fingers deep inside her as my sperm exploded up and out from my shaft. I directed thick creamy streams onto each of the girls as they watched immobile. Quickly I got up, and claiming an urgent business meeting, walked away.
Once inside the house I looked back and could see all of them licking my rich cum off each others bodies, hungrily tasting the meal I had left them. As they started to talk excitedly among themselves I chuckled, knowing they were plotting my final seduction.
We had one other afternoon together before the wedding, an afternoon we all spent naked, our shyness gone, and all three of the girls made sure they grabbed me as often as possible as we splashed happily in the water.
The night before the wedding arrived and, after the wedding rehearsal and a large family dinner, Sam and I finally got home about eleven, collapsing together on a sofa in my bedroom. As we hugged each other I finally asked, "Do you need anything honey? Is there anything Daddy can do for his little princess?"
"Oh Daddy, I love you so much. Oh, God I'm excited,….maybe even a little nervous. You've been so good to me, I owe you so much."
"You don't need any advice about men? About your duties in the bedroom?" I asked grinning; trying to lighten the maudlin mood I was afraid we both might fall into.
"I think I'll manage Daddy. It's like….uh… the woman lies on her back…… spreads her legs….. and moans when the man puts his little thingy in……wiggles her ass a bit…….is that about it?" she asked laughing.
Laughing at her answer, I asked, a catch in my voice, "Can I tell you a last bedtime story tonight and tuck in my little darling one last time?"
Smiling broadly, she remembered, "Oh Daddy, I loved your stories when I was little, when you'd come in and tell me about the beautiful princess, and hold me in your arms until I fell asleep. And then I'd wake up in the middle of the night and not finding you would rush into your room and slip in next to you……. Gosh Daddy, why did you ever stop that?"
"You grew up sweetie. You got to be about eleven and decided you didn't want to hear about the little princess."
"Will you tell me one tonight Daddy, please?"
"Yes. You go get ready for bed, I'm going to have a shower and then I'll join you."
"I want to sleep in your bed tonight Daddy, just like when I was a little girl. I want to hear a lovely story and then wake in my Daddy's arms, his big body keeping me warm."
Kissing her lightly on her brow, I answered, "OK, go brush your teeth and get ready."
When I came out of the washroom ten minutes later, even though the room was only lit dimly by one covered lamp, I could see Sam in the middle of the bed, and although half under the sheet, I couldn't help but see she was naked. Dropping the towel to the floor I slipped under the sheet and lay on my side facing her. She quickly moved to me and as I started my story I could feel her every curve mold into my body.
"The kind King was very happy that day as he knew that his beautiful daughter, the exalted Princess Samantha was soon to be married…"
"What did she look like Daddy, was she pretty?" the little girl in Sam asked, just as she had twelve years ago. Each word she spoke released a little puff of breath over my chest, an erotic tickle of air that sent tingles through my body.
"She looked just like you sweetie, with lovely, silky, black hair tumbling down her back and smiling dark eyes and the most delectable lips….."
"Did she ever kiss the King with her lips Daddy," she asked as she took one of my nipples between her lips and nipped it with her teeth before sucking hungrily at it.
"The King loved his little Princess and of course wanted to kiss her and touch her," I whispered as my hands trailed down her back. "But he didn't want to hurt her before she went to live with the Handsome Prince……..Oh Jesus, honey," I gasped as I felt the nails of one of her hands scrape up my shaft.
"I think the Princess loves the King so much Daddy that she wants to show him her love before she leaves, I think she wants to feel him deep inside her," she said as shifting her legs she moved so that my now firmly grasped shaft was rubbing along her wet slit.
"The Kings wanted to make love to the lovely Princess before she left him forever, but he was afraid of hurting her," I moaned as she drew half of my length into her hot furnace.
"I think its time for the Princess to have a King in her," she said giggling, and after first pushing me over on my back, impaled herself fully, sighing deeply as I forced her wide. I let her ride me at her own pace, knowing she had never been stretched so wide or filled so completely.
After pulling her head to mine and kissing her deeply, I let my hands move on her, one fondling her heavy breasts and nipples as the other explored the curves of her hip and ass. As she rose off me and then fell back onto me at an increasingly fast pace, I could feel her juices flowing around my cock, trying to lubricate the big piston that was drawing increasingly loud grunts from the young Princess. As I felt the first tremors of our orgasms radiate outwards, I inserted a finger into her tight rear hole, forcing the two of us even closer together as my sperm flooded into her.
"Oh fuck Daddy, oh fuck,……I think the big King overfilled his little Princess, oh God…..I don't think the little Princess ever guessed it would be so big, that it would feel like that…."
Still hard within her, our juices completely lubricating her, I turned her on her back and after moving her legs onto my shoulders, I started to relentlessly drive into my daughter, letting her feel all of me deeply with each long, hard stroke.
"Daaaaddy, oh DADDDY,……..uuunnnh …………..uuuuuunnnh …………….. Unnhhh……………. Uuunnnnhhh…………….uuuunnnnnn………," she wailed, each guttural moan a response to my cock stuffing her completely.
Wrapping her legs around my waist while her nails moved painfully across my back her second orgasm was accompanied by little cries and yips from her, wild demands of "Fuck me Daddy, fuck me, …….fill me, your big fat cock Daddy,……. oh yes fuck little Sam, fill my cunt Daddy,……..Oh shit fill my cunt with your seed,………oh sweet Jesus yeeeeeeeessssssssss………," she howled as I drenched her insides for the second time.
Afterwards, we lay quietly together, neither of us able or willing to express our feelings, our sighs and panting breath seeming to fill the room with noise. Twice more we coupled, each one ending in a crescendo of sound and a flood of our juices. I fell asleep finally, caressing my lovely daughter's hair as she lapped at my soft penis.
We awoke early the next morning, the sun was just peeking over the horizon as we untangled our bodies. "It's a sunny day Princess," I finally said, gently kissing her puffed lips.
"I'm glad I'll be wearing a veil," she said smiling, "I must look a mess."
"You're the most beautiful Princess in the world honey," I whispered.
"I guess we better get up," she sighed, "I've got a million things to do……."
"C'mon," I said, leading her toward the shower, "I'll soap your back; we want you clean for the big day."
Our soapy lathering ended with me lifting her off the floor; her ass cradled in my hands as I filled her again, her ecstatic cries softened by the water raining down on us.
We had dressed and breakfasted by the time Barbara and Naomi arrived, coming to pick up Sam on their way to the hairdressers.
Before leaving she hugged and kissed me, and whispered in my ear, "I think the beautiful Princess, in fact I'm sure Princess Samantha will always want to visit the big King and have him tell her a goodnight story. Do you think the King will want to tell the Princess any more stories Daddy?" she asked, her hot tongue probing into my ear wetly before she turned away smiling…………………..……
……………..………As I sat remembering last night, aware of Barb and Naomi across from me, I wondered how we'd all work it out, whether I could somehow please these three girls I loved…
"Earth to Mister Ross, Earth to Mister Ross, helloooo!"
For the second time that night, Barb had had to bring be back to consciousness, but as soon as I saw the two smiling angels I smiled, and putting an arm around each said, "C'mon girls, lets go home and fuck."
They attacked me as soon as we got home, struggling to tear my clothes off my back as we moved up the stairs. Impatient with their wild grappling, I grabbed each of them and threw them shrieking over my shoulders. After throwing them down on my king size bed, I stripped quickly and as I approached them I could see the voracious hunger in both their eyes. "Show me your pussies," I growled, brandishing my big cock like a club, and leapt among them.
Their beautiful gowns discarded like rags, for minutes we rolled wildly over the bed, our naked limbs curled impossibly around the other, our tongues and hands roving relentlessly. Urgently, I grabbed Babs, I knew I couldn't wait any longer to penetrate a hot cunt, but was stopped by Naomi saying, "Me first Mr. R, please, please fuck me first!"
Without a thought I pushed her on her back and pulling her knees apart roughly, fell on her, penetrating her in one smashing thrust.
"OOOOOOWWWWWWWWWW, ……..ooooohhhh nooooooo……..," Naomi roared, a howl of pain echoing through the room.
Immediately I knew the cause, "My God Naomi, you're a virgin, shit, why didn't you say anything?" I demanded, pulling backwards from her centre.
"No Mr. R, don't stop," Naomi groaned, wrapping her legs around my back, not letting me withdraw.
"What, she's no virgin, are you two crazy?" Babs interjected. "Christ she's had sex with lots of guys Mr. R." But as she looked she saw the trickle of blood slide from Naomi, dripping slowly over my balls onto the sheets. "But," she babbled, clearly unbelieving, "you told us you had……"
"Shut up Babs, I'll explain la……..aaaaaahhh…..later, please Mr. R, fuck me, fuck your little Naomi……….oohhhh shit……," she finished as another deep thrust pinned her to the bed.
I knew I had hurt her, knew that I hadn't prepared her properly for my huge prick but still pounded on; knowing only the release of my sperm deep within her would satisfy her. It was only on the last few of my strokes that I felt her respond, her hips rising to meet me as little cries of pleasure started to mix in with her groans of protest. Finally coming, each spasm that started deep inside me delivered my rich, creamy seed to her welcoming cunt and I knew without the slightest doubt that I was delivering my baby into Naomi's welcoming womb.
Even Babs was struck almost dumb as Naomi and I lay panting, her only sounds, "But…….but you said……..but we all thought…….,"
Leaning over me Naomi took Barbara's head in her hands and kissed her friend deeply. "I love you Barb, so much, gosh, both you and Sam, but I didn't want to tell you."
"But what about Bobby, or Dick, and Johnny?" asked the still confused blond.
"I lied, I was waiting."
"For what Naomi, for what? Christ, wait til Sam hears about this…….Oh shit, I can't even tell her about this, she's on her fucking honeymoon."
"I was waiting for Mr. R. I wanted him to be my first, I always did, ever since I was sixteen," she admitted proudly. "It's always been you Mr. R."
"I'm glad sweetie," I said, as I gently caressed her, "And I promise that next time you're going to enjoy it more."
"I don't think I can tonight Sir, I'm pretty sore, but if…"
"On no Naomi, not tonight sweetie. We're going to let you heal up and then you and I are going to spend a night together so good, so long, so"
"What about me," interrupted Barb, a whine in her voice, "Doesn't anyone care about little old me?"
"Don't you worry, my little Barb, ever since you flashed your pink slit at me by the pool I've been planning on filling it." Moving between her legs, my mouth just inches from her already distended lower lips, I added, "First my sweet little Babs, I'm going to eat you out until you're squealing in delight, writhing in ecstasy under my tongue, and then I'm going to put the biggest prick you've ever dreamed of in you and fuck you until your screams are bouncing off the walls," I finished.
"Promises, promises," the sly vixen challenged, but I could see the anticipation in her eyes and I felt a huge tremor spasm through her body the second my tongue touched her blood filled clitoris. There's something about a blond pussy, it always seems to look better and taste better than any other and I delighted in her, slowly bringing her to orgasm with my mouth.
As I had guessed, Barbara was a noisy lover, and I could anticipate every of her needs just by listening to her sounds. As I heard her yips of pleasure turn to the deep guttural groans of an approaching orgasm, I moved up her body, and holding her wrists firmly above her head, I thrust fully into her wet sheath as my tongue curled into her mouth.
It only took three profound pumps of my penis to free the first spasms of what I knew would be many orgasms for Barb that night; I was maddened by an incredible lust, a lust I knew I had been ignited by my baby's marriage and my taking of the virgin innocent. I was like an insatiable bull for the next hour, rutting again and again in Barbara's hot hole, drenching her insides with my sperm.
Finally we separated and we all lay back in the bed, my arms curled reassuringly around each girl. "Is that normal sir?" Naomi asked shyly, "I didn't know…. I mean when you and Sam talked about it Babs…..I didn't understand….I mean"



"That wasn't normal," panted Barb. "I knew it though Mr. R, I just knew you were different. Fuck, I hope you made me pregnant; Gosh, I want to have a baby so bad."
"What about Donny?" I asked, my fingers lightly curling through her hair.
"We both want one. I think its one of the only reasons he agrees to sleeping with me so often. But it's been almost a year and I'm still not pregnant. Would you like me to have your baby sir?" she teased, and then licked my nipple and asked, "Would you like to suck your baby's milk from my full breasts?"
"I'd like to suck your beautiful tits anytime," I answered, and grasping a firm orb in each hand, I took a fat, erect nipple between my teeth and sucked hungrily as I kneaded her. And then I turned to Naomi and grasping the back of her head in one hand, said, "So my little virgin, have you ever sucked a fat cock?"
"I haven't even licked a small one," she giggled. "But I've been practicing with bananas Sir," she added sheepishly, "I thought you might like me to suck you."
"A banana!" snorted Barb, "God Naomi, you are a little slut, even if you were a virgin. I can just see you," she said, shaking her head in disbelief, "sitting in your room sucking a banana and pretending its Mr. Ross. How big a banana can you swallow anyway," she ended, as the three of us burst out in gales of laughter.
"I'll show you," she promised, and turned and lowered her wet mouth onto my soft prick. As she sucked and licked I lifted her over me, moving her hairy bush over my face. Red haired Irish girls taste good too, I found, and I soon had her quivering on my tongue as I grew large in her mouth. Whatever system she had used, somehow this virgin had learned to deep throat a large man and I was soon filling her mouth with my thick sauce.
"Fucking hell Naomi, you're going to have to teach me that banana trick," gasped Barb, and she licked her lips when Naomi turned towards her, my cum dripping thickly down her chin. "Let me help you," she offered, as her tongue flicked out to capture a string of cum, and after swallowing she kissed her friend deeply and hungrily…….
As the sun rose that morning the girls were discussing my darling Samantha. "I wonder how she's doing with Jimmy," Barbs asked. "I sure hope he's not too weird."
"What do you mean," I asked, suddenly interested.
"I don't know Mr. R, but he's a bit different. Sam said a few things, I know she likes sleeping with him and all, it's just that I sense something about him, I don't know….."
"God, she's going to kill us," Naomi suddenly interjected. "We agreed sir," she told me, "That we'd wait for her to come home before we….." But then noticing a contented smirk on my face, said "Why are you smiling? You didn't do…….no, she would have said……you didn't do anything did you sir?"
"Last night!" shouted Barb, "I'll bet you two slept together last night. Stop smiling like that Mr. R, we want all the details."
I sent the two home disappointed, my only comment being, "You'll have to wait til Samantha returns girls," but not before arranging their next visit……
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We were all waiting by the gate, talking excitedly but each of us nervous, when the doors opened and my beautiful daughter Samantha and her new husband Jimmy, both tanned and covered in colorful leis, rushed into view.
"Daddy, oh Daddy," she shouted to me as she launched herself into my waiting arms, and even among the swirling crowd and with her new husband just feet away, I felt a bolt of excitement climb up my shaft, and felt it fully harden as she pressed herself into me, kissing me as she laughed.
"Oh sweetie," I whispered in her ear, "I'm so happy your back." Holding her, I turned to Jimmy, who was being welcomed warmly by Naomi and Barb, and grabbing his shoulder, said, "Great to see you son. How was the trip?"
We talked excitedly as we collected their luggage and headed for the car, but we could see they were tired after the long flight and left them soon after we got them home, after Samantha promised to come over the next afternoon and give us a complete recap of the trip.
After dropping Barb at home, Naomi and I continued back to my place, a place Naomi now also treated as home, having spent the last three weeks next to me,... and over me,...and under me and... each night in my big bed.
"Oh God," she moaned, holding my cock firmly as she sat astride my thighs, ready to lower her moist, hot pit over him, "You're so big tonight Mr. R, so rigid, so hot... Sam's returns excited you, hasn't it?" she said giggling. "I think maybe Daddy'd prefer it was his hot little daughter Sam he was fucking tonight, wouldn't he?" she huskily whispered in my ear and then probed me with her wet tongue.
"Fuck me Daddy, fuck your little girl Daddy...uuuuuuuhhhhhhhn...pretend it's your little princess who's hot cunt is clenching your fat prick," she hissed, her deep groan of pleasure interrupting her words as she had lowered herself onto me fully.
"You hot little Irish slut," I laughed as I easily flipped her over on her back, "You're going to get so much of my big, fat, hard cock tonight you won't be able to walk for a week."
"Promises, promises," my red headed beauty teased, "I'm worried an old guy...uuunnnnnnhhh,... oh shit Daddy... like you just might have a heart attack sleeping with a sexy young thing like me," she finished, my last pounding thrust and her groaning response to it belying her words.
"Well, if I'm too old for you, there's always Babs, with her blond curls and her hungry mouth, or Samantha, still hungry for the King's bed," I responded acidly, as Naomi's body thrashed under me, rising to meet my every thrust, groaning helplessly as I ravaged her, twitching liquidly as I filled her again and again with thick strands of my hot seed.
"Jesus," Naomi finally panted, and nestling herself against my body while smiling lovingly in my eyes, added, "Maybe the old man has still got a little left in him..."
We had talked hours and hours together over the past three weeks, often with Barb present but also often alone. She had let me know almost immediately after our first coupling that she wanted to live with me, that she was prepared to accept anything I was willing to offer.
"I'll be your wife, your daughter, your mistress, your lover, your slave," she offered. "As long as I can spend time with you... anything...please Mr. R..," she had pled.
"Don't you worry my little Irish leprechaun," I had replied. "You're going to be my little daughter, my wife, and the mother of my children," I promised, but added, "I'll never give up Sam though, you know that, don't you? She'll always be welcome in my bed, are you sure you're ready to share me?"
"God yes, I think I need Sam and Babs more than you do Daddy. Do you think we can convince Sam and Jimmy to move in with us, their apartment is so small and we got so much room here Daddy?"
She had suggested exactly what I had thought of days before, and knew that with Naomi's help we were much more likely to convince the newlyweds to move in with us. Jimmy still had years of residency and specialist study to go before he started pulling in the big bucks as a Doctor and I knew the chance to live in a 4500 sq. ft. house with pool in the cities best area might just prove irresistible to the youngsters.
"And if Jimmy spends some nights working you wouldn't mind sharing our bed with Sam?' I asked slyly, "You wouldn't mind your husband fucking his sexy daughter while you watched?"
"I wouldn't always just watch," she had answered giggling as she slowly enveloped the thick head of my cock between her lips.
At one the next afternoon Samantha arrived, coming upon us as Babs was riding me by the pool, squealing in pleasure each time she slapped her bum down hard on my stomach, while demanding in a gasping voice, "Fuck me Mr. R, give me your hot sperm, oh fuck, make me a baby Mr. R, make your little Barbara pregnant, oh godddd yesssssssss..."
"EXCUSE ME, PLEASE EXCUSE ME!!! What are you two sluts doing with my poor sweet Daddy? I seem to remember a deal we made before I left, 'NO FUCKING DADDY' while I was on my honeymoon! Am I wrong? Babs? Naomi?"
The girls leapt joyfully into Sam's arms, my sticky cream still oozing down Babs legs as she hugged her friend.
"Like you kept your end of the deal Sam! Screwing your Poppa while your poor husband waited for you at the altar," laughed Naomi.
"It was the night before, you bithches. And anyway, it wasn't my fault; my big, bad Daddy seduced me, ravishing me with his fat cock, ruining me for my poor husband," she said, smiling happily.
"Right Sam, I think we know you a little better than that. Your poor handsome father told us all about it, how you slipped naked between his sheets while he slept, how you took his penis into your mouth, how..."
"Yeah sure," Sam replied, as the three girls fell into paroxysms of laughter, the utter joy they all felt being back together again shining clearly through. Finally, Sam stepped back and quickly stripped, and then sat down on me, and complained petulantly, "And how are you Daddy? It doesn't look like you missed me at all?"
Pulling her down onto my large chest, my arms engulfing her fiercely, I let my lips fasten hungrily to hers, my tongue eagerly probing against hers.
"I feel something that's still interested in me though," she admitted grinning, looking down at my pole pulsing against her stomach. "So how long did you two wait anyway before you took advantage of poor Daddy?" she asked, turning to look at Barb and Naomi.
As Naomi and I started to explain we were suddenly interrupted by a shouting Barbara, "Oh fuck wait, shit... oh wait, I almost forget to tell you about our slutty, lying friend Naomi, the girl who slept with all those boys in University. Do you remember the girl who told her two best friends about her wild romantic trysts, her nights spent with legs spread beneath a big cock, who was such an expert on making love?"
"So! What are you talking about Barb?" Sam demanded.
"Oh, I'm talking about our little friend, our friend who shrieked like a stuck pig when Daddy drove his long prick into her, the girl whose blood oozed around Daddy's cock, a girl who apparently had never had her hymen pierced in all her amorous adventures."
"But... What do you mean?... Naomi?...It's impossible! Right Naomi?"
Blushing, Naomi stumbled through an explanation, her two friends howling in glee as her embarrassment.
"But what about the night you screwed Billy in your backyard?" asked Sam, still perplexed, unwilling to believe Naomi had lied all those years. "Or when you gave Jamie a blow job in your Dad's car?"
"It wasn't quite like I told you," she admitted, "I may have exaggerated a little," she added sheepishly.
"Exaggerated!! There has to be some truth, some basis for exaggeration, you nut," giggled Barb. "Oh wait, listen to this Sam. Guess how Miss Slut spent her nights, the nights we thought she was spending in some handsome college boy's arms?"
"Barb," I interrupted, knowing what was coming and trying to save Naomi from more, "Maybe we should save this for later," but I couldn't stop the rush of words.
"Yes Sam," Barb continued, "Sweet Naomi was lying in her bed, peeling banana after banana, practicing how to swallow cock, pretending it was your Daddy's thick prick that was in her mouth. Her Mom couldn't figure out where all the bananas were going to."
"No way," my gaping daughter said but after seeing Naomi blush even a deeper shade of red, added laughing, "God, you're a fucking banana slut Naomi."
After minutes of laughter and comments we finally gave Naomi a break and after a swim in the refreshing water we started to ask Samantha about her honeymoon.
"God, it was so beautiful, and the hotel was sooooo unbelievable. Thanks Daddy, it was the nicest place in Honolulu, it was so luxurious. We traveled all over the Island, flew to the Big Island for a day, went on a cruise and snorkeled on an offshore reef, surfed on Waikiki,..."
"What about the bedroom Sammy?" Babs coyly asked, "What wild and crazy things did Jimmy get up to anyway? C'mon, spill."
"We made mad love, morning, noon and night," Sam answered smiling.
"And did Jimmy fill you up like your Daddy does Sammy?" Babs asked, her hand coiled around my growing shaft.
"We'll talk about that another day Miss Nosy," Sam replied, her tone disdainful. "Now let me give my big friend a kiss, I've missed him," she insisted, taking my pulsing shaft into her hand while she slowly ran her wet tongue across my chest and stomach, finally engulfing his head in her greedy mouth.
She and Babs left about four-thirty, both with traces of my rich cream on their lips, both promising to return the next day. I pulled Sam aside before she went and asked, "When can my beautiful Princess come and spend a night in her Daddy's bed. I'm so hungry for you sweetie."
"Jimmy's going to be on call tomorrow, Wednesday and Thursday, Daddy; he'll have to sleep in the hospital. I'll just tell him I'm staying with you, he'll be happy I won't be alone." Squeezing my penis gently, she added, "And Daddy, Princess Samantha has thought of couple of new things her big King might like to do with her..."
As she walked away, her hips swinging in invitation, I laughed to myself, certain the big King still had a few tricks to teach his little girl.
The next evening Naomi said she had to go home and would only be back the in the morning, having anticipated my desire to be alone with Sam for our first night together, and not wanting me to have to beg her to leave.
Sam and I ate that night by candlelight; she dressed only in a light, Hawaiian print silk Chinese cheongsam, which seemed to float across her curves, highlighting every sweet nuance of her beautiful body.
We talked happily and easily, elated to be again alone in each others presence, but as we ate my hunger grew, the rapidly mounting impatience to have my hardness clasped by her insatiable pussy growing irresistible. Finally not willing to wait any longer, I stood and then quickly lifted my little Princess from her seat, her full fork of food tumbling forgotten from her fingers as our lips met.
"But Daddy," Sam shrieked laughing, as I carried her up the stairs, "We haven't had dessert yet!"
For over two hours we coupled together wildly, with a savage desire and lust that perhaps only a loving father and daughter together can achieve, our life long love now performed in a passionate dance with the other. We hardly spoke a word as we rolled thrashing over the bed, in a silent war to completely possess and be possessed by the other.
Somehow I was so much bigger than ever before, so long and so wide that I thought Sam would never be able to stretch wide enough to take me in, but effortlessly she accepted me, taking me deep into her centre, somehow waking and then connecting with every nerve ending in my pulsating shaft.
Without withdrawing I came four times in her depths, with each of my vast outpourings of seed met by a deluge of her lubricating female juices. Finally we separated, our bodies sticky with our emissions and with idiotic, happy smiles splitting our faces, she lay softly in my arms.
"Ooohh Daddy, I missed you so much..."
"When I saw your car wind down the drive honey, away from the reception and away from me," I began, "I thought, God I was afraid,...I didn't think we'd ever have it again...Christ, I was crying, I thought I'd just lost the most important thing in the world, the only..."
"Shhhh Daddy, don't make me cry," Sam interrupted, a tear slowly sliding over her cheek. "I love him Daddy, but it's... It's not the same thing I feel for you... Gee, how I love you Daddy is just so much more than...And sex, he doesn't do what... no wait, I mean he's not as big Daddy...shit, I don't want to insult him...or make it seem bad...but, listen Daddy, he'll never fill me like you can," she stuttered. "It's not even close,... You're,... listen, I don't think any man will make me feel what you do Papa, when you thrust so deep,... you feel so different, so right... You fill me Daddy...I know I shouldn't want you Daddy, but I can't help myself... Its just you're my only Daddy..."
Hugging her tightly to my chest, I could feel her tears of happiness fall onto me, the soft warm drops a testament to her love. We simply held each other as minute after minute passed, neither of us ready to break this intimate spell that had fallen over us.
Later, after pulling our sticky, sweaty bodies apart, I led my little girl to the shower, cleaning and soaping her as she squirmed giggling in my arms. Washed, we returned to the bed, and after putting on new sheets, she lay atop me, her soft breasts lightly caressing my chest and with her lips just inches from mine she started to talk.
"So whats with you and Naomi anyway, Daddy? I'm not getting a new Mommy, am I?"
"She makes me smile Sam, she makes me happy. If my little daughter agrees I'm going to marry her," I said tentatively, not one hundred per cent sure of Sam's reaction.
"Oh wow, yes Daddy, yes, yes, yes," she yelled, and the true delight that was shining clearly in her eyes told me this was no false congratulation.
"But I've told her there's one condition," I added seriously.
"What Daddy, what's your condition? Gee, you should just be happy she'll take you, an old guy like you," she replied mischievously.
Turning her so I was on top, I let her feel my full weight, and said chuckling, "Ha, ha, ha. You're still not big enough yet to be sarcastic with your Daddy my little Sam, and my one condition is I'll marry Naomi only if you come home and live with us."
"But Daddy," the stunned girl started, "I can't...I mean how...you don't want me to leave Jimmy, do you?... I will you know Daddy, if you insist, I'll come home to you."
"No, no sweetie," I answered, and then slowly outlined the plan Naomi and I had conceived.
"It's perfect, he'll love it," she finally admitted, "But we'll have to be a little subtle about it, convince him slowly." We spent some minutes discussing the problem, finally settling on a plan of attack, a plan that was going to use all of Naomi's, Sam's and my wiles.
"And you and Jimmy?" I asked.
"In bed, you mean?" she asked and seeing my nod went on, "Jimmy's a little different Dad, he's got some issues. No, no, it's not that bad," she quickly added, seeing the concern on my face. "In fact I think I like it. He likes me to be in charge sometimes, you know, he lets me be the boss."
"That's a big mistake right there, letting you be the boss." I growled.
"Ha, ha, ha Daddy... He likes me to spank him sometimes," she finally whispered.
"What!"
"He had a weird upbringing Daddy," she protested quickly. "He's an only child Dad, and his father died when he was only two years old. He was brought by his Mommy and apparently she was pretty strange. She was a very big woman, even bigger than me, a nurse who supported them both and was a real disciplinarian."
"She spanked Jimmy, Dad, on his bare bottom whenever he was bad, even when he was a teenager, in high school even. He wasn't very big then, gosh he's only 5'8" now."
"What? Did she sexually abuse him?"
"No, I don't think so. But he said that when he was eighteen he hated the thought of his Mom putting him naked over her knee, spanking him, but he also said it excited him. He'd dream at night of his Mom, her naked thighs... It's sorta weird... Sometimes he'd be bad just so he could feel his penis against her legs."
"Jesus, do you spank him when he's naked?" I gasped.
"Yes, I put him over my naked thighs Daddy," she giggled, "I could show you Daddy, would you like me to spank your little bum?"
"Yeah, good luck! But his Mum died when he was in University, right?"
"She died when he was twenty, when he was in Medical School. Being a nurse, she had always wanted him to become a Doctor and had been so happy when he was accepted."
"Christ, he's had a tough life. His Dad and then his Mom dying and all that other stuff," I commiserated.
"I think she finally took his virginity."
"What? Did he tell you?"
"No, but just from the way he talked, I think she slept with him after high school, when he was eighteen, in first year at the University. She'd spank him and then force him to put it in her. You know Daddy; he had never gone out with a girl until after she died."
"Well, I guess we can't criticize him for sleeping with his Mom, can we? But now with you he's pretty settled down, right? What? Why are you looking like that?" I asked, seeing she had more to say.
"Sometimes he likes to dress up Daddy."
"Given the other stuff that doesn't sound too bad honey."
"In girls clothes Daddy," she mumbled, knowing she was in danger of seeing me explode.
Finally I asked, "Is that everything honey? No more little secrets in my son-in-laws closet."
"That's it Daddy," she said, a whimsical expression on her face.
Jesus, I thought to myself, what next, but only told Sam, "Baby, lets talk about this tomorrow, after I've sleep on it, OK."
"Thanks Daddy, you're so sweet," she answered, "But what's this sleep stuff, I'm not done with my handsome King yet, it's been three weeks you know." As she grasped my already rising prick, I laughed to myself ruefully, belatedly recognizing that living with these young girls wasn't going to be all a big picnic.
Naomi and I had lunch with her parents the next day, and afterwards I tackled her Dad while Naomi explained to her Mom our situation. Her Dad had always liked me, so although shocked he was a relatively easy sell, my big house, my business success and my football background all selling points. "I love her," he said, "But I'm glad I'm not in your shoes. God, she and those other two nuts will drive you crazy."
Her mother was the more difficult one but as soon as Naomi told her she might be pregnant Mom apparently immediately agreed, and had the date set (six weeks hence) and most of the plans made before we were able to escape an hour later.
The next day by the pool, as the four of us lounged in the hot sun, Sam told us all the details about Mr. Dressup, as I kiddingly referred to my new family member.
"Daddy!" hissed Sam, "Just Shut up!"
I had to gnash my teeth to prevent another explosion when Sam told Babs, "He's really quite cute, especially with his blond wig and wearing my little blue dress."
"Not the mini satin one?" exclaimed Babs.
"Yes, and when we went out one night dressed up he got more whistles than me."



"No!"
"But he doesn't like boys does he?" asked a perplexed Naomi.
"No, he loves me. He likes women; he even finally admitted that he'd like to sleep with both of you girls. I told him maybe if he was good..."
"Jesus," I grumbled, "The little prick marries my daughter, then tells her he wants her to spank him, that he lost his virginity to his Mother, that he likes dressing as a girl and that he wants to fuck his new wife's two best friends. Good choice honey, really good choice."
"But he's a Doctor Mr. R, and he's handsome and he's funny," protested Babs, "And you can't have everything, you know. So Sam," she continued, "Would you mind if I slept with him?"
We all couldn't help but laugh at our beautiful, dizzy blond, always willing to make fun of herself to ease any arguments between us.
"I told him I was going to tell you guys about his interests," Sam interrupted.
"What did he think about that? You didn't mention you were going to tell your Dad did you?" asked Naomi, continually amazed at Sam's daring.
"He wasn't happy at first, but then I told him, 'Listen Jimmy, if we're going to live together and have some sort of life, you and my friends and my Dad all better understand each other.' It took awhile but he loves me so much I finally convinced him."
"You didn't have to spank him to convince him, did you?" I growled.
"Daddy!" she warned, and when her friends also started to grin, she turned on them and giving them a withering glance, added, "And you two better be good to him! Or else!" She left us with those words, flouncing away with a wiggle, knowing we'd be talking about her and her hubby for quite a while.
We were all pretty busy the rest of the week and it was only Sunday afternoon when we all finally got back together; at a party Naomi and I were holding to celebrate our engagement. Sam and Jimmy, Barbara and Donnie, and lastly, Naomi's parents were our guests for a Bar-B-Q by the pool.
I could see as soon as Sam arrived that her husband was nervous but they were soon upstaged by Babs who announced she believed she was pregnant.
"I'm two weeks late," she announced happily, her proud, beaming husband at her side. With our engagement, Sam's honeymoon and now Barbs news, the afternoon passed in excited conversation and I could see Jimmy slowly loosen up. And after a couple of drinks he started to entertain us, and with his ability to tell a funny story he soon had us all almost rolling on the lawn.
After dinner I pulled him aside and leading him up stairs told him I'd like to have a private talk with him.
"Sure Mr. R," he agreed nervously, fearing the worst.
After leading him all the way to the third floor, I started my sales job, "You know Jimmy, we've got a lot of space in this house, especially since there are only two of us here. Just this floor alone has 1500 square feet and no one ever comes up here."
"You're right Mr. R," the clearly confused boy answered, obviously asking himself what the fuck was her father-in-law talking about, why wasn't I giving him shit.
"Its going to be some time before you finish your residency isn't it." As Jimmy nodded I continued, "Sam's going to be alone a lot in that small apartment, and I have to say it's certainly not the best area of the city."
At last I saw the light of understanding slowly go on behind Jimmy's eyes. "But sir, you don't mean you'd like us..."
"Listen Jimmy, I'm going to be working 50-60 hours a week and I'm sure you'll be working even crazier hours. I'd sure like to think the girls were together, not sitting alone..."
"But Mr. R, Samantha said she had talked to you... You know, about me... About well... My Mom, dressing in..."
"Jimmy, she loves you and plans to spend her life with you. Now I'll tell you this son, I'm not giving up my daughter because you like to wear dresses once in a while, fuck, half the men in Scotland wear dresses."
"But..."
"I don't want an answer tonight boy, just promise to think about it. It's not that bad a place to live, you know, c'mon I'll show you." I left it at that, but as I watched him look over the beautiful rooms, I knew that with a little prodding from Sam and some encouragement from Naomi, he and my beautiful daughter would soon be ensconced comfortably on the top floor.
A week later it was all agreed, Sam and Jimmy would move in while Naomi and I were on our honeymoon, and Sam immediately set to work with local contractors to prepare the space perfectly for them.
"I told him today Daddy," she announced to me one night two weeks later, a night she was spending in bed with Naomi and I, the first time the three of us had slept together. "I wasn't going to have him move in here not knowing," she insisted.
"I knew you'd have to eventually sweetie, so how did he take it?"
"His first words were 'That prick, that fucking prick, no wonder he wasn't too upset about Mommy', he really wasn't very happy Dad," Sam said smiling, "No, you definitely aren't his favorite person in the world."
"And then what happened?" a clearly excited Naomi asked.
"We argued for about twenty minutes. I got to admit I was getting a little pissed off at him – after all he fucked his Mother and he wears dresses and now he's giving me a hard time? Finally he asked me snottily, 'And what if I make you choose between us?' So I just told him to FUCK OFF and walked out."
"Oh no Sam, you didn't," gasped Naomi.
"The hell with him. I knew my Daddy and my new Mommy would welcome me," she cooed, as she climbed up her friend's naked body, planting little kisses as she went.
"Are you sure you did the right thing honey?" I finally asked, "Christ you've only been married a month."
"He'll come around Daddy. Besides I did stop at Bab's place on the way home, Donnie's away for a few days, you know."
Seeing our quizzical looks, she plowed on, saying, "Well I asked her if she'd mind going over and checking on Jimmy for me, maybe easing his pain a little."
"What?" I yelled, as Naomi sputtered incoherently beside me.
"Well... I thought it might be a good idea... She should be here any minute, I told her to come over after she was finished with him."
And sure enough a radiant Barb was soon naked in our bed, grinning wickedly as she recounted her nights work. "He was asleep when I arrived," she started, "So I just got naked and slipped between the sheets next to him and popped his soft little dick right into my mouth."
"He finally woke up just as his sperm was flooding between my lips... You know Mr. R, I really think I enjoy sucking a small prick better than I do your fat monster... But anyway Jimmy woke and said, 'Honey, is that you? I'm sorry sweetie,' but I turned on the lamp and told him, 'You're a very lucky man Jimmy. Sam sent me over to cut off your dick but I just couldn't help myself, I decided to try it out before I cut it off.'
"But... But Babs..." he said.
"No talking Jimmy, if you want to save your sorry ass you better just start fucking me," I growled at him, as I planted myself on top of him.
"Poor Jimmy," Sam said.
"Don't give me any 'Poor Jimmy' sis, that little fucker was like a rabbit, came four times in me in about fifteen minutes. He's actually not so bad for a little guy," she finished, a wicked glint in her eyes.
"So, did you solve my problem?" asked Sam.
"No," said Babs, "Now we have to finish him off. Naomi, you get your little rear over there, give him a spanking from his new Mother-in-Law and then fuck his brains out. He'll be helpless when you get through with him."
And to my surprise my three crazy lovers all agreed to this mad plan and Naomi left us at three-thirty in the morning, an excited lustful look in her eyes. And we were all still awake three hours later when Naomi crawled back in with us.
"So?" asked Sam.
"Piece of cake," said Naomi beaming. "Christ I think I scared the shit out of him when I woke him."
"What happened?' asked Babs breathlessly.
"Well I snuck into his bedroom and after stripping crawled up next to him and screamed into his ear, 'WAKE UP JIMMY, MOMMIES ANGRY'. God, he must have jumped a foot."
'Sam?... Babs?' he yelped at me.
"No Jimmy," I told him, It's your new Mommy-in-Law and I'm pissed off at you for hurting my little daughter," I told him.
'Jesus, is that you Naomi? Christ, you're naked!' he squealed.
"Where's your punishment paddle Jimmy," I asked him.
'What? What do you mean?'
'I'm going to have to spank you Jimmy.'
'C'mon Naomi, cut it out, you're not funny,' he said to me, but almost immediately I could see his little penis growing hard. He finally realized I was serious and shyly went and got a ping pong paddle from his cupboard. His cock was so stiff when he turned back to me that I had trouble staying serious - I just wanted to pop it in my pussy while kissing him.
"Did you spank him?" asked Sam impatiently.
"Yes, I gave him twenty hard hits," Naomi answered laughing, "And each time I hit him I yanked on his hard prick and told him that if he was ever mean to you again Mommy was going to return and really give it to him."
"You're bad honey," I told my soon to be bride, afraid she seemed to have enjoyed it too much.
"And then you left him?" demanded Babs.
"Of course not! I fucked him silly before I left. But before leaving I told him, 'And we don't want any more bullshit from you. You're either a member of this family or you can fuck off, it's up to you to decide. But Jimmy, if you don't call Samantha up by eight a.m. this morning and apologize to your beautiful bride, you can just forget ever seeing any of us again."
And none of us were surprised when the phone rang at seven-thirty and Jimmy asked Naomi politely if he could talk to his wife. We just heard Sam's side of the conversation but her comments of 'Yes Jimmy, I know you're sorry', 'Yes, if you promise, I'll come home', and 'Yes honey, I know you love me' were enough for us to realize Jimmy wasn't going to be leaving his new family anytime soon.
A month later Naomi and I were joined in wedlock, with Sam serving as my 'Best Man' while Barb was maid of honor. For two weeks we honeymooned on Rhodes, the bright yellow sun and the deep blue Adriatic a perfect backdrop for our hungry couplings.
We came home on a cool but sunny late September day, the first hint of autumn color already appearing in the leaves of the maple trees outside our door. We were all nervous that first night and I decided to wait before I took my daughter in front of her husband, giving him one night of reprieve before he was faced with the reality of being the number two male in our house.
They were both quiet when I entered their bedroom the next night, proudly naked, my long, hard, swinging appendage leading me. I couldn't help but hear Jimmy's intake of breath and his gasp of 'Jesus' as I approached his young bride.
"Oh Daddy," she groaned, and just from her voice I knew she was soaking wet, that my taking her like this, in front of Jimmy, was exciting her perhaps more than anything ever had before.
"Oh Sam, you're so lovely, so beautiful," I almost sang, my hands moving the straps of her thin silk negligee from her shoulders, exposing her already growing breasts to my hungry eyes. I knew immediately. "You're pregnant," I marveled, my hand lifting her full breast and gently squeezing.
"What?" I heard Jimmy squeak in the background.
"Yes Daddy, I'm about ten weeks," she said, her radiant, smiling face full of joy.
"Mine?" I whispered.
"Yes Daddy," she whispered back as she fit her body into mine, and now grinning added, "Of course it's yours."
I simply put my arms under her firm rear end and effortlessly lifted her aloft, holding her suspended for seconds, before lowering her gently onto my throbbing shaft, her soft purring 'oooooohhhhhhhh Daddddddddy' a total acceptance of my deep penetration, of her complete commitment to her Daddy's love.
We fucked standing, and again and again I almost lifted her completely off my prick before dropping her back, filling every inch of her churning tunnel with my hot pulsing meat. Moving to the wall, I braced her there, and now freed of supporting her, started to pump wildly into my screaming girl.
"Yes Daddy,... Oh yes Daddy,... God yes,...Ohhhhhh... Yesssssss... Uuuuhhhhhhhnnnnn... Harder Daddy...Yesssssss...Ohhhhhh Please Daddy,...FUCK ME DADDDY...," she yelled, each heavy stroke of my piston bringing another demand from my thrashing baby.
As I filled my darling's trembling pussy with my seed I saw Jimmy watching us, awestruck, never imagining his wife could act like this. But we were still lust filled, our hunger still not totally satisfied, so I quickly turned from him and threw my Sam on the bed and rushed to fill her as her splayed, dripping thighs lay open waiting for me.
Soon she was grunting out her orgasm, a continuing wave of sound and liquid and thrashing movement that seemed to be trying to unseat me, but was really a clenching needy demand for my sperm.
Finally a third time I entered her, slipping into her dripping cunt as she knelt doggie style in front of me. As I thrust I heard her call out, "Jimmy, come here, please," and looking up saw Jimmy, his little penis straining in his hand, warily approach Sam's reaching hand.
Grasping him finally, she pulled him to her, slipping his glistening shaft between her lips. Facing me, watching me pump ruthlessly into his wife, I could see his orgasm approach and as he cried out in release I flooded Sam in one final bath of cum, her mumbled sobs of pleasure a final tribute to my manhood.
As we lay panting, my big body between Jimmy and Samantha, her mouth and sweet slit still leaking our juices, I looked at Jimmy seriously and asked, "Do you understand now Jimmy?"
"What Mr. R?" he asked, uncertain of anything.
"Call me Daddy, Jimmy."
"Yes sir, I mean Daddy," he replied nervously.
"Sam is mine Jimmy, do you see? She's your wife but she belongs to me. Do you understand what I'm saying son?"
"I think so sir... Er Daddy."
"My cock was made for her Jimmy. Her precious sweet cunt was made to accept her Daddy, no one will ever fill, move her, like I do. She loves you Jimmy but she worships me. You can have her, even Babs and Naomi, but I'm the Daddy, the father of our family. Do you understand?"
"I obey you Daddy?" he asked tentatively.
"No Jimmy, you love us, you become part of our group, completely integrated with us, a man yes, but a man who acknowledges my primacy, my right to your wife, to anything you own."
Perhaps it was his upbringing, the way his Mother raised him, who knows, but as I saw the happy smile appear on his face, I saw deep within him a total acceptance of me as the primary male in our group, the alpha male, even a happiness that he wouldn't have to play that role, a role he knew he could never fill...
The weeks and months passed, all of us happy with our lifestyle. The four of us slept together most nights, often joined by Barb, who would often arrive in the middle of the night demanding I satisfy her, fill her aching need before we slept...
As I sit writing this diary a year has passed since that night when I first took Samantha, just hours before she was wed, and a year since both Naomi and Babs felt me for the first time, deep in their hungry sheathes. Naomi and Babs are facing me across the room, smiling and content, each of them holding a hungry daughter to their chests.
I can hear my babies sucking eagerly at their Mothers teats, the gurgles of nourishing milk being drunk, but I'm not watching them, instead I'm turned to my right, with my arm draped around Sam's shoulders as my daughter/granddaughter slurps noisily on her Mom's distended nipples.
"Don't drink too much sweetie," I hear Sam instruct her daughter, her smiling eyes catching mine, "I think Daddy's hungry today too..."
THE END
*
Please let me know how you liked the story. Your thoughts and ideas and reactions are what make writing the story fun. E-mail me or IM me or post a public comment below; anonymously or openly. I will answer back to all who leave a contact address. If by any chance you e-mailed me on my last submission and didn't get a reply, it was due to some glitch in my e-mail provider. I sent out quite a few replies one night and later was advised that three didn't get through but I wasn't told which ones failed -sorry.
I am working on a couple of ideas for new stories; let me know if you have any special requests.
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FINDING DANIELLE
It was a typical August day in South Florida, 99 degrees Fahrenheit with 99% humidity, the air so hot and wet it seemed to shimmer in liquid layers above the pavement as my Honda powered up the ramp onto I-95, a first, small step in a 1400 mile quest to find my missing sister Danielle.
'Danielle,' I whispered wistfully to the empty car, an indistinct, still blurry vision of a beautiful twenty year old girl drawing me inexorably northward.
I hadn't even known she was missing twelve months ago, in fact I hadn't even known that I had a sister named Danielle until Mom had let mention a family secret she had kept from me for some eighteen years. I was still angry at her for never letting me know I had a sibling, a baby girl abandoned days after her birth, a child who could have been my childhood companion.
There was only one picture that existed of Dani and Mom, a picture taken just hours after Dani's birth and just minutes before Mom's Doctor and Priest arrived to take the baby away. I had a copy of the picture hanging from the mirror as I drove; a good luck talisman that I hoped would lead me to my sister.
As I drove northward, each hour growing closer to solving this twenty year old mystery, my mind replayed what had led me to today's action…………
Mom and I had arrived in Miami thirteen months ago, in June 1999, I to attend first year at the U, and Mom to start teaching at a girls private high school, 'Miss Ritchie's', English Miami's most exclusive. We were really both fleeing from Dad, a mean drunk whose violence to Mom had finally exploded into recrimination and divorce.
I was born nineteen and a half years ago, on January 2nd 1981, in the small town of Goshen, Indiana, the son of Madeline Scouries and Jimmy Jones, two months after their hastily arranged wedding. Mom was just eighteen when she had me, a young girl who had been seduced by my Dad, a twenty-five year old whose charm and sweet talk masked a mean streak and a propensity for too much alcohol.
I was christened Roderick Scouries Jones and grew up the only child of an unhappy couple in an environment that grew increasingly poisoned as the years passed. Surprisingly in spite of our problems, the family prospered economically, Dad's gift of the gab and selling skills leading eventually to his owning a company that distributed car parts over a six state area.
Mom, who had struggled to get an education in the face of her husband's continued denigration, finally got a degree and taught English at the local high school, and became both an inspiration and a guide for me as I explored the world of knowledge………..
……….I had just turned eighteen years old when I finally got the courage to act, a boy who had been terrified of his violent father for years. He was yelling when I returned home late that cool February evening and as I walked upstairs to my room, I couldn't help but hear him throw Mom against the wall, her cry of pain the final straw to my tortured brain.
He was stunned when I crashed open their bedroom door, Dad standing naked and holding Mom by the throat, his hand ready to strike. "Get the fuck out you little prick!" he snarled, spittle exploding from his mouth.
"Dad….."
Letting Mom go and moving toward me, his fists now clenched and his face red with rage, he screamed, "I kill you, you little Momma's boy."
It really only took one blow, an uppercut that connected with all my force into his soft stomach, a blow that put him on the floor gasping for breath, to make me into a man. I suddenly knew that my fear of him had been stupid; I was already bigger and stronger than my suddenly old father.
"Go, just go," I finally screamed at him, "And if you ever hit Mom again I'll kill you."
He saw immediately something in my eyes and retreated warily, understanding instinctively that I was better avoided that night. After grabbing his clothes and keys he moved to the door, his parting comment, "We'll see about this junior. I'll be back."
Mom was on her knees in the corner, one breast hanging bare from her torn nightie and with blood dripping from the cuts on her nose and lip. Rushing to her, I lifted her and took her in my arms, holding her gently as both of us sobbed quietly.
"I sorry Mom, I'm so sorry," I cried. "I should have done that a long time ago."
"It's my fault honey, I should never let him………..it's just he's so strong………..he hurt me Roddy………."
"I love you Mom. He'll never touch you again, I promise, I'll kill him if I have to."
Its strange how one small blow can change the world, but Mom and I changed our whole life that night. Within twenty four hours Mom had ordered new locks for the doors, had seen a lawyer and also got a restraining order against Dad.
They were divorced three months later, in May of my senior year of high school, and the settlement provided a lump sum amount to Mom, a settlement that acknowledged the twenty million plus value of Dad's business.
Mom sold the house immediately and we were packed and on the road to Miami a week after I graduated, both of us wanting to get away from the hate filled face that Dad had turned on us when the Judge ordered him to stay away from his ex-wife and give her half of the families assets.
But it was during those last months before my graduation, as we planned our escape, that Mom and I crossed into forbidden sexual territory, with a physical joining that challenged all the conventional societal norms.
It started so innocently, that night when I threw Dad out of the house, when I took my bleeding Mother in my arms. I carried her to her bed and laid her down after removing the blood stained gown from her body. I washed her bloody and bruised body gently as she lay crying and then finally tucked her naked under her sheets.
"Don't leave me Roddy," she pled as I turned to go, "Please stay with me tonight."
"I won't go Mommy," I promised, and after taking off my top and shorts, joined Mom in the bed, my only covering a pair of white boxers. I held her in my arms as her tears fell softly on my shoulder and chest, caressing her lovingly until they finally slowed and then stopped and her breathing deepened into the rhythms of sleep.
As I watched her sleep that night, her breasts rising and falling softly, lust for my Mothers body was born in my heart, my penis arcing upward in desire for this woman who had borne me. A bedside lamp dimly lit the room, providing ample light for me to examine Mom's body when I stealthily lifted the sheet away from her skin.
She's beautiful, I thought to myself, so, so beautiful. She's prettier than any girl I've dated, I realized, as I touched her rich auburn hair that was curling gently around her face. Her breasts were hanging towards me as she lay on her side facing me; perfect orbs that seemed made to fit into my quivering fingers. I lightly brushed a fat nipple as it sat proudly on its pinkish red circle of skin, and watched as it hardened and lengthened at my soft touch.
I gently pushed her hip away from me, and as she slowly fell on her back, her legs spread widely, her bush of dark curls and her pink insides opened to my view. As I ran a finger along the damp slit, I stroked myself, my penis standing tall through the slot in my shorts. I came soon after, my thick sperm splattering on the stomach and legs of my sleeping Mother.
I cleaned her with my underwear, wiping most of my cum from her body, and then tossed the used boxers aside, and then slept, naked, curled tightly next to her perfect body. She awoke before me and was gone from the bed before I woke, so I don't know what she thought when she found me naked next to her, my fat cock nestled against her, her body still sticky from my seed.
We both stayed home from school the next three days, as I was unwilling to leave Mom alone with her injuries and for fear that Dad might show up anytime, and Mom not wanting to go to school with a black eye and cut lip and also wanting to arrange for a lawyer and plan her future.
Now aware of Mom as a sexual being, I couldn't help but watch her as she moved around the house, continually imagining her and I making passionate love. She was also aware of me in a way she never had been before and as we circled each other over those days there seemed to be an emotional magnetism drawing us inevitably together.
The third day, a Friday night, as we sat in the den watching TV, she asked, "Aren't you going out tonight Roddy? You haven't seen your friends for days."
"I want to stay in Mom."
"I'm OK now Rod, you don't have to worry about me, promise," she added. "Besides, I'm sure Donna is wondering where her man is tonight," a wistful, teasing sound in her voice.
"Donna and I are finished Mom," I said, referring to the girl I had been dating for the last four months.
"But Roddy……….. You and she seemed so good together."
"I don't love her Mom…………. Can I ask you something Mom?"
"Of course Roddy," she answered, as she put an arm around me and hugged me against her, "Anything."
"It's about,……. I don't know,…… you and Dad……..about sex Ma…………and love, girls……………Oh shit, its probably not the time….." I finished lamely.
"Don't be silly. You and I have got to be honest with each other, we're all we have. Now shoot away," she ordered in her school teacher's authoritative voice.
"Did you ever love Dad? I mean when you guys were young. What happened anyway?"
"He was twenty four when I met him, dressed in suit and tie, and I found him handsome and funny," she remembered. "I was sixteen then and believed him the answer to my prayers, a way to escape from my Daddy's rules and regulations. But I never really loved him Rod, and we only got married when I got pregnant with you when I was eighteen. I don't even like sex, I never did," she ended sadly.
"What? Never? You mean you don't like being kissed or cuddled or………geeze,………I mean, I love it Mom."
"How much sex have you had anyway young man?' she demanded but I could sense a grin behind her words.
"Well Mom," I started smiling, "I'm not a virgin and I do like doing it, in fact I think it's my favorite thing in the world."
"Your Dad didn't like kissing Rod. He was never gentle with me, he just pushed me down and ………… Oh God, I shouldn't have told you that," she finished, a tear rolling down her cheek.
"I would have kissed you from morning til night Mom, you're so beautiful, you're prettier than any girl I've ever seen."
"Its too bad you weren't in my class when I was in high school," she said laughing, "Now I think you better give me some details of all these girls you've been having sex with. Did your Dad ever explain about safe sex and aids and treating women correctly?"
"Yeah, right Mom." We talked for another hour that night before Mom finally rose and said she was going to bed. "Night Mom," I whispered and then kissed her on her lips, "We'll be OK as long as we stay together."
Our lips lingered for an extra second, and when our tongues lightly met we both pulled back in surprise, both of us feeling the quick sexual jolt that passed between us. I showered before bed and unable to sleep, was thinking of Mom, of the feelings I had for her when I heard soft sobs coming from her room.
"Mom, Mom are you alright?" I asked as I rushed into her room.
"I'm OK Rod, don't worry, its nothing, go to bed."
"Don't cry Mommy, please don't cry. I love you so much," I pled as I slipped next to her on the bed.
"I know you do Roddy, I love you too, don't worry about me………"
"I mean……. Mommy what I mean is…………. Oh shit………… it's just that I really love you Mommy…………like a man loves a woman," I ended, my naked body now draped against her.
"But Roddy, I'm your Mother…………..we can't ……….its not ……….."
I stopped her protests with my lips, hungrily probing her mouth with my wet tongue, finding and dueling with her now answering mouth. "No Roddy, we can't," escaped from her before I caught her lips again, my hand now finding her firm, ruby tipped breast.
"Touch me," I whispered. "Please Mom," I begged as I directed her reluctant fingers to my rearing hardness. She didn't resist as I guided her hand over its full length, letting her feel my trembling eagerness.
"It's so big," she gasped, "It's much bigger than Daddy's Rod. I'll never be able to ……."
As she continued to protest weakly, I knew she had accepted me, and that she wanted me inside herself as much as I wanted her, that what I had wished for so much was going to happen.
"I love you Mom," I whispered in her ear as I slipped a finger into her already moist channel, that most exquisite of feelings for a man, the feeling only a woman's pussy can provide, when it suctions smoothly onto a finger or cock.
"Oooooooohh,………….ooooooh Rod," Mom moaned as a second finger filled her, Mom squeezing and fondling my balls as she writhed under my touch.
Finally, with my teeth stretching a fat nipple as my tongue circled it, I entered her, my long cock filling every inch of its Mommy.
"Noooooooo, …………..Noooooooo Roddddddddy, …….Its too big,………Ooooooh GOD," she wailed as her hips started to rise to meet each of my deep strokes.
"Unnh………..…. uunnh,………………… unnnnh………………. uunnnnnhhhh……… Roddd …………. uuuunnnnnnhhhhhh......................... uuunnnnnnnnhhhhhhhhhh," she grunted as she came for the first time in her life, her spewing discharge met by spurt after spurt of my hot seed.
We lay facing each other as we panted recovering, my penis still hard and embedded in Mom as she said, "I never really believed it."
"What Mom?"
"The books, the magazines, what others said. About how good it could be. I don't think I even believed in a 'Woman's Orgasm', I thought it was a myth," she said laughing, drowning me in her kisses as she talked. "Fuck, I wasted almost twenty years with that guy."
"You got me," I said grinning, and then rolled on top of her and let her feel all of me again.
"And I'm never letting you go," she promised me, her arms and legs snaking around my body, making me a prisoner of her lust. "Fuck me Roddy; fuck your Mommy deep, as hard as you can," she begged, "Make Mommy come, pleasssseeeee…"
Later, I licked and sucked Mom's clitoris, the first time it had ever felt a tongue touch it, and she licked the stickiness from my fat length as I lapped up our combined juices from her cunt. It seemed like an endless night and then weekend, our sexual gymnastics never ending as we explored every fantasy we had ever entertained…………
In the weeks and months that followed, right through the divorce and my graduation and finally our move south to Florida, all our plans and thoughts were based upon finding a way to live together forever.
We got to Miami in late June and within weeks had bought a beautiful house in Coral Gables, close to both the U and Mom's new school, and we soon settled down in the city of sun and palms. And then, in late August, with just a small slip of the tongue, Pandora's Box was opened, and Mom send me off on a quest that I knew I would have to achieve if we were ever to be completely happy again.
It was just a small sentence, spoken as Mom lay under me, the sweat from our coupling bathing us both, "I wish Danielle was here," I heard Mom whisper, almost to herself.
"What? Who?" I asked, not sure I had heard her correctly. "Danielle who? Why?"
"Nothing Rod, nothing," Mom quickly responded, blushing and looking away.
"Mom! What?"
The story came slowly, Mom reluctant to talk at first but as she went on she became more emotional and voluble. "I had another baby Rod," she admitted finally, and then rushed on as I went to interrupt.
"Let me finish Rod. I had a baby eleven months before I had you. A little girl, Danielle. My father and your Dad and our priest, Father Joe, made me give her away, just five hours after she was born. She'd be twenty now."
"But," I finally interjected, "Where is she? Where's my sister? I can't believe it," I said, almost shouting, "I can't fucking believe it."
Mom, crying now, talked on, "I didn't want to give her away Roddy. But they made me, I was only seventeen, they made me sign papers but I didn't want to, I always wanted to find her again.."
"We'll find her Mom," I promised, knowing I'd never rest until I found my only sibling. And so started a year of research, and inquiry, and frustration, a year that had finally culminated in me driving north to Michigan onto the trail of little missing Danielle.
It was also a year that saw the birth of my daughter, a daughter born on May 1st 2000, at the end of Mom's and my first year in the sunshine state. Jacqueline Danielle Scouries is perfect, and I delayed my trip north until she was three months old, finally leaving at the insistence of Mom, who was as eager as I for me to find Danielle………………..
…………….It took me twenty-two hours of driving, my only delay quick stops to gas up, piss and grab a burger, before I drove into Mom's hometown, Goshen, Indiana, a small town of 30,000 close to the Indiana-Michigan border, at seven thirty in the morning on a warm August day. It was a town clearly past its prime, the boarded up windows of every third store on its Main Street a testament to the Wal-Marting of America and the death of small town life.
I had been born here, but Dad and Mom had moved to Fort Wayne soon after and then South Bend later, so this tired old city didn't harbor any happy memories for me as I meandered aimlessly down its streets, looking for a hotel where I could grab a nap before seeking out the man I had come all this way to see.
Doctor Grave's office was still where Mom had described it, an upstairs suite in the building next to the Goshen National Bank. He had actually delivered me, Mom had told me, but due to the adoption Danielle had been born in Michigan, just ten miles away in a clinic whose name Mom couldn't remember and by a doctor whose name had disappeared long ago from her sad memories of the day.
Doctor Graves took care of me all my life," Mom explained, "Even during Dani's pregnancy. But when Dad and Father Joe arranged the adoption it was through someone across the border so I was driven up there to a small clinic where I had the baby. I was only there a day and then Dad brought me back home," she finished.
And it was the fact that we were working in two jurisdictions that had made our research so much harder over the year I had looked. There was no birth certificate in either state for a Danielle Scouries and the adoptions agencies in both states had denied ever having handled her case. We had finally come to the conclusion that Danielle had been adopted in one of those off-the-book transactions and knew our only chance to find her was to start in Goshen with Doctor Graves and work from there.
He was semi retired but was pleased to see me when I called later that afternoon, immediately remembering Mom and my birth.
"You were a big one," he started in his folksy manner, and then added chuckling, "Didn't think I was ever going to get you out."



To my surprise he asked before I could raise the subject, "You're here about your sister aren't you?" Seeing my wordless nod, he went on, "I never felt good about that son. Your poor Momma was forced by her Daddy to give her child away. He was a tough old bugger, your Granddad, but I just couldn't go along without her consent."
"But.."
"Next thing I know that priest was involved, Father Joe, more trouble than he was worth as far as I'm concerned, anyway he got involved and the next thing I know your Mommas seeing a Doctor in Sturgis, over the border."
"Do you know what his name was Doctor?" I asked, hoping against hope he'd remember.
"Sure son," he answered, "Doctor Bean, still practices over there, never liked the whippersnapper, something crooked about him I'm sure of that. Wouldn't surprise me if money didn't change hands in that transaction," he ended.
We talked for a few minutes more before I was able to escape, elated at the progress I'd made. I called Mom with the news from my room after dinner, and my dreams that night featured a beautiful girl, her features starting to clear as she ran joyously towards her waiting brother.
Sturgis, Michigan was only thirty miles north of Goshen, a smaller and grimmer town than the one I had thought yesterday was pretty bad. Eating breakfast at nine thirty in a small diner on Maple Street I pondered what approach to use with Doctor Bean, unsure of myself after the warnings from Doc Graves.
My waitress, 'Sally' stitched in bright red letters across her breast, was happy to answer the questions of the tall, blond boy who showed such interest in her and flirted happily with me. When I left an hour later I knew that Bean's offices were on Elm, that he was open from 9 to noon and from 1 til 5, that his receptionist was Judy, 'a lovely girl but big', that strangers were welcome 'if you have insurance or money', what he was like 'he thinks he's king shit' she whispered, as well as Sally's phone number and an open invitation to call her.
I hobbled in to the Docs offices around twelve thirty, wanting to catch receptionist Judy alone before I decided on an approach. "We're not open til one," sang out as I gingerly stepped up to her desk.
"Can I wait Maam," I asked, "Just fell and twisted my ankle, fraid I may have broke it." She was big as Sally had described, but big in a good way, not fat, and she had a bright smile plastered across her face, a smile I recognized immediately as a reflection of her inner personality.
She was twenty-four, single and lived alone, blond and blue eyed and by the time the doctor and other patients arrived in the office around one I had arranged to have dinner with this pretty girl. I left without seeing the Doctor, getting a hearty laugh from Judy when I explained that her kind words and sweet manner alone had been enough to cure me.
Even though I had ulterior motives, I didn't feel guilty later that night, when after dinner and dancing in a neighboring town, I ended up in Judy's bed. I had warned her over dinner that I was only in town for the week and that I had a wife back in Florida, but also let her know how sexy she was and how badly I wanted her.
"Oh God Rod," she gasped as I penetrated her, her large arms squeezing me against her luxurious body. And no acting was required by me as I reveled in the feel of her, as I kissed her welcoming lips, as I fondled her extraordinary tits or as I emptied spurt after spurt of my seed deep within her.
It had been Wednesday when I met her and I stayed happily with her Thursday and Friday nights, the sex holding me as much as my quest. I had got copies of her keys made Friday, after surreptitiously lifting her spare ring before leaving, keys that were all tagged neatly, Doctors Office, Filing Cabinet, Basement, etc, etc.
In talking with her over the three days I knew exactly where to look for the files I needed, and waited patiently for Saturday which offered me the best chance. "We close at noon Saturday Rod," she had explained, "And the Doctor goes out of town until Monday." Later she had told me, "I'm sorry Rod, but I can't see you Saturday afternoon, I'm busy at my Aunts. But I'll be home for dinner."
So Saturday afternoon it was and within fifteen minutes I had found a slim file titled 'Madeleine Scouries', Moms name, and within read a short recap of Dani's birth and a note to see the files of 'Mr. and Mrs. John Hinn and of Danielle Hinn. At first I couldn't find any of the three files but finally located them in his 'Inactive Files' section, all three in a row.
When I read the first I panicked, seeing dry doctor's notes that described the automobile accident that killed Danielle's adopted parents. I rushed to read hers and was relieved to learn she hadn't been involved but had left Sturgis to go live with her Aunt in Kalamazoo.
It was easy after that, just one phone call to her Aunt finally gave me all the info I had been seeking for over a year.
"Danielle Hinn please," I asked the old woman who answered on the third ring.
"Oh, I'm sorry, she doesn't live here anymore," answered Miss Hinn.
"Oh hi, are you Dani's Aunt Mary?" I asked and then added, "She always talked about you."
"You know my Dani?"
"Yes in high school but I moved away and haven't talked to her in years. It's too bad I missed her, I'm in Kalamazoo for a few days and had hoped to see her."
"Oh well she's still in town, she goes to Kalamazoo College now. She's going to be a writer," she said proudly. "But she's living with a friend near the campus now. It's a man she's living with though," she warned. Before hanging up on Dani's Aunt I had both her address and telephone number and knew that it would only be days before I met my only sibling.
I spent Saturday night and Sunday with Judy, a last weekend of relaxation before the final step, and I regretted leaving her welcoming body as I drove the fifty miles to Kalamazoo on a sunny Monday morning.
I took my time that morning, in no real rush now that I was so close and after a cursory drive through the city rented a room in a local motel. Later, I drove to the campus, wanting to see the school Dani was attending, trying to get a glimpse of her life before I met her.
Jesus, it's her, I swore to myself, as I saw a beautiful, dark haired girl approaching me on the path, a girl whose incredible likeness to Mom left no doubt as to her parentage. My mouth hanging agape, I stared for the first time upon my sister as she seemed to float towards me, a happy smile on her face.
When she was about ten feet from me she looked up, and caught me, now standing rigidly still, watching her with a weird, almost manic expression on my face. For a second she hesitated, almost as if she had recognized me, but then caught herself and hurried past, and glanced back once to see me still standing transfixed.
When she disappeared into a doorway seconds later I came out of my near coma, and was instantly aware of my cock, rock hard and pulsing in my shorts. What the fuck, I thought, she's your sister, but then seconds later my penis started spurting, and my seed was splashing into my shorts as I hurriedly turned away, both stunned and scared by my physical reaction to her.
Up to that point I had never really thought what I was going to do when I found Danielle. Oh, I had got as far as envisioning a happy reunion with Mom and me, and then somehow the three of us all living happily together under the Florida sun. But instantly, as I felt my sperm spreading stickily down my legs, I knew I wanted more, that Dani couldn't be only a sister to me, I knew that I wanted my sister also as a lover and a mother to my babies.
Ecstatic to have finally found her, and now ravenously hungry for her young body, a body so much like Mom's, and yet different, I returned to my Motel, knowing I'd have to make a new plan, a plan that included not only meeting her but also ensured my taking of her ripe young body.
First I went to a Spy Store in the next town, buying telephone and room bugs, and a video camera, all combined with a system of communication so that I could download sound and pictures to my lap-top from outside. I knew her address from her aunt and so quickly cased her building, a small L-shaped three story apartment building with maybe fifty units, a building that seemed to cater to the local Kalamazoo College's students.
The security was laughable; the front door was open due to the August heat, and I easily entered and then found Sis's apartment on the second door. She looked out towards the back so I exited the building and cautiously wandered to the back, but was surprised and happy to see a swimming pool with eight or ten kids my age lounging around.
Two young coeds, eighteen or nineteen, lying poolside in sexy little bikinis, each with a beer in her hand, were separated from the rest so I approached them first.
"Hi girls," I started.
After giving me a quick once over, and noting my age and looks and dress, one replied friendlily, "Hi to you too."
"Do you guys live here?" I asked and then quickly added, "Hi I'm Rod. I'm trying to rent a place around here and before I talk to some landlord I'd like to know how people living here like it."
In the minutes that followed I told them my supposed life story – How I was just arrived from Florida ('Oh no wonder you have such a nice tan,' one interjected), and was going to start at the college soon, needed a place to stay, didn't know anything about the town etc., etc.
"Where are you staying now?" the blond, Gina, asked.
"I got into town yesterday, I'm staying at the Delta Inn on Main Street," I answered.
"Oh, it's a dump," the other, a brunette named Chris interjected.
"It's just for a while." I replied, shrugging.
I spent the rest of the afternoon with the girls and by five I knew they'd both like to fuck me, and that if I played my cards right might end up with the two of them in my bed that night. I asked them to dinner but they insisted I come eat at their place, which turned out fortunately to be on the third floor and kitty corner to Danielle's, giving me a vantage point for my spying.
Later, as we barbequed burgers on the patio, Gina cursed and then said, as she watched a man by the pool, "There's that asshole again Chris." And then seeing my quizzical look added, "One of the girls on the second floor, Dani something, lives with him, she's okay, she's a student but he's a real loser, Roger something – a truck driver he says, but there's something fishy about him," she added contemptuously.
Chris and Gina proved a perfect tonic for me that night. On top of the beer we smoked a couple of joints and soon we were romping naked in their Queen Size waterbed. Judy had reawakened my sexual hunger, and these two horny coeds, with their firm teen bodies and their happy smiles brought me again and again to orgasm before we finally fell asleep sticky and sated.
They were both working the next morning but offered me a key and told me they'd be happy to have me stay with them until I got a place of my own, and I could see Gina was almost ready to offer me her bed full time. After the girls left I went downstairs and was waiting in my car when Roger came out of the building alone and took off in his van, followed minutes later by my sister, carrying books and riding a bike.
Carrying a bag of clothes and my Spy purchases back to the girls flat, I watched the still quiet back of the building for a few minutes, laughing when I saw Dani's patio door slightly ajar. After rushing downstairs and outside, I cautiously approached the patio, its floor about eight feet off the ground.
Seeing no one, I leapt and was up and over and then inside the apartment in ten seconds, amused at how innocent some people were. It was a typical student flat, with just one bedroom and furnished with a lot of second hand mismatched furniture. The only thing worth anything was a new Laptop Computer sitting on the desk in the corner.
After quickly bugging her phone and both rooms, and installing the hi-tech camera in a light fixture, I started to explore, taking my time trying to find out everything I could about my unknown sister.
She loved lacy, silk underwear, not thongs, but little, high cut French briefs, and when I left I had a red one tied around my cock.
As her Aunt had told me, I knew Danielle wanted to be a writer and I soon found evidence of her work, pages of story attempts spread everywhere, balled up rejects littering the floor.
But it was in the bottom drawer of her desk, behind a lock I easily bypassed, that I found her secret trove, a series of erotic stories that had me stroking myself as I read. Finally, I grabbed them all up, and took them with me when I left, wanting to take my time exploring Danielle's secret unspoken fantasies.
I also found her private diary in a folder on her computer called 'Odd Jobs' and wondered again at the naïve trusting of my sister as I printed out twenty of the most interesting pages. I left with an extra set of Dani's keys and after getting a new set made at the local hardware store and making copies of Sis's stories at a Kinko's on campus, returned the keys and originals back to her place.
I spent a fun afternoon by the pool, sipping beer between swims, Dani's stories continually exciting and surprising me, her sexual hunger leaping off every page. I knew immediately after reading the stories what I was going to do to Dani, the exact circumstances under which she'd feel her brother's big cock for the first time.
I stayed two more nights with Gina and Chris, the girls delighted to be satisfied so often by their new lover, never suspecting it was Dani's face I was seeing each time I buried my shaft in one of their juicy sheathes.
I spent the first day after I planted the bugs listening to sis and her boyfriend on tape, and as I listened to them I became more and more irritated, unable to understand why my intelligent sister was living with this idiot. He was both stupid and a boor, and as I heard him grunting as he fucked her roughly, and heard her cry of frustration when he came prematurely before she could achieve any kind of pleasure, I started to understand her desperate desire to be taken forcefully by a real man, a desire that was so evident in her prose.
Watching the tape, seeing her lying unsatisfied on her back, her fingers pressed into her still distended pussy lips, I smiled, knowing that soon her nubile young body would be writhing under me, thrashing in joy as my long spear impaled her.
I listened to the second nights tapes on Saturday morning and was relieved to hear Roger tell Dani he had to leave on Saturday for a delivery job that would take him first to St. Louis and then Chicago before returning home Tuesday. I grimaced while hearing him fuck my sister doggie style but knew this would be the last time he ever saw her.
I told the girls after dinner that I had to leave, and that I was sorry but that I had been lying to them. "I'm with the FBI," I started, wanting to leave them with an exciting story, a story that would go perfectly with the wild sex we had enjoyed.
"What?" they both squealed in unison.
"Roger," I simply said, pointing towards Dani's apartment.
"Its drugs, isn't it?" asked Gina eagerly, almost pleading to be proved right about the neighbor she didn't like.
"Of course," I answered, "But you girls have to be quiet about it for a little longer. I'm taking the girl tonight or tomorrow morning," I explained, "Her boyfriends on a drug run right now, we need her in the witness protection program before he returns."
"The Witness Program," Chris whispered in awe, and then added "But what about him?"
I could see the two were both almost pissing their pants they were so excited. "We'll be back for him within a week or two, once we have Dani's testimony in front of the Grand Jury," I answered, and then added in a cop's voice, "But be careful, he's very dangerous."
"I knew it, I just knew something was wrong with that guy," Gina finally said, a smile of vindication spread across her face.
I left their apartment around midnight, when I finally heard Danielle's breathing fall into the regular cadence of sleep through my planted bugs, leaving both girls excited and happy to have been a part of an FBI sting operation, a story I knew they would repeat often and proudly in the years to come.
Dani's apartment was dark when I used the stolen key to let myself in, with just enough ambient light to let me see my way through her living room and into her bedroom. She was lying on top of the sheets on this warm August night, with just a light breeze from the open window gently moving the air across her ample curves.
A pair of panties was all she wore, and I wondered momentarily if they were the red silk ones she seemed to favor. I had left my sandals at the door and it took but a second to pull my tank top over my head and drop my shorts to my ankles, freeing my already raging penis.
It took her a second to react when I covered her, but once awake and aware she became ferocious and savage, doing everything in her power to throw me off. Somehow I had known she wouldn't scream or yell, something in her prose had made me believe she would fight silently.
I was too big and too strong of course and slowly wore her down, finally capturing her two wrists in one hand and forcing them over her head. I held her jaw steady with the other as my lips found hers, her spit of protest forced back into her mouth. With my heavy thighs between hers, forcing her wide, I moved my hand from her jaw to her breast, hurting her just a bit as I squeezed and then bit on her nipple, now impossibly long.
"YOU PRICK, YOU BASTARD," She moaned as I entered her, splitting her deeply with one long deep thrust, even as her body continued to writhe under me.
"I love you Dani," I whispered, as I rhythmically pistoned into her already sopping centre, each of my hard strokes bringing an involuntary grunt from my fully filled sister.
"Fuck you," was her only response, as her suddenly free hands started to land blows on my face and head and it took me painful seconds before I had her arms stretched wide, again held down by mine. As I continued to fuck my sister, slowly and steadily working her hot insides, her shoulder and head continued to thrash, trying to throw me off but at the same time her legs locked together like steel bars around my back, not allowing my hips to escape.
My sperm flooded her as her body gushed forth its orgasm, her only sound a forlorn, primitive wail that signaled her total sexual surrender.
"Get out now, you bastard," she finally said, my weight still holding her down, my prick softening slowly within her. "Just get out," she said again, "You've raped me, now get out."
"No, I'm not finished Dani," I whispered, "Now turn on your light, I want to see you."
"You fucking idiot," she hissed. "You don't want me to see you, you don't want me to be able to recognize you," she finished just before I jumped off the bed and switched on the bedside lamp.
"You!" she exclaimed, recognizing me immediately from the meeting on the path. "Why me? What do you want?" she demanded, as her eyes involuntarily moved greedily over my body.
"I've come for you Dani; I've the man you've being looking for all your life."
"Fuck you! Just get out," she insisted, a desperate plea in her small voice.
I lifted and turned her easily; forcing her head down as I lifted her hips and as my hands cupped, then squeezed her full breasts, I pushed my fat length easily into her distended gash.
"NOOOOOOO!" she moaned as her body started to betray her, as her cunt strove to clench me, to hold me.
"You've always wanted this Dani," I whispered in her ear, "You've always wanted a man to come and take you like this, a real man, not a wimp like Roger."



"You don't know me! I hate you, STOP," she howled, her bucking hips still welcoming me.
"I've read your stories Danielle."
"What?" she cried, as she lifted her head and her eyes sought out the drawer in the desk.
"Yes, Dani, the bottom drawer, I've read them all."
"But how," she wailed, "They're private, they're mine, you can't read them, you have no right."
"I came the other day Dani. I took a copy of every one. It's funny, don't you think Dani, that the heroine of all your stories is called Danielle and she's always taken by a powerful man, isn't it?" I finished, my fat shaft still filling her.
"They're mine! You had no right," she yelled, her second orgasm starting to pulse outward from her centre, her legs trembling as my cum quickly filled her and oozed slowly down her legs. "The stories are just fiction," she started to explain, "Just innocent fantasies, that's all, I never wanted this," she finished, sobbing softly.
"Fantasies?" I asked laughing, "I also read your diary Danielle, your little personal diary where you beg for a man to come and take you away."
"You fucker," she screamed, angry again.
"Suck my cock Dani, suck my sperm into your mouth, I want to feel your lips around me," I all of a sudden insisted harshly.
"I'll bite it off before I suck it, you prick."
"I got to piss," I suddenly said, hopping off the bed and moving towards the bathroom, "And then after I shower I think I'll fill you again."
"This isn't a hotel you ass," she yelled, and grabbing the phone said, "Get out now or I'll call the cops."
"Call them," I laughed, "I'm sure my jury will love to read your stories and diary."
She followed me, watching as I emptied my bladder, my heavy penis and the stream of my hot, yellow piss seeming to mesmerize her. "Do you like watching me Dani," I teased.
She finally responded, asking, "Why are you shaved?" a reference to my hairless groin and balls.
"Do you like it?' I asked leering as I shook the last drops of piss from its end. And then entering the shower I ordered, "Wash me Dani, soap my hard body."
Almost unconsciously she entered behind me and soaped me slowly, her soft hands moving everywhere, taking extra time on my shaft, my hanging sac, my ass. She toweled me dry, her face alternatively grinning then frowning.
"I hate you," she snarled and then asked plaintively, "Are you going?" as I bent to grab my shorts and top and then headed for the door.
"Do you want me to stay?" I asked grinning, as I waved my penis toward her. She scowled at me as I pulled on my shorts, and then as I turned to go, I said quietly, "You're just like your Mommy, Dani, just like her."
I felt her before I heard her, as she smashed into my back, one arm snaking around my neck, strangling, the other hand scratching a deep groove on my back as she locked her legs around me, hanging off me as she yelled. "You not satisfied just raping my body, you bastard, but you also read my diary and want to rape my mind. Did you laugh when you read how I'm was given away, how my Mother just threw me out, how I've been looking for her all my life? Does it make you feel good, you bastard?" she finished as she slipped from my back and lay balled up on the floor, sobbing uncontrollably.
I sat next to her on the floor, and held her head in my lap, lightly caressing her soft curls as she wept. "She teaches high school English in Miami, she writes too," I finally said, as my fingers continued to move on her hair. "She never wanted to give you away. She's never been really happy since she lost you."
Raising her head, watching my eyes as she spoke, she asked, "How do you know? Why are you telling me this?"
"I want you to make love to me Dani, that's why. Make love to me and I'll take you to your Mommy. We can go tomorrow."
"Fuck, it's all a lie, isn't it? You're just a fucking manipulator," she ended, a deep sadness in her voice.
"I'll go then," I said, as I stood and moved again toward the door.
Her arms encircled my legs, holding me as her lips grazed my buttocks, as her tongue licked down my crack and across my anus and as she moved her mouth towards my hanging sac, my balls. "Stay," she begged softly, "Please stay."
I lay on my back on the bed for the next forty-five minutes as she did everything in her power to please me, using her fingers, her arms, her mouth, her silky hair, her breasts, her feet, her toes, and finally her pink insides to bring me to a smashing crescendo of ejaculation, and she was laughing happily when I finally sent my sperm roaring into her as she sat astride me.
"Jesus" I finally moaned.
"Shhhhhhh," she whispered, as she lay on me, her breasts softly pressing into me, her lips moving to mine. We lay quiet for minutes before she said, "I don't care if you were lying, fuck it, it's fucking OK, yes I loved you in me. No, don't lie," she said, stopping me from responding by covering my mouth with her hand.
"What time is it?' I finally asked.
"Late. Why? Go to sleep."
"Wake me at eight-thirty, we'll leave at nine."
"What? For where?"
"Florida, Mommy. Pack everything you want to keep. You're not coming back here."
"But…."
"I'm your brother Rod," I finished, and then watched as a thousand different emotions, reactions instantly flashed across her countenance, and then finally saw, deep within her eyes, a complete acceptance of my words and a happiness explode within her.
"My brother," uttered almost reverentially, were the last words I heard before I fell exhausted into slumber.
We left just before nine the next morning, having easily fit every thing Dani wanted to keep in my car. Chris and Gina were outside watching as we packed and I gave each a quick kiss before I pulled away from the curve.
"What was that all about," Dani asked jealously.
"Is a long story Sis," I answered chuckling, "I'll tell you about it as we drive. In fact, I'll tell you the whole story of how I found you." And then said, pointing to the picture under the mirror, "That's you and Mom the day you were born."
She held it almost reverentially as she studied the shot taken twenty plus years ago and finally said, "She looks so young. God, she's younger than I am now. She looks like me though," she added happily. "She's definitely my Mom," she finished, a touch of disbelief at her good fortune echoing in her voice.
We talked non stop for fourteen hours, just stopping for quick refills of gas and food as the miles piled up on the odometer, first Michigan, then Indiana, Ohio, West Virginia, Virginia, and then North and South Carolina flashed by before I pulled off into a small motel in a rustic town two-thirds of the way through sleepy, coastal Georgia.
"Why are we stopping? Can't we just drive right through?" Dani pled. "I want to see her Rod; I want to see her so bad. I'm not sleepy."
"Its another seven hours Dani, we'll be home tomorrow afternoon. Besides," I said as I pulled her into my arms, "Who said anything about sleep?" After we tried swallowing each others tongue, I broke away, telling her gasping, "Jesus Danielle, let me get a room."
"Maybe we shouldn't be doing this," were the first words out of her mouth after we tumbled excitedly into the small room, my $32.50 getting exactly what I paid for, a threadbare rug, two twin beds and a TV that looked like it might be a black and white. "We are brother and sister after all," she teased, her fingers already sliding over my crotch.
"Shit sis, half the married couples in rural Georgia are made up of siblings."
"You're bad," she said laughing as she slid down my chest and on to her knees, her fingers slipping my growing monster from his hiding place. "Does my little brother like his fat penis sucked, would he like his sister to show him what a big girl can do?" she purred as she popped my prick between her lips. I came quickly, the insistent swirling of her wet tongue combined with her hands caressing my balls and stroking my cock irresistible.
As my strings of saucy cum splattered into her mouth she stroked me harder and harder, milking every last drop from my slippery stick. "Do you like tasting me Dani? Do you like your little brothers hot cream?"
As she rose and kissed me, she shared the last of her meal with me, feeding back to me my seed, a tasty treat delivered by the tip of my sisters probing tongue. "I'm going to eat you now Dani, just like you wrote about it in your story; you know the one where the alien with his prehensile tongue drives you nearly insane…"
"That was just a fantasy," she whispered as I moved between her legs, her excitement evident as her lower lips were already pouting outwards damply, her clitoris dark red and peeking. "OOOOOH FUCK," she howled, as she lifted her hips into my first light lick. Cupping her rear cheeks in my hands, the middle digit of my left hand a knuckle deep in her tight ass, I sucked impatiently on her now pulsing clit and only stopped when I felt the first powerful spasm inside of her. I licked deeply inside her then, lapping up her orgasmic discharge like a thirsty dog, as her groans echoed around me.
Later as we lay side by side, our bodies just lightly touching, I said, a wide grin on my face, "So you don't think we should make love, is that right?"
"Ha, ha, ha," she replied laughing. "If you think Senor Penis is going to sleep tonight before he meets Senorita Pussy you're dreaming," she added as her hand clasped my rearing hardness and she rolled on top of me………….
We awoke around seven, awash in the smell of our sexual juices, sticky but happy, and rushed laughing to the shower, a shower whose weak dribble of tepid water hardly washed the sticky goo from our bodies. "Wear your white dress," I asked, as she toweled off, holding up a light cotton summer dress to her, a dress that contrasted perfectly with her black hair and twinkling dark eyes. "And red panties," I added, tossing her one of her flimsy silk creations.
"You want me to look pretty for Mommy, don't you Roddy?"
"Sweetie, you'd look pretty in anything," I replied almost reverently. "I got a gift for you, here," I said, offering her a small box.
"Is it jewelry," she asked, with a happy excitement that you hear in every girl's voice when she receives a present, especially jewelry. "Oh Rod, ……..my god,………… but Rod we're ……..how can we……..when did you get it….." she stammered as she slipped the diamond topped ring onto her finger.
"Will you marry me Dani? Will Miss Danielle S. Hinn become the wife of Roderick Scouries, to have and to hold, to cherish…..?" I whispered, having fallen to my knee to ask.
"Yesssss,……………Oh Yes," she shrieked, "But how can… we're brother and sister."
"No, we're two people who met while I was on vacation in Michigan, fell madly in love and got married before returning home."
"But………. You want to get married today?" she asked, again surprised.
"The exit sign on the highway said there was a Justice of the Peace in this town. How about breakfast and then a trip to the altar," I finished, lifting her delicious body and carrying her towards the little restaurant connected to the motel office.
She had a handful of red roses in her arms and a single white bloom over her left ear when forty-five minutes later the Justice declared, 'I now pronounce you man and wife', and as she moved into my arms and we kissed I couldn't stop the tear of joy that trickled slowly down my cheek.
We drove south; I with my right around my sister, my beautiful bride, and with her soft body nestled comfortably against me I felt a previously unimagined completeness.
"Are we there, is this Miami?" she suddenly asked when I pulled onto an exit ramp.
"No love, we're still three hours away. I need some gas and I want to show you the ocean. After filling up I went east to the ocean and turned south when we hit the A1A Coastal Highway. Four miles south of Vero Beach I pulled into a deserted parking lot, a lot servicing a State Beach Park. "C'mon Dani, I'll show you the ocean," and led my smiling bride over a dune and onto an empty, white sand beach.
"Oh Rod," she gasped, "It's so beautiful."
"Swim?" I asked, as I pulled my shirt over my head and dropped my pants.
As I ran towards the breaking surf Dani yelled, "But Rod…. We're in public." But after I surfaced from my dive into the foamy water, I saw her moving towards me, her fingers working franticly to undo the buttons on the front of her dress, and when it fell off her shoulders she started to run, and after two splashing steps in the surf launched herself into my waiting arms.
"God, I think I've ruined my silk panties," she laughed as she hugged me, her firm wet breasts pressed against me.
"We better take them off then," I said, as I bent and pulled the red, lacy cloth from her legs and threw them out for the fish. We made love right at the shoreline, and with the sun beating down on my back while the waves lapped against our legs, I entered her for the first time as her husband. After filling her with my seed, I left my still hard cock in her for minutes, not wanting any of my sperm to escape from her dark cave.
Later as we lay facing each other in the breaking surf, I asked softly, "Will you have my babies Danielle? I want to see my babies come out of you so bad."
"Me too," she answered in a whisper, her lips just inches from my ear. "And our babies are going to drink their Mommies milk Roddy, something I never had a chance to do," she ended, a wistful note in her voice.
"And will you let Daddy drink some of his Mommies milk," I asked, my lips finding one of her fat buds and sucking hungrily.
"Maybe," she teased. "But I think you're going to have to practice a bit, uuuumm, yes that's better," she sighed as I stretched her nipple with my teeth.
We dressed and left after another slow joining, and as I drove, pantyless Danielle held her dress near her waist, displaying her silky black pelt to her lover. About an hour short of Miami, she jumped, as if almost in alarm, and said, "God, I almost forgot about Mom. What are we going to say, explain, 'Oh hi Mom, good to see you, I just met my only sibling, then fucked him and then we got married, aren't you happy to see your missing daughter?' Fuck, all my life I've wanted her and now.."
"You have another sibling Dani, a little sister."
"What? You didn't say anything?" she said.
"Christ honey, we've only known each other for thirty-six hours."
"Well…, what's her name?"
"She's also your niece. She's just three months old."
The seconds stretched silently, and I could almost see her mind working before she shouted, "But that's impossible unless you're the father," and then as she watched my eyes and I saw her understanding she gasped, "MOTHER FUCKER," not even aware of the appropriateness of her remark.
It was ten miles before either of us spoke again, and when she finally spoke I almost ran us off the road I was so nervous. But it was with a soft chuckle that she said, "Christ I've had more fun and sex and excitement in two days with you than I had in the first twenty years of my life. Its fucking impossible to even imagine what I've missed," she finished, shaking her head. "So, talk," she demanded.
"Let's go see Mom, Sis, we've got the rest of our lives to talk," I said as I took her small hand in mine………………
When we finally pulled into our driveway, the hot summer sun was still shining brightly, and I saw Mom come out the front door just as Danielle stepped from the car. As I watched them flying into each others arms I knew everything was fine and that the three of us would always be together.
They talked together breathlessly for hours, before, during and after dinner, the man in their life almost totally forgotten. It was only later when Mom took her hungry baby to her breast that I whispered to my bride, "There's milk for you too Dani."
"Yes Dani, come here, you're little sister would love you to share my milk," Mom offered, lifting her full orb in offering.
"Really?..........You mean it?" My bride asked, a greedy plea in her voice.
"I've been waiting twenty years to feel your lips on my teat," Mom said. "To feel my beautiful daughter drink the milk I made for her," she finished, guiding Danielle's head to her thick nipple. "Oh yes Dani," Mom moaned as her daughter tasted her milk, drawing a deep stream into her mouth.
Swallowing and pulling back for a second, Dani laughed throatily and with a white dribble on her chin, and clearly ecstatic, gushed, "Oh Mommy, it's so good, so, so good," and then latched back on to her Mom's nipple.
Later Mom said to us, "Well you two, it's your wedding night, you better get to bed. Rod you be gentle with your little sister, you're beautiful bride, I'll see you in the morning."
"Oh no Mommy," both Dani and I said in unison, "You're sleeping with us tonight!"
And she did………………..
Please let me know how you liked the story. Your comments are what make writing the story fun. E-mail me or IM me or post a public comment below; anonymously or openly. I will answer back to all who leave a contact address. Please!
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For Gayle - This is a story inspired by a kind e-mail sent to me by a person from Canada in response to a recent story, and so I decided to write a story set in Montreal, Canada, a city where I spent one wild summer semester eighteen years ago trying to improve my French.
GAYLE'S DAD
Montreal - Fall 2003
"YOU PRICK ALISTAIR!" I heard down the phone line, immediately recognizing the caustic voice of my ex-wife, the only person in the world who called me Alistair.
"Monica," I answered, a weary resignation in my voice, "What can I help you with today?"
"So you won, you bastard," she squawked, "You finally got that little slut on your side, didn't you?"
What is this bitch mumbling about today I asked myself, fighting the desire to just drop the phone back into its cradle and go back to reading my morning paper.
"ALISTAIR, are you still there?"
"Yes Monica, I'm here. What are you talking about anyway?"
"As if you didn't know. I'm talking about your fucked up daughter; did you forget you had a daughter Alistair?"
CLICK – Enough, I thought as I stood up and walked out the front door into a beautiful, sunny, warm, early September day. I turned left at the corner and within minutes was walking through the east gate, the 'Milton Avenue Gate', and then onto the campus of McGill University.
As I walked slowly through this grassy, tree lined oasis in the heart of Montreal, with the young, eager faces of another generation of students flowing by me, I gradually felt the bitterness that Monica's call had raised fade.
An hour later, when I finally returned to my house, refreshed but still feeling uneasy about Monica's phone call, my niece Izzy was sitting waiting for me on my front steps
"Hi Unc," she yelled out, her perpetual smile lighting up her face.
"Hi to you too honey," I answered as we hugged each other in greeting. "When did you get back anyhow?" I added, as I unlocked the front door and led her in.
"Yesterday, I drove up with a friend from Burlington."
As I sat down on the sofa in the den I asked, "What have you been doing for the last month anyway? Your Mom told me on the phone you were off on a secret mission, all hush, hush."
After sitting down on my lap and then positioning herself comfortably, with her head resting softly against my shoulder she answered, a very unlike Isabel, nervous, cautious look on her face, "It's the reason I'm here today Unc, I've got something to tell you. It's sorta a surprise."
Immediately I knew somehow her visit and Monica's call were connected and asked, "Is this got something to do with Gayle?"
"Izzy!" I insisted again, as I could see my niece wavering.
Finally she blurted out, "She's in Montreal Uncle Bill, she decided to go to McGill."
"What are you talking about? She started at Dartmouth last week," I almost yelled, baffled by Izzy's words, unable to process the thought that my estranged daughter was living in the same city as I. But then seeing Izzy shake her head at my words I added, "She didn't even apply here."
"It's a complicated story Unc" Isabel started; her normal impish grin and good humor now back on her face. "I knew I had to do something to get you two back together so I... "
"So you what?"
"Do you remember I told you that last summer Gayle was applying to all those universities when she was at the farm?" Seeing my nod she went on, a proud look on her face, "Well I took a complete copy of one of her applications and sent it to McGill."
"Huh?"
"Well of course she was accepted! Your daughter may be a jerk and a weirdo sometimes Unc, but she is smart. I even got her a full ride scholarship!"
"What? Do they know she's my daughter? And how did you know what was happening?"
"I used my address, not hers, on the application Uncle Bill," she replied, beaming proudly. "Once she got early acceptance last January, I replied, accepted for her and even reserved a place in residence for her."
"But Gayle didn't know?"
"Of course not! That's what I've been doing the last two weeks. I went down to Philadelphia to talk her out of Dartmouth and convince her that she had to come here."
"Jesus, you stayed with Monica?" I gasped, impressed by both her audacity and her willingness to suffer for the cause.
"You know I'd do anything for you Unc, even if it meant a week with 'The Monster'," she whispered in my ear as she pressed her firm young body into mine. "Mmmnn, you feel nice today," she added, snuggling even tighter.
"Izzy!" I tried to admonish the little scamp, as she rubbed her rear end seductively over me, and then asked, "How did you ever convince her? I thought she never wanted to see her cruel, unjust, evil father ever again."
"Trade secret Uncle," she replied laughing as she launched herself out of my lap and headed for the kitchen.
I chuckled to myself, thinking of poor Gayle trying to withstand the whirlwind that was her cousin, and understood just as Gayle probably did, that it was impossible to stand in the way of something Izzy really wanted. Just as I knew that one day Izzy would really decide to seduce her uncle and that when that day arrived I would joyfully acquiesce.
"I did good, huh Unc?" she asked when she reappeared with a glass of milk and a donut in her hands.
"Pretty good sweetie," I agreed, "But will she be happy to see me?"
"You just leave it me," she laughed, and as I watched her couldn't help but think back on how I had got to this place in my life...
The Past -
... I had been christened William Alistair Crowley thirty-seven years ago, the second child of a forty-seven year old farmer and his forty-two year old teacher wife, on Dad's 400 acre farm just twenty miles northeast of Burlington, Vermont.
Dad, an old, hard-bitten, long time bachelor farmer had met my Mom, a spinster teacher, at a Church meeting, and within months had fallen in love with her, and then somehow had convinced her to marry him. Neither had expected children so the appearance of first my sister Cathy and then me within two years had been not only a surprise but also a delight for the couple.
We had a great childhood – kind loving parents, Mom's insistence that we do well in school, all combined with the fun, the hard work and the healthy outdoor environment of the farm. We both did well in high school and in the fall of 1983 Cathy, the valedictorian of her senior class, left home for Yale on a full scholarship.
We were all stunned when she came home the next May, six months pregnant, with no boyfriend even mentioned, almost as if it had been an immaculate conception. Despite Mom and Dad's misgivings, Sis insisted on not only having her baby but also raising it.
On Aug 15th, 1984, Isabel Brenda Crowley, Izzy, a blond, blue eyed bundle of joy arrived and all of our doubts were immediately overcome. I loved her the first day I saw her, sucking eagerly from her Momma's tit, and had loved her ever since. Mom and Dad were of course captivated also and little Izzy became the most spoiled and loved baby in Vermont.
I enrolled at the University Of Vermont that fall, having decided to eschew the chance for an Ivy League education in favor of staying with the family, not wanting to miss any of the unfolding drama.
But I didn't do much better! I met Monica Brown during our first week at school, at an initiation dance for all the freshmen. Love or lust – who knows? We were both innocents and notwithstanding the lessons I should have learned from Sis, I fell for her and Monica was pregnant within a fortnight.
We married at Christmas despite the reservations of both sets of parents and Gayle Anne Crowley, a beautiful, black haired darling, a perfect daughter, was born September 1 1985.
It was during those first few years of their life that Gayle and Isabel developed a connection with each other that I knew would endure until they died. And although Monica and I went to Boston after graduating, I to Harvard for an MA followed by a PhD, while Monica taught elementary school and mothered, each summer we returned to the farm for two months and the girl's friendship was instantly resumed.
The fall of 1992, my Doctorate from Harvard in hand, I returned to Burlington and the University as an Associate Professor in the Department of Economics, a specialist in world trade patterns and the North American Free Trade Agreement. It was great to be back home, to be able to spend time with Sis and Isabel, to see Izzy and Gayle playing together, and to help Mom and Dad who were finally showing their age.
But it was when we went back to Burlington that Monica's and my troubles really began. We had both realized when we were living in Boston that we weren't truly in love, but like so many other couples, we had let it slide. We had a comfortable lifestyle; good friends, nice apartment, Dads farm as a retreat, enough money, we liked each other, the sex was good, but no... no 'magic' lets call it.
And while I loved going home, Monica hated it, finding it dull and uninteresting after cosmopolitan Boston. Everybody who's been through a breakup knows the story and it wasn't much different for us. From small criticisms to carping at each other to major blow ups to sleeping in separate beds – finally even great sex couldn't keep us together.
I was shocked but relieved to arrive home one afternoon in the fall of 1999 to find Monica and Gayle gone, the note of goodbye after almost fifteen years just three lines long.
The divorce was ugly – is there ever a nice one? And even though I was a University Professor, with a home and farm, and a support system in place for a young girl, the Judge refused to accept that I, a male, would be a better parent for fourteen year old Gayle and so awarded custody to Monica, now ensconced in the suburbs of Philadelphia with the man she had run off with.
I, of course, was allowed to see Gayle, I had one weekend a month, and either Christmas or Easter, and a month on the farm in the summer, but slowly the magical bond I had always had with the person I loved most in the world stretched until it had finally broken.
"She doesn't want to see you any more Uncle," Izzy reported during the summer of 2001. "But don't feel bad, she also hates her Mom, her step-dad, she doesn't have a boyfriend and she's a geek, and she wanders around in all black costumes." explained Isabel. "Just leave it to me; it's just a girl teenage thing."
I took a job in Montreal that fall, a full professorship at McGill that was too enticing to refuse, and the short commute home allowed me weekends and holidays with Cathy and Izzy.
The only thing that had allowed me to have any hope during the two years of the estrangement with Gayle was my sister and her daughter who continually put in the good word to Gayle about me during her frequent visits. "It's just a stage," cautioned Cathy. "She's young, it's a hard time for her, give her some space," her advice to her nervous, unhappy brother.
But it was Izzy really who was the angel, the one who promised me that all was well, that I just had to cool it a while, and when she came to Montreal as a premed student in the fall of 2002 she visited almost daily, reporting on every move my daughter was making. I fell in love with Izzy sometime during that long winter, a forbidden love I feared I'd never get to consummate, a love I had once shared with her Mom...
Montreal – Gayle and Izzy
... It was more than two weeks after her arrival in Montreal before I saw my daughter, who appeared suddenly one evening at my door in the company of her cousin.
"Hi Uncle Bill," Iz said smiling, "We're starving, I hope you've got something hot for us."
"Izzy," I said as I kissed her two cheeks, and then turning to Gayle smiled and said, "Hi honey, good to see you."
She turned away from my embrace but issued a soft, "Hello Daddy," as she slipped by me into the hall, her black clothes a reflection of her mood.
It was a difficult meal, Gayle's only contribution to the conversation one word answers to Isabel's and my direct questions. And yet as Izzie and I talked and laughed and generally enjoyed ourselves I couldn't help but see the flashes of interest and even smiles that would appear and then quickly disappear on her generally scowling face.
As the girls prepared to leave around nine, Isabel all of a sudden said, "You've got to take Gayle shopping for clothes Uncle Bill, she's got nothing to wear, it's embarrassing, she almost looks like a hobo... "
"I do not!" Gayle yelled at her cousin, "It's none of your business anyway."
"Well I'm certainly not going to spend my time with you if you're always going to be dressed like some stoned Goth Princess. All her clothes and makeup are black Uncle Bill."
"They are not," protested Gayle. "And Daddy doesn't have to spend a cent on me. I've got all the money I need."
"Girls, girls!" I said grinning.
"Well then, good for you Miss Black," Izzy said to her cousin, and then turning to me, slipped between my arms and cuddled up to me and added, "Well if she isn't interested, you can buy me some clothes Unc, I'll come Saturday morning." A quick kiss on my lips and she flounced out, leaving Gayle to rush after her.
The last words I heard as they walked away was Gayle's plaintive complaint, 'But he's my father Izzy, not yours,' and then Izzy's caustic retort, 'But he loves me and I love him.'
... Gayle of course was accompanying Izzy when they both arrived at my door early on Saturday morning and I would have slept through their arrival if Isabel hadn't had a key. I woke to Izzy blowing gently in my ear, her cries of 'Wake up Uncle, its late' finally penetrating my befuddled brain.
"Who... Izzy, what are you doing here... What time is it anyway?"
"It's almost eight Unc, rise and shine."
"The stores don't open for hours honey," I complained, and then seeing Gayle standing in the doorway, I said, "Hi beautiful."
"Daddy," Gayle offered grudgingly.
"Do you sleep naked Uncle Bill?" Izzy suddenly exclaimed as she moved her hands towards the edge of the sheet that lay just covering my groin.
Slapping her probing hand away I scolded, "Can't you show a little decorum Izzy? Why don't you try to emulate your cousin's good manners for once?"
"Ha, ha, ha!" she responded but I could see a little smile growing at the corners of Gayle's mouth.
"Now you two shoo out of here and let me shower, and you might cook me breakfast while you're waiting."
"I could soap your back while Gayle prepares breakfast Uncle Bill," she teased, but rushed out when I jumped out of bed after her, holding the edge of the sheet in front of me.
I could hear Gayle scolding and complaining as the two descended the stairs, "You slut Isabel, what are you doing, he's your Uncle!"
It was that Saturday, with the three of us shopping together for hours in the small boutiques that lined the Main, and eating lunch on a St. Denis Street restaurants outdoor terrasse under the sun, sipping wine as we watched the world passing, that Gayle's mask dropped and I saw for the first time in over two years the happy girl I had always loved.
It wasn't that all our problems were immediately solved; it was just that this normally vivacious, friendly girl couldn't maintain the angry façade for any long period of time when having fun. At first she tried to ignore us as we shopped but found it impossible to resist when Izzy started trying on ensemble after ensemble.
She couldn't help herself when she finally blurted out to her cousin, when Isabel appeared from a dressing room wearing a sexy, red, pleated mini skirt, her tanned legs spectacularly displayed, "Oh Izzy, that's no good for you. It'd look much, much better on me, it goes with my hair."
"What are you talking about? You only wear black, you dork. Anyway, you don't need any clothes,... remember," Izzy sneered.
After that, Gayle's shopping gene kicked in, that gene that every woman has, one of the main differences in the genetic makeup of the two sexes. I just had to sit back and enjoy the show, as the two led me from store to store, competing as they modeled ever more outrageous outfits, in a frenzy that threatened to use up every dollar of available credit on both my Visa and American Express cards.
When I feebly protested, Izzy laughingly replied, "But Uncle, they're not real dollars, they're just Canadian 'Loonies', they're like Mexican pesos, don't worry. My niece's grasp of foreign currency values clearly needed some reeducation, I thought to myself, but still I couldn't begrudge the two anything given the length of time since I had seem Gayle so happy.
After a late lunch, and after I suggested that maybe it was time to head home, Isabel just shook her head at the stupidity of the male animal and said, "We haven't bought any underwear yet Uncle Bill, you know, those frilly things girls wear under their outer clothes, soft lacy... "
"No," I protested, "Not a chance in the world. Here's some money," I quickly offered, "You two can shop for yourselves."
"We need a virile male's advice Uncle Bill, you can tell us what turns you on," she said grinning as she rubbed up against me, her pointed breasts proudly pushed into my chest.
And it was worse when she dragged me into the store! "We're looking for sexy underwear," she announced loudly to the little French Canadian girl who rushed to serve us when we entered the shop. "He makes the two of us wear such naughty little outfits when he visits us," she added to the surprised vendor, who took an extra second to check me out, wondering how I had earned such beautiful playmates.
Even conservative Gayle finally joined in, laughingly adding, "He's so demanding! Can you imagine, two girls at once! But he pays well," she ended, shrugging her head coyly.
And when Izzy added, "And he's so bigggggg," I simply handed the befuddled girl my credit card, turned and fled the shop, the wide-eyed girl's eyes following me raptly.
They rejoined me in the bar next door an hour later, laden with armfuls of bags and giggling apologies. But I had relished the glint in my little girl's eyes and knew I would willingly suffer much more to see it there whenever she looked at me. Later I drove her up the hill to her residence and the light hug followed by a quick peck on my cheek she gave me was more than an ample reward for my travails.
... I was out of town for a week at a conference so missed seeing the two until ten days later, when I invited both again to dinner. Gayle was still a little reserved with me at first, as if in the time since our day together she had remembered she was supposed to be mad at me but it only took Izzy seconds to break through her last defensive barrier.
"I'm wearing the 'Chantilly lace, tiger skin boyshort' panties you bought me Uncle," she announced as we sipped our soup. "Would you like to see them?" she said leering, her fingers slowly raising the hem on her short skirt.
"Isabel!" Gayle ordered, "God, not at dinner. Oh, she's such a slut Daddy," she ended, but couldn't hold back the giggle that escaped from her lips.
"She's mad Uncle Bill, mad because she only bought dull, black, cotton underwear, you should see it, it's pitiful, while I have colorful.."
"You liar! I bought as nice panties as... Ha, ha, ha Isabel. God I can't believe you always get me like that," Gayle wailed.
"It's Izzy's main role in life to tease you and I honey. You should have seen me last year when you weren't here. At least now I only get half of her abuse."
Before leaving that night I offered Gayle a key to the house. "But Daddy, I don't need it."
"My house is your house Gayle. If you need a place between classes and don't want to slog up the hill, or if you want to sit reading quietly, or bring some friends over, go ahead, anytime. You can also have one of the upstairs bedrooms just for you. If you get tired of your roommate and want a night away just.."



"But.."
"Izzy's got both a key and a room honey."
"She does?"
"Of course," Izzy interjected, "I bring my handsome beaus here for romantic, afternoon trysts between classes."
We both burst out laughing at the ludicrous image Izzy presented us and Gayle took the proffered key as we both looked at our crazy relative.
"What room should I use? Maybe Izzy and I can share?"
"Yes, or you can use the big room on my floor, no one ever uses it."
"Which room?" asked Izzy perplexed.
"The other room on my floor, the big room at the back," I answered. The house had three levels; the ground floor with kitchen, large entry hall, living room, dining room and bathroom; the second floor with three bedrooms, bathroom, a den and a TV room; and finally the top floor, with my large bedroom at the front, an extensive bathroom/spa and a large empty room at the back.
"I didn't even know you had another room up here Uncle," complained Isabel as we climbed, and then gasped as I slid open a pocket door and escorted the two into a room that stretched the full back of the house. "It's almost as big as yours," she said, and then without hesitation added, "We'll take it, right cousin?"
"But the bathroom on this floor is strictly out of bounds," I insisted. "Use the one on the second floor – this one is for men only!"
"Yeah sure Uncle Bill, unless its one of your little floozies! Can't we use the steam room and the hot tub when you're not here? Pretty please?"
"There's a hot tub? A steam room? What floozies?" Gayle squawked.
"Oh, didn't your sweet Daddy mention the spa he has up here?" she asked Gayle and then led her cousin into my private sanctum.
"Ohhhhhhh Daddy, I love hot tubs. Can't I use it once in a while?"
"We'll see," I answered gruffly, but was secretly pleased that Gayle had another reason to visit. Later, I walked her up the hill to her residence, despite her protests that I needn't bother, and after she whispered 'Goodnight Daddy' and kissed me on the lips before she fled inside, I floated home, elated that my little girl was back.
... As the weeks flew by I saw the two girls often, most weeks they'd eat with me at least a couple of times and often I'd find them eating breakfast in the kitchen, having crashed upstairs after a late night on the St. Laurent strip. By mid November Gayle was spending an ever increasing time at the house and most days I'd return home to find her sitting in the second floor library, curled up on the sofa with a book in front of the fire.
"Hi honey," I told her when I returned home from class one gray November afternoon and found her studying on the sofa, "Did you have a good day?"
"Oh hi Daddy," she said as she jumped up and hugged me.
Holding her at arms length I let my eyes travel up and down her body, and than after whistling wolfishly said, "And everyone said Gayle Crowley would never be able to hack it in fashion conscious Montreal, well gentlemen, look at her now."
"Ha, ha Daddy," Gayle said blushing.
"You look beautiful sweetie, in fact gorgeous. You must have those poor McGill boys falling over themselves."
After we teased back and forth for a while, Gayle suddenly blurted out, "Can I ask you something Dad?"
"Sure honey."
"Are you by any chance sleeping with a topless dancer?"
"What! Has your blond cousin been talking to you again by any chance?"
"Well, she did say... "
"Honey, you've got to stop listening to that wicked girl," I said grinning. "She's holding a small little mistake I made last year forever against me, it was nothing... "
"That's not her story," she insisted smiling widely.
... Two days later, as we ate dinner alone for once, Isabel off somewhere else, Gayle asked, "Daddy, do you think Isabel's beautiful?"
"There's only one prettier girl in Montreal," I answered, still smart enough to pick the obvious answer.
"But do you find her sexy?"
"Well, I suppose," I said haltingly, wondering where her mysterious, teenage, female brain was trying to lead me. "Why honey?"
"Oh nothing it was just something she said. You would never sleep with her would... Oh never mind, it's crazy."
"That's your cousin," I said emphatically, and then hoping to change the subject asked, "And what about you honey? You've never told me if you have a boyfriend or God forbid," I said grimacing, "If you have a sex life."
"Daddddy!... I don't have a boyfriend," she finally added, "And no sex life to speak of."
"Well don't you and Izzy go out a lot, date? I mean you're young.."
"Yeah, we go out all the time. But its mostly a group thing, music, dancing, a little drinking. Nothing serious."
"Even Izzy?" I asked unbelieving.
"Izzy's not what she seems Dad. She's more talk than action."
Later as we sat in the library, reading quietly at opposite ends of the couch, she whispered, "I'm still a virgin Daddy."
"Good," I said, not even looking up from my book.
"GOOD! Good is all you can say when your eighteen year old, university student daughter tells you she's still a virgin," she complained as she threw her book at me.
"I didn't know what to say," I said laughing, and then pulling her to me and hugging her I added, "But I am happy."
"Why? Statistics show that a normal American girl loses her virginity at sixteen years and two months. Hell, you should be worried – I'm a freak!"
"I want you to be happy honey, but every father hates the thought of another man making love with his daughter. I just want to hold and protect you from all those wicked men that are waiting to defile you. In fact I think you should wait until you're married."
"Yeah right, like when I'm thirty-five."
"Yup, that would be perfect," I agreed.
... A week later, after I arrived home shivering on a bitterly cold day, I sped directly upstairs and after stripping, rushed into the shower, hoping to bring some life back into my frozen limbs. As the first drops were just hitting my head I heard a squeal of "Daddddddy', and turning saw my darling sitting in the hot tub, her eyes locked mesmerized on my body.
"Sorry honey," I mumbled, one hand quickly placed strategically over my cock, "I didn't know you were here. God, it was freezing outside."
"I know... That's why I came up... I didn't think you'd mind... I'll go, I'll go right now," said the embarrassed teen.
"Ah, stay where you are. I'll come back... "
"No Daddy, it's your house, don't go."
"OK, we'll share. Turn your head around while I get in."
"But Daddy!" she whispered excitedly as she half turned away.
"OK, you can look now, I'm under water."
As she sat back down across from me, our legs gently touching across the four foot diameter of the tub, she said, "I already saw it anyway, when you were in the shower," but I could see her eyes continually drift downward, searching through the water, eager to get one more glimpse.
"So, how was your day," I started, as I watched her full breasts bobbing in the water, full, ripe breasts capped by thick, hard nipples atop their mahogany colored circular bases.
"Are they OK? Do you think they're as nice as Izzy's," Gayle suddenly asked, her eyes now following mine as they raked across her chest.
"What? Your breasts?" And then seeing her nod said, "Honey, you know Mommy and I aren't the greatest friends these days don't you?" Looking confused with my change of subject, Gayle slowly nodded again, so after sliding over beside her and putting an arm around her shoulder, I went on, "Well Gayle, your Mother had the most beautiful breasts in the world, in fact your Mother's breasts were probably the number one factor in your conception," I said grinning. "And sweetie, yours are even better than your Moms."
"Really? But"
"Perfect," I insisted.
"Thanks Daddy," Gayle replied, blushing a deep red. "You know Daddy, before today, I had never seen one before I saw yours, not a real one anyway," she giggled. "Its weird just hanging there like that, it's much different than I thought,"
"Do you want to see him again?" I replied.
"Oh yes Daddy," she replied eagerly and then added, "Can I touch it?" as her fingers lightly moved across my thigh. "Oh, it's big Daddy, so big! They don't look so big in pictures," she murmured as her hand tightened around my now surging meat.
"He'd never fit, never," she hissed as her hand moved up and down. "Will it hurt me Daddy, when a man fucks me?" I stood, and as my penis came fully into view, his red head spilling well out from her tiny hand, she gasped in surprise, "It looks likes he's so angry with me Daddy, he looks so big and angry."
I had to force her insistent fingers off me, afraid I'd rain my thick seed on her innocent body and after we had sat back down she asked, "How long is it Daddy, how fat around?"
"There's only one way for a woman to really measure a man honey, the how-do-you-fill-me-up way" I said chuckling, "and you're going to have to wait for your husband before you get to measure someone that way."
"Don't tease Daddy, how many inches long is he, really?" she pled.
"Twenty-two point five centimeters honey," I said laughing, knowing her hatred of the metric system.
"Oh that's not fair! These bloody Canadians and their goddam meters and liters. You know it means nothing to me. We're Americans Daddy!"... "Oh, I know what to do," she announced grinning, as she jumped out of the tub and rushed towards her room.
"What?" I asked when she reappeared with her cell phone in hand and sat on the edge of the tub, her legs spread, her pink insides peeking out from her thick, black pubic pelt, her nudity forgotten as she plotted.
"Now I'll get back at Izzy," she said grinning evilly as she dialed a number.
"Gayle," I warned but then she said hello and I listened as she talked, my penis bucking in want as my eyes locked in on her moist insides.
"Izzy, it's me... I have a question for you, do you know anything about centimeters or meters... you know, the crazy system these French people use to measure length... You do, good. Can you tell me, wait a sec, Jean Claude how long is it,... OK Izzy, how many inches is 22.5 centimeters... Oh, I'll tell you about him later. But how long... 9 inches... gee that's pretty long isn't it... OK thanks I'll talk to you later... no, not now, I've got to go... Bye."
"She deserves it," Gayle explained laughing and then turning off her phone added, "Wait, I bet she'll call you in about fifteen minutes.
We were both dressed and sitting down for dinner when Izzy's frantic call arrived. "I think Gayle's been kidnapped," Izzy started but after I let her rant on and on about the call she had received from Gayle, I finally broke in and told my stunned niece that "Gayle's a big girl honey, she can take care of herself, its just sex, don't worry."
As I hung up on her I heard her last plea, "But Uncle Bill... "
"She'll be waiting for me," Gayle promised as we both collapsed in glee, "She'll be outside my door all night cursing me. Oh God, and then when I tell her I saw your prick Daddy, that we were in the hot tub naked together,... "
And she was right. I got a call the next morning from Gayle, who had left my place around one, "She was there all right Daddy, she's a little pissed off at me... you may get a visit any minute, she just left."
Minutes later the door opened and then slammed shut and turning I came face to face with an angry, crying niece. "Honey, what's wrong?"
"I HATE YOU. I just hate you two," she sobbed, collapsing in my lap. "Wasn't I always good to you? I got Gayle to come to Montreal didn't I? I love you two so much and then you do that to me."
"C'mon honey, you know we only tease you because we love you so much," I said, trying to console her. "You're just mad because Gayle got the better of you for once, now give your favorite Uncle a kiss," I ordered.
She hungrily put her long pink tongue between my lips, but then just as I was starting to enjoy her moist probes, she pulled back, and angrily demanded, "But what about my breasts?"
"What about them honey?"
"You told your little slut daughter, that traitor, that her tits were much better than mine, that mine were too small."
"I never said that Izzy. Christ I've never even seen your tits, I'm sure they're perfect."
After pulling her sweater over her head and unsnapping the little lacy demi-bra she wore, and with her hands cupping her breasts, she asked "Well?"
She was a girl who had a set that stood proudly, firmly out from her body, two geometrically perfect cones with pink aureoles that seemed puffed up and which supported long thin nipples, nipples that just demanded to be sucked. "Jesus Izzy," I groaned, my hands moving to her, my fingers lightly squeezing before moving to pull their waving tips.
"Ohhhhhhh gosh uncle," she moaned as she started to move her ass on my lap.
"OK, OK," I panted, lifting her off me and depositing her on the floor, "If you continue doing that I'm going to have to go find my topless lap dancer."
"You probably will anyway," she said huffily.
"So are we friends again?" I finally asked.
"Maybe. At least until Christmas. I do have a long list for Santa. But Uncle Bill, I'm warning you now – you've got til New Years Eve and then I'm going to get serious – I promise."
She left me after breakfast, with my brain still trying to decipher her last cryptic remark and with my fingers caressing the air, still imagining the breasts they had just touched...
... The coming of December brought the first snow and with it the frantic studying for finals, finals that were scheduled between the tenth and the nineteenth of the month. Izzy finished the afternoon of the seventeenth and was off home to Mom and the farm that night, assuring her uncle that she had aced all her exams and expected me to flood her with presents when I joined them that weekend.
Coming home after a school dinner on the eighteenth I found Gayle in the library, nestled in her favorite seat, reading intently. "Hi sweetie, all packed?" I asked, knowing we'd have to rush after her exam the next day if she was going to make her plane to Philadelphia.
"I'm not going Daddy. Do you think Aunt Cathy would mind if I went to the farm for Christmas?"
"What about Mom? She's expecting you."
"Apparently something just came up. She and the boyfriend are now rushing off to Mexico for the holidays. She said 'Oh Daddy'll take you honey'. It's not fair Daddy!" she finished, a sad catch in her voice.
"It's perfect," I yelled, and then pulled her up from her seat and danced her around the room. "Just you and me in Montreal and then we'll drive down together to Burlington. We can shop all weekend... . I hope you've bought your Daddy something nice."
"You don't mind, really?"
"It's the best present your Mommy's given me in ten years," I laughed as I hugged her to me. "So how's your studying going anyway? I'm expecting you to get at least 95%, after all it is Economics and it would reflect badly on me with my colleagues if my daughter doesn't do well in my subject."
"I'm already finished studying Daddy, this course is way too easy."
"Oh, excuse me Miss Genius. So what were you reading so intently when I came in then?"
"Just some fiction I found in the bookcase, I wanted to get my mind off school and Mom," she answered and then smirking added, "A book I found on the very top shelf Daddy, way up there." Pointing she went on, "If I hadn't stood on a chair to change the light bulb I never would have discovered your secret trove Daddy."
"Which one are you reading?" I asked hoarsely, knowing the huge range of erotica my collection held, and then sat and picked up the leather bound book where Gayle had dropped it on the coach. "Ah, 'House of Incest' by Anais Nin," I whispered, remembering, as my daughter lowered herself into my lap.
"It made me excited Daddy, so excited. You have so many books, you don't mind, do you?"
"Sorry, you have to be twenty-one to read them," I admonished Gayle sternly, holding the book out of her reach.
"Not in Canada Daddy," she laughed as she crawled up my body trying to reach my outstretched arm.
"Don't fall honey," I said, as one hand closed around her waist to support her as her breasts pillowed into my face as she arched upward.
"I've got it," she squealed happily as she slid down my body, coming to rest with her rear pinning my awakening shaft, her breasts pushed firmly into my chest and her soft lips just inches from mine. "I got it," she whispered again, her light breath now teasing my nose, suddenly nervous as she felt my hands move possessively over her rear.
I watched her, trembling now, as her tongue flicked impatiently over her lips, eager to bridge the gap between us, and then felt her nipples harden against my chest as she slowly moved her groin backwards and forwards over the lengthening lump in my pants.
Suddenly I stood, lifting her with me, setting her gently on her feet as I realized how close I had come, how eager I had been to impale my daughter, to fill her completely with my throbbing length. "I better change," I mumbled as I fled the room, "And I'm sure you still have some studying to do."
Two hours later I heard a knock on the door and then Gayle, dressed in a light silk robe, peered in. "Hi honey, going to bed?"
"Dad, you're not mad or... I mean... "
"What? That the best daughter in the world is spending Christmas with her Daddy? You make me so happy honey, so proud."
"Thanks Daddy. Will you come in and tuck me in later, like you used to do when I was young?" she asked in a little girl's voice.
"Sure honey. You get settled and I'll be there in ten minutes."
I saw she was naked under her thin sheet when I entered her room, and immediately noticed that she was trembling and had small goose bumps on her arms. "Cold honey?" I asked as I lay next to her atop the sheet, my penis already quivering under my silk pajama bottoms.
When she lifted the sheet and said, "Sleep next to for awhile Daddy," I could see her white skin, shimmering in the dim light provided by the hall light, the only source of illumination in the room. And at the base of her pale torso, that dark triangle that hid her secret cavern, that place a man should never covet on his daughter.
As she turned on her side to face me, our bodies touched, knees and hips and breasts and arms and I yearned to fill her, but knew I shouldn't. "I'm sorry about before Daddy... I mean the books... and... you know... its just, I have feelings Daddy... is it wrong Daddy... to feel for your"
"I know honey... I know... but society doesn't approve... its not"
"Do you feel it too... do you want to touch me Daddy... make love... " she stammered, as her fingers grasped me, stroked me. "I get wet Daddy, so wet... and it's only with you... Izzy too Daddy, she wants you so bad... "
We were nibbling and kissing, our tongues locked in passion, and my hands were caressing my daughter's full breasts when I felt the first tremors of release, the first jerky spasms of cum rushing up my shaft. "Oh Jesus," I cried as my seed spurted outward, landing in thick strands all over my daughters thighs and stomach. "I'm sorry honey," I gasped as I tried to pull back, "Daddy's so sorry."
She held me, not letting my still pulsing cock go, pumping every last drop as I lay drained beside her. "I love you Daddy," she purred, and then lowered her head and took me in, cleaning my sticky juices with her tongue.
"Gayle," I finally started, my mind an emotional rollercoaster, "We can't do this... it's wrong... I'm sorry sweetie, it's just that... "
"Shhhhh Daddy, don't say anything bad about us," she pled. "Please, just sleep next to me tonight, hold me, we can talk tomorrow, pleasssse Daddy."
Later, I felt her finally fall asleep in my arms, and with our bodies twined together, my sticky seed almost acting as a glue between us, I hoped I hadn't done irreparable damage to our love.



I washed her gently the next morning, lathering her under the staccato pulse of the shower head, as she wriggled happily in my arms, again and again directing my hands to her most intimate places. "I love you Daddy," she growled in my ear, nipping at me as talked, "And you're going to be my first man, my only man," she finished ferociously.
"We're going to Aunt Cathy's tomorrow sweetie," I said, as my shaft bounced between our stomachs, "We can't do anything... "
"It's only for eight days Daddy, and then, when we come home... I'm not going to be a virgin in 2004 Daddy," she promised as she slipped to her knees, drawing me into her mouth as I stood helplessly erect, a slave to her ministering lips...
... We left that night for Burlington, as I moved our drive up one day to avoid what I knew would happen if we stayed one more night alone in my house, and arrived before ten to a joyous welcome from Cathy and Izzy.
We were like a perfect family in the days that followed, four people who loved each other and reveled in each others company. We shopped, and caroled, and cut and decorated a Christmas tree, and pinned up a mistletoe and wrapped presents and talked together for hours, remembering all our past holiday memories.
And as the days passed I couldn't help but often think that life would be perfect if we could just all live together like this and watching Cathy wondered if we'd ever relive the magical week we had spent in each others arms so long ago.
On Christmas eve, after the girls had gone to bed Cathy, handing me a book, pushed me towards the girls room, insisting, "Please Bill, you haven't read them the story for three years, you must.."
They had been in bed about fifteen minutes when I opened the door to the bedroom and I chuckled when I saw the two of them still up, talking, the only illumination coming from a small lamp by the bed.
"Ho, Ho, Ho."
"Daddy!" Gayle shrieked when she saw me enter wearing the Santa cap and a long white beard. "You're not really going to read to us are you?" she added, a little girls excitement in her voice.
"Sit between us Unc," Izzy insisted, pulling the sheet back to let me sit between them. "Is Mom coming?"
"She's too busy wrapping," I answered as I sat between the two girls, unable not to notice the sexy little wrappings the two were wearing. Blond Izzy was just wearing a thin, white teddy that just served to highlight her pointed, high breasts while just reaching the tops of her velvet upper thighs. I knew that any small movement and her blond curls and her pink slit would be exposed to my view.
She grinned as she watched my eyes quickly travel over her and then move to Gayle, whose thin, ivory nightie did nothing to conceal her considerable charms. As I watched her full, round orbs move under the silk cloth, her fat nipples obvious, I remembered these two used to leave cookies and milk for Santa when they were young, and wondered if their sexy little display wasn't just a different style of welcome for Kris Kringle.
"OK, you two, you know the drill, hold up the book while I read," I ordered as I placed an arm around each of them and hugged them to me. As the three of us sat back against the pillows, each of the girls holding one side of the book open on my lap, I started...
'Twas the night before Christmas and all through the house Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse...
As I read to them, with their heads lightly placed on my shoulder and chest, their hair softly tickling me, and with their firm breasts pressing gently into my side, I couldn't help but be aroused. As my penis stretched and filled I came out of my erotic reverie and admonished myself for my thoughts. Christ, I have enough problems with Gayle without wanting to sleep with both of them I thought as I continued to read.
"And to all a good night... " I finished, just as Isabel stretched languidly, allowing her shirt to rise and her blond pussy to burst into view.
Jesus, I thought, and forced my eyes off my nieces pink lips. Turning to Gayle I knew she had seen my eyes wander to her cousins display and saw just for a second a flicker of excitement cross her eyes.
"Thanks Daddy," she said after looking at me quizzically for a few seconds, and leaned over, exposing her breasts completely, and gave me a soft kiss on my lips.
As I stood to go, Isabel jumped out of bed and plastered her curves into me while planting her lips into mine. "Night Uncle," she said, a sly, grinning smile on her face.
As I left the room and closed the door softly, the last words I heard were my daughter hissing at her cousin, "You little slut Izzy, you got poor Daddy excited again," and then heard them both giggle in glee.
"So how did the story go?" Cathy asked when I rejoined her in the living room.
"I think they're getting too old for stories Sis," I told her and then gave her a quick recap of my performance.
"I'm so happy Gayle's back Billy, to see her smiling again.."
"Thanks to your wonderful daughter."
"She loves you, you know Bill, Izzy I mean."
"I love her too Sis."
"No, she wants to love you,... like you and I once... oh shit," she said, tears on her cheek, "Just try not to hurt her Bill... she's so kind."
"I'll never hurt her Cathy, I'd kill myself first," I answered seriously and then added teasing, "So you do remember a week you once spent in the arms of a handsome younger man, do you?"...
Christmas was wonderful, the gifts numerous and well liked, and Sis's turkey moist and tasty, and all of us happy together. I felt a huge regret at leaving as we packed up late on the 29th and before driving off pulled Cathy aside, trying once more to convince her of my deepest desire. "You'd be happy Sis, with the four of us together in Montreal. No, don't say anything now, just think about it, just don't sign up for another year of teaching OK? Promise?"
As we started to pull away, Izzy darted over and whispered to me after I lowered the window, "New Years Eve, Unc, just remember, New Years Eve."
We arrived home well after midnight and both Gayle and I fell exhausted into our own beds, but when I was momentarily roused near dawn, I found my girl, naked, spooned comfortably into my welcoming body, sleeping soundly. I woke again hours later, wakened by an itch on my nose, and opening my eyes saw Gayle nibbling on it, a radiant smile on her face.
"What are you so happy about," I groused before she covered my mouth with hers. And then when she rolled on top of me, letting me feel every inch of her velvet skin, and insistently rubbed her hair covered mound on my engorged prick, I groaned and said, "I need you so bad Gayle, so, so bad,"
Hugging her as if in despair, I started to move my hands and fingers in a frenzy of sexual desire, but she stopped me, saying, "Daddy, I'm ready Daddy, please, put it in me, I'm gushing, pleasssse put him in me, fill your little daughter.."
I knelt between her legs after rolling her on her back, and as she looked down her body she could see my straining penis, see the drop of precum perched precariously at its tip, and her eyes were beseeching me when I lifted her hips and forced its big head an inch inside.
"Oh Daddy, I can feel him, he's so big Daddy," she squealed, her eyes never leaving the long shaft now sticking out from her cunt.
I could feel the thin wall, straining to protect its valued canal, struggling to prevent my alien invader from penetrating its owners darkness, but holding her ass firmly I smashed through her defenses, shoving six inches deep in one thrust.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,... Dadddy, NOOOOOOOOOO," She screamed as she stared at the huge invader, still not totally swallowed.
I could feel her blood trickling on my cock and my balls as it fled staining from her, but could also feel her cunt, her hot insides adjusting to me, adapting to the stuffing she was getting. "Are you OK honey?"
"It hurt Daddy, still hurts," she grunted. "But a good hurt. Don't take him out Daddy. How much more?" she gasped, and after lifting her head and seeing the amount left, groaned. "Jesus," she moaned as I stroked slowly within her, just letting her feel two thirds of my length. Minutes later I came, flooding my white sauce deep within her, but left my still hard penis within her, letting her continue to adjust to his size.
"Are you finished Daddy? I couldn't even take him all. I'm sorry Daddy, he's so big."
"He loves you honey, he loves you so much," I whispered. "Can you feel him in you now, hard, moving, feeling your sticky walls?" I asked as I started to slowly move again inside her, now penetrating further with each new thrust.
"Unnnnnnnnnhhhhhh," she moaned once when I fully penetrated her, feeling her womb wall trembling with the blow. "God, he's in, he's all the way in," Gayle yelled. "Your big cock is all the way in Daddy, oh fuck, fuck me Daddy," she screamed, her hips now rising to meet every downward thrust.
We came together, both of us screaming like banshees, our orgasms momentarily maddening us, reducing us to rutting beasts. "Jesus," I cried as we fell apart panting, our juices smeared over my softening penis.
"Oh Daddy, I did it," Gayle yelled, rolling into my arms and planting kisses all over my head.
"Was it OK honey? Did you like it?"
"Only you Daddy, only you can put your cock in me now, no one else, ever," she promised, and then grinning added, "I'm sore Daddy. Your big penis almost split me in two, but Daddy, so good, so, so fucking good," she yelled.
I carried her to the shower and we spent a half hour gently touching each other under the soft spray, confirming our intimacy, our love with every caress.
"God, look at the blood," she howled as we reentered the bedroom and saw the large stain on the sheet, "No wonder I'm so sore. I don't think I can do it again tonight Daddy."
"We got the rest of our lives honey," I whispered, "All the rest of our lives."
"Promise? Only me? You'll never cheat, promise me Daddy... Except for Izzy, of course," she ended laughing.
"Do you want me to sleep with Izzy?" I asked, surprised again by my perfect daughter.
"How could we ever be happy Daddy if Izzy wasn't with us? She's coming tomorrow, it's all arranged."
I fell back laughing, knowing the two little scamps would be trying to outwit me for a long, long time.
Isabel arrived as we lay talking in bed the next day, her cheeks flushed as she stared at our nakedness. Lifting the blood stained sheet from the floor where we had thrown it, she asked Gayle, "So Daddy's little thingamajig still works?"
"I think you're going to regret that remark," Gayle laughingly exclaimed, as she jumped from the bed and hugged her cousin. "In fact," she added, as she pulled the sweater over Izzy's head, "If you're a virgin Izzy, and I think you are, you may be begging for mercy in a few minutes."
"Did it hurt?" she asked, a trace of doubt in her eyes as her jeans dropped to her ankles.
"No, leave it on," I ordered, as she moved to remove her bra. "I think I like you in lacy underwear Izzy, I can see you wore your sexiest today."
Giggling, she said, "The bra is a sexy little lace balconet push up over a Brazilian sik tanga pant," she purred, as she did a pirouette in front of us, "In a deep russet color. I knew I better wear something nice," she explained, "I'm sure little Gayle here wore some of her dreary little... "
"I did not! Daddy, make Izzy take that back! Put your big cock in her Daddy," she encouraged me, "I want to hear her cry UNCLE."
"Ha, ha," Izzy smirked at her cousin, as I took her into my arms and made her lips spread for my fat tongue. Her nipples would always betray her, and both Gayle and I instantly noticed how she started to writhe under me the second I took one of her long thin buds between my teeth. "Oh, Uncle Bill," she cried as I sucked on one while tweaking the other with my hand.
As she came, sobbing as my both hands continued to massage her, I moved down between her legs and like Gayle before her lifted her hips up, lining her pussy's now sopping lips with my shaft. Taller and thinner than her cousin, she had even more trouble handling the entrance of my thick cockhead, squealing as I positioned it just inside her now distended lips, crying as she felt it stopped by her vibrating hymen. "Oooh Uncle Bill, I feel him, he's stretching me, I don't think... "
Out of the corner of my eye I saw Gayle holding Izzy's hands in hers, trying to help her cousin through the pain that was still vivid in her mind. Still kneeling, I moved, and almost deafened by her wail of despair, her "Noooooooooooo," watched her red blood spill out over her blond curls as I penetrated her completely in one savage thrust.
"Oh Daddy," Gayle cried, "Don't hurt Izzy, please don't hurt her."
But while her sheathe was tighter than Gayle's, she could handle my length easier, and as her body worked hard to lubricate my continually thrusting penis I could slowly feel her body come alive under me. As I rammed again and again into her clenching tunnel, I let my fingers loose on her nipples, twisting and pulling their nerve filled ends, eliciting shrieks of pleasure from my stuffed niece.
"Yessss... Yesssss... yesssssssss... yessssssssssssss... " She screamed in perfect cadence with my lunges and when I finally bathed her insides, letting her feel a males hot cum inside her for the first time, she squealed, a squeal of total pleasure at my cock's total domination of her femaleness.
As she lay spread, open, her distended pussy leaking my sauce, I took her a second time, filling her totally, and then, my cock deep inside, I flipped her over, and finished her doggie style. And as I stroked, I loved hearing her little grunts of pleasure as she thrashed wildly below me, grunts muffled by the pillows I continually drove her into.
Later, as I lay between my two loves, the questions, the teasing started -
"My breasts are nicer, aren't they Uncle Bill?"
"My thick black hair is much softer and more beautiful than her blond mop, isn't it Daddy."
"I kiss better don't I?"
"I'm better for Daddy, he fits me better."
"Black, black, black," Izzy sneered. "At least I'm not a slut."
"Your daddy just feels sorry for you, he prefers me."
"He does not, do you Daddy?"
"I'm a blond Gayle, everyone prefers blonds."
"Bimbos, that's what blonds are," Gayle shrieked. "You're chubby," Izzy laughed. "At least I'm not anorexic."
"Remember Gayle, when your daddy marries me, I'll be you're step-mother."
I finally tried to pull the giggling cousins apart, but only ended up with the two of them on top of me, straddling me as they faced each other, my erect penis between their bouncing thighs.
"At least I was able to suck Daddy's cock," Gayle boasted triumphantly, "You're ugly little mouth could never do that.
"You did not! She didn't, did she Uncle Bill?" Izzy asked, peering over her cousin's shoulder to see me. But seeing my nod, she boasted, "Well then, I'll do it better," and the girl's argument and attention soon turned towards my now straining prick.
"Well," Izzy demanded minutes later, a strand of my seed hanging from the corner of her life, "Was I better Unc?"
I awoke the next morning to my sweet daughter riding my hard cock, and just momentarily wondered if I hadn't unleashed a monster even too large for my tastes, but as the first spasms of orgasm exploded within me, Izzy, lying at my side, asked, "Uncle Bill, when you were young, did you ever make love to Mommy?"
THE END
*
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Dec 10th
We were slowly recovering, Dani and I, painstakingly putting back together the shattered pieces of our life, trying to somehow work out a way to go on. It was at eight a.m. on December 10th, a cold bleak Maine morning, when the final blow hit, the eerie, tinny ringing of the hall phone heralding the news we'd been fearing since he'd left.
An agonizingly painful and slow death of a wife and mother, a vicious rape of a kind but innocent virgin, and now this, a valiant boy struck down, an innocent claimed by warring factions, a pawn in some bizarre, international dance of death.
"Oh Daddy, I need you. He's dead Daddy, Johnnie's dead," I heard, a forlorn wail of sadness leaking from the phone into my ear, "They blew him up Daddy, some muslim"
"Honey, I'm so sorry," I started, such inadequate words, I thought, surely a Father, even a grieving Father, should be able to do better than this, should somehow be able to protect his loved ones............not just let them die and suffer. 'Fuck you God', I screamed internally as I tried to offer solace to my lovely daughter miles away on some forlorn Marine base.
"I'm on my way darling," I finally told my nineteen year old daughter, mother of a three month old son, and now suddenly a widow. "Do you have someone with you? I'll be there tonight Jacqui; we'll call you from the road.......it'll be alright, I promise," I ended.
Turning, the phone dead in my hands, I saw Danielle, my youngest, only eighteen and already twice this year she'd been smashed by fate. "Johnnie?" she whispered, new lines of grief already etched on her young face.
"It's not fair Daddy, it's just not fair," she sobbed, leaning listlessly against me, and every tremor that shook her body was a silent accusation that reverberated through me.
We were on the road in minutes, and silence reigned in my old Accord as we headed south, close to 850 miles away from our destination, the grim, barracked world of Camp Lejeune and the U.S. Marine Corps.
Jacqui, or Jacqueline Ann, as her Mom and I had baptized her nineteen and a half years ago, had married her high school beau, John Alex Brown, Johnnie, the day after they both graduated from Sanford High, and after returning from their two-week Hawaiian honeymoon he had left for boot camp, excited at the prospect of serving his country.
Neither his father nor I could dissuade him from the Corps, he had always wanted to join the Marines, serve his country, be a man......"I've got to go Mr. Scouries," he'd argued with a young man's uncomplicated view of the world, "Somebody's got to defend us Sir, we can't just let them insult us, bomb us, kill us." And now he's dead, I thought sadly, the final tragedy in a year of sadness for the Scouries family.
In February, my wife of twenty-two years had been diagnosed with a brain tumor, a forty-eight year old woman struck brutally before her time. 'If only we had caught it earlier' her Doctor told me, 'then maybe we could have done something,' he had added. 'Fuck you too Doc' I had thought as I watched Julie fade before my eyes, months of pain finally culminating in a horrible death, her youngest daughter, a high school senior, suffering silently as her Mom slowly disappeared.
John Jr.'s birth in August had lifted us all, given us a reprieve from our sorrow, an opportunity to believe in life again. But his Dad had already left for Iraq before his son's birth and the nightly visions of death and mayhem we saw on CNN gave us all a forbidding chill.
And then Dani! She'd always been the true innocent, someone who was always happy and smiling and kind and helpful and sweet; simply put she was the best of us, the person we all tried to secretly emulate. Just seeing her smile of approval, or her happy laugh produced by something we did, was enough to make your day, and even though the youngest in the family, somehow it was she who was its essence.
Her cell phone was still working when she came-to that night, moaning from the black eyes, the broken tooth, the pair of cracked ribs, and as she struggled to call her Father, to call me, she had felt the blood seeping from her shattered cunt, her savagely split rectum.
"Daddy, please I need you, they hurt me Daddy," were the words I awoke to, and Dani's sobs and moans still haunt me months later, and I know that nightmare is still her true reality, the wound reopened again by Johnnie's stupid death.
That night she had insisted that I bring her home, 'no police Daddy, no hospital', she'd cried, only finally agreeing to let her aunt, a nurse, come and see to her. The body mends of course, and slowly she recovered, but it was obvious something had dramatically altered within her and as the weeks passed, I feared I'd never find the old Dani again.
She saw me cleaning the rifle one night, surprising me when I thought she was asleep and simply sat opposite me and said, "I want to be there Daddy, when you do it." Two nights later two boys, eighteen and twenty, died, and as I dropped their weighted bodies into Benjamin's swamp, I felt no hate for them, just a sad remorse at the waste they'd made of their short existence.
Three weeks after the accident Dani announced one night, in a cold and completely disinterested voice, "I'm not going back to school Daddy, I'm finished. Finished with school and men and........... Can I stay with you Daddy, always?"
In the weeks since, she had improved somewhat, and slowly I was trying to nurse her back to happiness, but it seemed to be only the stream of pictures that arrived from her sister, pictures of her new born nephew, that awakened her broken soul.
I often woke up in the mornings to find Dani wrapped around me, the nightmares of the darkness having driven her to her fathers bed, relieving the days of her childhood when she'd race fearful to her parent's bed at the first roar of the thunderstorm.
Strangely, none of us had ever thought of Dani as a sexual creature, she had always been the shy tomboy to her sister's 'high school queen' vivaciousness. But having bathed and comforted her during her convalescence, I knew every inch of her body and had, even then, recognized her incredible, heretofore unrecognized, beauty.
Taller than her sister by two inches, at 5'8", she had become a woman while no one was looking. Under those smelly sweat shirts and dirty jeans I found a ripe, lush woman and was determined she'd find a man and lover for her life.
Often in the mornings I'd watch her wake, hoping to catch the old Dani for those few seconds between sleep and arousal, to see the young girl again before the veil of sadness slipped film like over her eyes.
I had made some small progress, and although she absolutely refused to see professional help, as the days and weeks sped by, I was able to get her out more and more, for shopping, meals, errands etc., and had felt that with the imminent arrival of Jacqui for Christmas that the worst was over.
And now this, I thought, as I wrenched my mind back to the road taking us south, not for a happy Christmas reunion, but to a funeral for a boy we had all come to love.
As we crossed into Virginia, Dani spoke, some of her first words since we had left the farm in Maine, asking a question impossible for any American to easily answer, "Why are we over there anyway Daddy? Why are we fighting in Iraq?"
"Its complicated honey," I started, unsure myself, "But the President, his advisors, believe that for democracy, for freedom to"
"But they lied Daddy," Dani interrupted, "About the nuclear weapons, the chemical weapons"
"He's trying to do his best," I offered lamely.
Miles later she began again, "But Daddy, we shouldn't torture people should we?"
"No sweetie, Americans should never torture anybody. It's not our way, it's against everything we believe," I answered, sure for once, knowing in my heart where I stood on the torture of human beings.
"Why doesn't he just stop it Daddy, he's the President?"
"You know Dani, I have the feeling that soon he's going to sit down one day, and no matter what his advisers have told him, he'll just announce to the American people, 'That's it – we're not torturers – we're stopping today', period.
We were quiet most of the rest of the way, both of us wondering how we'd find Jacqui and how we could help her in her time of need.
Dec 10-17th
Johnnie was buried in a small, white picket fence surrounded cemetery, set gently in a little woods just outside his hometown in Maine on December 17th, 2005, a nineteen year old boy who had proudly served his country.
It had been an almost impossible week for all of us, from the second we knocked on the door of Jacqui's small, rundown apartment in Jacksonville, North Carolina until the first shovel full of dirt was tossed on Johnnie's casket and a spit and polish Marine handed Jacqui the folded up flag of the country her husband had fought for.
We had cried and talked, filled out endless military and government forms, driven a thousand miles, had a wake in both North Carolina and Maine, buried a husband; and during this nightmare the only thing that kept us going was John Jr.
I'd walk in on Dani playing on the floor with her nephew and see a light in her eyes I hadn't seen in over a year, and she'd simply explain to me, "He senses how we feel Daddy; you've got to be happy, truly happy, when you're here with John."
And we all were, the three of us always turning to John when we needed a lift, and I loved watching Jacqui feed her son, his eager lips stretching to catch his Mommies teat. And strangely, when we got back to the farm, we were happy, the three of us spending our evenings alone together, and finally free of the constant visits and condolences we'd received during the day, we drew sustenance from each others presence.
Dec 19th
"What's wrong with Dani Dad?" Jacqui asked when she caught me alone, two days after the funeral.
"What do you mean sweetie?"
"Something's wrong with her Dad," she insisted.
"Well first Mom, and now Johnnie.......she's"
"There's something else Daddy. Why isn't she in school anyway? She's supposed to be at college. She started in September."
"She didn't like her course dear. She couldn't study or concentrate......... she'll probably go back next fall." I stonewalled, not wanting Jacqui troubled even more.
"I'll ask her then," she replied and then turned to go.
"No Jacqui please, you'll hurt her," I pled.
"Then tell me," she demanded.
"Sit," I ordered, still undecided whether to add to her troubles.
"Daddy?" she finally asked.
"She was hurt honey. She was hurt after her first college dance. Two boys, they....."
"They what?"
"Dani was beaten up Jacqui," I whispered, struggling to get each word out. "She was beaten and raped and left lying broken on the road"
"Oh Daddy, you should have called, I would have come. Oh poor Dani, she'd never been with a boy before," she sobbed.
"You'd just had John Jr. a month before hon, and with Mom dying and Johnnie overseas, we didn't want to bother"
"But she's my sister Dad. And what'd the cops do? Did they catch them? Are they in jail? And why haven't I heard about any of this since I got home? None of my friends said anything."
"She wouldn't go to the police honey? She absolutely refused. She said she'd kill herself if I made her."
"But.......... Who are they Daddy? God, I'll fucking kill the bastards," she screamed.
"It's okay now Jacqui," we both heard whispered from the doorway, and turning saw Dani standing watching us.
"Oh Dani," Jacqui cried, rushing to embrace her little sister, "Oh sweetie, I'm so sorry, so sorry I wasn't here for you."
As I watched my two girls sobbing in each others arms, I wondered for the thousandth time that year why we were being punished, just what thing had I done to wreck such havoc on my loved ones.
Finally Jacqui pulled away from her sister, and demanded angrily, "Who are they Dani, what are their names, I swear I'll"
"They're buried in the swamp at the back of old man Benjamin's farm, Jacqui,' her sister finally said.
"What? But........... Daddy!"
"It's best you don't know Jacqui," I argued, "It's over now."
"Did you make them suffer Daddy? Really suffer?" she demanded harshly.
"They were just mad dogs Jacqui. You don't make mad dogs suffer honey, you just put them out of their misery," I said sighing.
"And you?" she asked her sister, "Are you alright? Can I"
"I'm okay Jacqui, it's just that I'm scared, I'm"
"C'mon Dani," she said to her sister, leading her away, "We're going to talk."
I heard the two talking late into the night and found myself relieved they had each other, that perhaps they could cure each others sadness.
Dec 21st
"You like watching John Junior breastfeed, don't you Dad," Jacqui all of a sudden asked, looking at me staring at her sons hungry lips sucking from her distended teat. We were sitting in the den when she asked her question, the three of us spending quiet time together after dinner, a routine we had fallen into the last week, finding life bearable now only in each others presence.
"Yes honey," I answered, meeting her gaze.
"Is it my tits you like watching?"
"Jacqui!" squawked Danielle.
"It's OK Dani," I interrupted, "And yes Jacqui, I love watching a woman's bare breasts, they're one of God's greatest designs. Their roundness, their perfect shape, the beautiful dark circles, the little fat nipples..... And yours sweetie, with Junior tugging thirstily, they're"
"Daddy!"
"Shhhh Dani," laughed Jacqui, "There's nothing wrong with the human body."
"Do either of you remember drinking from your Mom?" I asked pensively.
"I was too young Daddy," Dani answered in a little girl's voice.
And seeing Jacqui also shake her head I told them, "My earliest memory is of my Mother's breast; even today I can remember her taste, her smell, her feel, her laughter, the room she fed me in"
"It's impossible," argued Jacqui, "You can't remember that far back."
"I know honey, but ........ I do, its there, in my brain,............ it's the oldest recollection I have.......whenever I see a baby at his mother's breast, its there," I finished.
"I wish I remembered it, with Mom I mean," Dani interjected wistfully.
"I remember you, you little scamp, so hungry, so fierce when you sucked from Mommy," I remembered laughing.
"What about me Daddy?" Jacqui demanded, as both of the girls watched me raptly.
"You were a quiet one, honey," I said grinning, the joy a happy memory brings coursing through me, "So serious as you sucked, concentrating and never wanting to let go and let your Daddy have any."
"What? You didn't drink Mommy's milk did you Daddy?"
"Of course Dani! Your Mom loved it when I tasted her, when I sucked from her leaking nipples, when I had her milk in my mouth."
"But was there enough left for Jacqui? For me?" asked my fascinated daughter.
"Well, you look pretty healthy honey, so I guess"
"Do you want to taste me Daddy? Would you like to taste my milk?" Jacqui blurted out, an excitement in her voice.
"Jacqui!" exclaimed the again incredulous Dani.
"Well. What about you Dani," Jacqui challenged as she completely opened her blouse, exposing both her full, ripe breasts to our gazes.
'Jesus,' I muttered under my breath as we both gaped at Jacqui's perfection.
"But I'm a girl,..... I mean an adult, ....... I couldn't," stammered Dani, clearly flummoxed by her sister's offer.
"But wouldn't you like to know what a woman's milk tastes like, feels like," she enticed. And then moving to sit next to Jacqui, she added, "Someday your baby's going to drink from you Dani,"
"But Jacqui," she protested as her sister pulled her head to her chest.
"Come here. Put a hand under it Dani," she directed her sister, "Cup it, yes, yes just like that. Open your lips, ummmm, yes that's nice, so nice, suck me Dani, drink my milk," she begged her younger sister.
Watching my Danielle lapping at her sister's breast stunned me, the paternal love I felt for my two girls suddenly superseded by a desperate hardness in my groin, an unnatural lust to possess them both.
I could see Jacqui looking at me as her sister sucked, and knew she understood what was happening in my brain, had noticed the hardness in my pants and yet I saw a tenderness, even an invitation in her eyes as I turned away ashamed.
When Dani finally finished suckling, she lay back languidly against me, and with a thin trickle of milk sliding down her chin, murmured, "It's good Jacqui, so good. I can't wait,.... I mean, I want my baby...........to drink from me....I want to feel,"
"Would you like to feel Junior feeding from you?" Jacqui offered.
"But, I don't have any milk for him, I"
Lifting her baby from her bed, Jacqui replied, luring gently, "Just for a minute Dani, just to try it, take your sweater off. Its fun you'll see," she added laughing.
"But," she started to protest, even as her hands moved to pull her sweater over her head. She turned to quickly look back at me as she sat, just covered only by a lacy bra. "I'm embarrassed Daddy, don't watch," she whispered, her face blushing crimson, "Maybe I shouldn't"
"Shhh Baby," I whispered as I unhooked her and slid the thin silky straps from her shoulder, baring a perfect chest, two ruby tipped cones, proudly firm with puffy aureoles that made me tremble and wish it was I who was going to feed.
"God, you're gorgeous, they're beautiful," her sister gushed.
"I'm ugly," Dani whispered back, "Boys hate me, they"
"Don't be stupid, you're perfect," Jacqui answered as she brought her son to Dani's quivering breast, and laughed as Junior latched hungrily on.
"Ohh, oh God Jacqui, it feels weird, good, oh wow," she enthused until the baby released her teat and looked up angrily; ready to wail his protest at her milkless tit.
"I'm sorry Johnnie, your Auntie doesn't have any milk for you today," she laughed, as she brought her little nephew to her lips, kissing him happily. "I'm going to though," she promised.
"Whoa there young lady," I interrupted, "You've got to find a boyfriend, fall in love, get married, make love, become pregnant, then feed your baby."
Dani came out of her reverie at my words, and at first I feared she was about to cry, but then she all of a sudden said, "I could get artificially inseminated Daddy."
"Are you nuts?" Jacqui screeched at her sister, just beating me to the punch, "You're going to find a handsome boy and fall in love and"
"No I'm not," she hissed back. "I'm never leaving Daddy, the farm, the," she added, a sad despair in her voice. The sisters slept together again that night and each time they spent a night together it seemed to bring them ever closer to their old selves.
Dec 22nd
The next night at dinner Jacqui innocently asked, "Daddy, can I ask you a question?"
"Of course honey."
"It's maybe not my business, but I,"
"Go ahead Jacqui," I laughed, "That's never stopped you before."
"That's for sure," added her younger sister.
"Its about sex Daddy," she said smiling.
"Yes?" I answered tentatively, wishing immediately she had chosen some other topic.
"Do you miss not............. I mean, what do you do now that Mom's not here?..... I mean, do you have sex with other women?"
"JACQUI!" screamed her sister, "Mommy just died."



"I know Dani, I'm sorry Dad. God, it's just that I miss Johnnie so much, I miss his body next to mine, touching me, I'm sorry I shouldn't have said anything," she said, her voice tailing off into a whisper.
"Nonsense honey," I said, putting my hand over hers, "You'll always be able to talk to me about anything."
"But do you believe in sex without love Daddy? Just sleeping with somebody to relieve yourself? To just feel good for a while?"
"Oh Gross Jacqui!" her sister interjected.
"Honey," I started, "The only woman I've slept with in twenty-five years was your Mom and I loved her so much"
"What about before? Before you met Mom, I mean. You must have"
"Well, there were two girls in high school," I admitted, remembering. "But I did think at the time I was in love with each of them," I smiled.
"And when you were in the Marines?"
"Jacqui," was again hissed by her sister.
"Maybe," I admitted ruefully.
"It's so much easier for men," Jacqui complained. "Johnnie and I made love every day for almost a year and then poof, he's gone to Iraq and I'm all alone and now he's dead and," she continued as the tears started to flow down her cheeks.
As her sister rushed to her, tenderly holding her in her arms, caressing her, Jacqui went on, "Is it wrong Daddy to want a man, to want to have sex, so soon after Johnnies gone?"
"No sweetie, its natural, especially after you've lost someone, you need, you want comfort."
"You too Daddy?"
I nodded to her as I went on, "You'll find someone honey, someone to love. It won't mean you'll forget Johnnie, its just you'll have someone new."
"I don't want to fall in love Daddy; I don't think I can take it again. But how will I be able to have sex?" she lamented.
"Don't worry Jacqui," I started.
"It's so easy for men, for you." She cried. "You have all those women chasing you. Or you can go to Boston and find a prostitute and"
"Enough Jacqui," yelled her sister, clearly outraged by our conversation. "Daddy would never sleep with a prostitute, never. And what women? Who's chasing him?" she demanded.
"Didn't you see them all at the Christmas concert today? All trying to talk to Daddy. Miss Davis"
"The teacher? She's old, you idiot, way too old for Daddy."
"She's ten years younger than Dad silly. And then the Librarian, Miss Jones, and of course Mrs. Green, Jill's Mom, her husbands been dead for five years, and"
"But Jacqui," my dismayed daughter sputtered.
"Who do you think made the lasagna we're eating, or the apple pie we've got for dessert?"
"But that's just neighbors being nice Jacqui. Right Daddy?" she implored. "You'd never sleep with them would you, not if you didn't love them?"
"I'm not sleeping with anyone honey. Just the three of us are going to have as good as Christmas as possible, OK? Now let's have dessert."
"I'm not hungry," Dani refused. "I don't even think Mrs. Green knows how to bake a pie, it'll probably taste terrible. Tomorrow Daddy, I'm going to bake all the Christmas cookies Mommy used to make us, we shouldn't have to rely on others, not when I can cook so well," she finished.
"Don't tease your sister," I warned Jacqui after Dani had left the table.
"We've got to help Dani, Dad. And I'm still horny Daddy," she complained, but with an excited twinkle in her eyes.
Jacqui played the piano for us that night after the dishes were done, and together we sang all the old Christmas favorites, the songs their Mom had sung them every Christmas and somehow, what could have turned all maudlin and sad for us instead became a celebration, magically all of us were turning to the future. And although all of us had been brutally hurt in the preceding days and months, I think it was that night of singing that made us all realize there'd be happy days in the future, that Mom would have insisted on it.
I finally left the two girls giggling happily together, but just heard as I walked up the stairs Dani demand of her sister, 'Daddy wouldn't really sleep with a prostitute, would he?' and then Jacqui's confident reply, 'Of course he will, unless we do something.'
Dec 23rd
The next morning we tackled the job we'd been putting off for the last few days, our annual foray across the fields behind the farmhouse to the small copse of fir trees nestled next to the pond at the bottom of the ridge. It was sunny and cold as we walked on the thin layer of snow that lay everywhere, the light dustings each of the last three nights had delivered a perfect white New England Christmas to us.
The girls were singing as we walked, and 'Jingle Bells' rang across the fields until I hit Dani with a well placed snowball. From then on we ran and shrieked and giggled, drawn backward in time to the joyous feelings of our youth.
Finally we fell together, the three of us giggling as we lay entwined, even Jacqui with John Junior cradled next to her stomach. "That one Daddy," Dani ordered, pointing to the tree we had almost rolled against, a perfect, seven foot tall blue spruce, its white tipped branches sparkling in the sun.
"They'd think we were crazy, wouldn't they?" Jacqui suddenly asked.
"Who sweetie?"
"Our neighbors, the people in town, busybodies, I don't know, anybody. They'd say to themselves 'why are those three smiling, having fun with all their problems'. You and Mom never cared did you Dad? About what others thought, I mean."
"I only worried about what your Mom thought, about what you little girls thought," I confessed, suddenly serious. "Your happiness is all that counts to me now," I said, and saw with a sudden, intense inner clarity that it was true, that there was nothing I wanted for myself that could remotely approach the joy Dani and Jacqui gave me.
"I'm not leaving here again Daddy," Jacqui suddenly promised. "I want little John to grow up here, to play and work on the farm, to be with his grandfather, to have you teach him like you did me."
"I'd love it sweetie, but you'll want to get out, do things, meet people.."
"I've been thinking Daddy, every night this week, and I've decided, I'm staying, staying here with you. I can study at the community college, I'll become a nurse and get a job at the hospital when I graduate, but I'm living here, on this land, with you"
"What about me? I don't want to go either."
"Of course with you Dani, my perfect little sister. With you, and your artificially inseminated baby and Johnnie and Daddy," she laughed.
"You girls are nuts," I said grinning, but also saw the look that passed between the two, a look that expressed their total commitment to this newly hatched plan.
"Cut the tree Daddy," Jacqui finally ordered, smiling happily.
We decorated the tree that afternoon, and even though John Jr. was too young to appreciate the show, we took our time, allowing him to see and feel every bulb and light before we put it on. Finally only the two angels were left, the angels we called Danielle and Jacqueline, always the last ornaments to go on and almost always put on by me.
Turning I saw Jacqui crying silently, her angel hanging from her fingers, her little sister hugging her, trying to offer solace.
"Honey?" I whispered.
"Johnnie was so happy last year Daddy," Jacqui sobbed, "When you let him put my angel up. I had warned him before, 'only Daddy can put my angel on the tree Johnnie', and then you gave it to him and told him it was his job from now on. He was so happy Daddy, so proud that you trusted him with the job. I think he was happier with that than the fact you let him marry me," she admitted, a wide smile lighting her tear filled face.
"You'll always have a Daddy to take care of you, my little angel," I promised as I pulled both my daughters into my arms.
The girls cooked a roast beef dinner with all the trimmings that night, and accompanied by a rich Bordeaux, it was a perfect meal after a day spent active and outdoors. Dani had baked all afternoon and proudly presented us with a plate of brightly colored Christmas coolies for dessert.
"Certainly better than Mrs. Green's pie honey," I confidently asserted, licking my lips in a silent praise to my suddenly shy daughter's effort.
"Daddy," Dani started, later, as we all sat on the sofa in the den, I between Jacqui at one end feeding little John, and Dani nestled comfortably against me on the other side. "I don't want you to do it."
"Don't you sweetie," I answered as I pulled her closer to my body and tickled her side.
"I'm serious!"
"About what my little princess?" I asked as I continued to tickle her.
"Dadddddy Pleassssse!" she insisted, as both Jacqui and I smiled at each other. "I don't want you to sleep with prostitutes Daddy, or women you don't love. It's wrong! Promise me you won't Daddy."
"Dani, I'm not sleeping with any prostitutes. Stop listening to your big sister, she's putting stupid ideas in your head."
"Not Mrs. Green either Daddy," she went on, clearly not willing to leave this subject alone.
"I'll never sleep with Mrs. Green honey, I promise, besides her pie was terrible."
"You love me Daddy don't you? And I love you..... So well, I was thinking last night, after I talked to Jacqui"
"I going to get back at you for this Jacqui," I warned my elder daughter, smirking quietly beside me, clearly struggling to keep from laughing.
"Daddy! Anyway Daddy I was thinking that if you have to have sex with someone, and Jacqui told me you would, well maybe............ I mean I'm not going to have any boyfriends and.............. well maybe, if you needed someone once every month or two......... maybe I could......... you know....... you could sleep with me. Then you wouldn't have to go to Boston or Mrs. Green or Miss Davis."
"Once a month," shrieked Jacqui, "Daddy will need more than that, you nincompoop."
"Why? What do you mean?"
"And anyway, I thought you told me you'd never sleep with a man again."
"Well I thought, ....... Maybe with Daddy I could," Dani started, blushing furiously, "I like sleeping in his bed Jacqui. And then maybe I wouldn't have to get artificially inseminated"
"You're crazy Danielle. And besides Daddy needs a woman at least five nights a week."
"No he wouldn't. Would you Daddy?" asked Dani, a look of disbelief on her face.
"Girls its Christmas. Why don't you worry about all the beautiful gifts you're going to buy me and the wonderful turkey you're going to prepare for me – not sex!"
After seconds of silence, Dani still not willing to let the matter rest added, "Well Jacqui, you could help me. You could sleep with Daddy some days, you're used to it anyway, and at least you like men."
Lifting her finally sated infant down into his bassinet, Jacqui turned to me and winking lasciviously said, "Maybe I'll will Dani! But first," she said as she straddled my legs and sat facing me, "I'm going to let Daddy drink from me tonight."
"But Jacqui, can't I have"
"So you did like it after all?" she crowed. "Well tonight you're going to have to wait until after your Daddy's finished."
"But honey," I protested as Jacqui's hand cupped the back of my head and drew me towards her breast.
"Shut up Daddy. Consider it an early present from your" were the last words I heard before the first thick stream of luscious, mother's milk bathed my mouth.
"Ohhhhh Daddy," I heard moaned as I sucked greedily, my free hand cupping and kneading her other breast.
"Oh sweetie," I growled when I finally switched teats, lost in the taste of my daughter even as my penis grew long and throbbed under her, the weight of her thighs spread atop him perfectly.
"Thank you Jacqui," I whispered when I finally released her nipple, "I'd almost forgotten what it was like."
"Maybe next Christmas you'll be able to drink from me Daddy," Dani said excitedly, as she watched her sister's heavy tits impatiently.
"Oh all right Miss Greedy, you can have some too," Jacqui finally offered, slipping off my lap and next to Dani. But while Dani's hungry lips sucked eagerly from her sister, Jacqui's slipped her hand into my lap and gently stroked me.
I lay awake for hours that night, my mind a mishmash of emotions – desire and love and sorrow and shame and lust. I touched myself, finally inducing that incredible release, that explosion of ejaculate up my stiff shaft while my brain was bathed in an avalanche of home grown opiates.
Lying in bed, covered in my seed, I could still hear my two girls whispering together in their shared room and my last thought as I fell asleep was to wonder just what plot Jacqui was hatching now to her innocent sister.
Dec 24th
"Morning Daddy," I heard giggled in my ear the next morning, and as I slowly roused could feel Dani's firm breasts poking into my bare back, and feel her arm softly draped around me.
"Hi Daddy," another voice chimed in, and finally opening my eyes saw Jacqui's face just inches from mine and realized a hand was gently caressing my elongated shaft.
"Jesus girls, what the heck are you doing here? What time is it anyway," I sputtered as I pulled Jacqui's fingers from my now rampant cock.
"It's just nine a.m. Daddy," Dani whispered from behind. "Jacqui and I woke early, around five and we were so cold Daddy, so we decided"
"If it was so cold sweetie, how come you and your sister have no clothes on?" I demanded.
"It's an old Eskimo discovery Daddy," Jacqui said grinning, each light breath caressing me, "If two or more people sleep together in cold weather, you're always warmer if you sleep naked."
"I bet honey," I muttered.
"Do you always have hard-ons in the morning Daddy," the little vixen asked slyly.
"What?" shrieked Dani.
"He's had two Dani, just in the last hour. I was trying to sleep and Daddy kept poking me."
"Why didn't you tell me? Let me see," Dani ordered, and then threw off the covers and proceeded to climb over me, her hair lined slit open to my view as she lay spread atop me.
"OUT!" I ordered as the two scrambled to inspect me, and as they ran out giggling couldn't help but hear Dani's urgent question to her sister, "Are they all that big Jacqui?"
We spent the day shopping and visiting, finally ending up around two at Jacqui's in-laws who lived in the next small town from ours. It had snowed lightly all morning but as we sat at the Browns it really started to come down hard and we rushed to get home before the roads were closed.
We ate, but soon after we lost power, and so spent the evening quietly huddled together in the den, talking and reminiscing in front of the brightly burning fireplace. I shooed them both off to bed around eleven, wanting to wrap their presents without their prying eyes.
When I retired to my bedroom, soon after midnight I found Dani huddled smiling under the covers.
"Jacqui didn't want me to sleep with her tonight Daddy, and it was sooooo cold"
"So you just thought you'd come and sleep with your Daddy," I finished for her, as I lifted the covers back. "And you believed Jacqui's story about the Eskimos I see," I added when I saw Dani's naked body flickering in the dim light provided by the dying flames.
"Yes Daddy," she whispered. "I know I'm not as attractive as Jacqui, that maybe you don't want me, that"
"Shhhh," I ordered as I dropped my towel and slipped next to her, suspended just beside her, drinking in her radiant beauty, her translucent skin. "You're so perfect Dani," I said, gently taking her lower lip between mine.
"I am?"
My only answer was to fold her in my arms, hugging her against me with a desperate intensity, a wonderful intensity I hadn't felt since her Mother had died.
"I'm scared Daddy."
"Me too honey, I'm terrified I'll hurt you, or make you sad or disappoint you."
"You couldn't Daddy, never," she protested, as she rolled on top of me, and grabbing my head, started to rain kisses on me. She could feel my cock between us, throbbing against her stomach, and when she finally sat up, sitting astride my thighs, it sprang angrily in the air, hovering between her legs.
"God, its so big Daddy," she said, a tremor in her voice, and struggling to put her small hand around his thick girth, asked, "But where will it all go. Jacqui didn't really explain this part."
"I think your big sister has done enough explaining," I growled, as I watched Dani lift her hips up and perch herself over me.
"He's so soft, yet hard Daddy," Dani whispered with awe in her voice, and then slowly lowered herself until my now dark red cockhead, covered in precum, was banging at her gate.
"Unnhhhhhhhh, Oh Dadddddddy," she grunted as she lowered herself fiercely, taking a thick six inches before she slowed. Squeezing my balls, she rose until just my prick's ringed head was left in her, and again dropped heavily onto me. "He's almost all in Daddy," she moaned as she again raised and lowered her sticky moist centre.
I lay still as she worked me, not wanting to frighten her the first time she made love, not wanting to awaken those ugly memories I knew must rest close to the surface of her mind. But as she built up a rhythm, a cadence, as her loud, gasping grunts filled the air I started to raise my hips to meet her and took her breasts in my fingers and urgently kneaded them as her cunt repeatedly clenched my throbbing cock.
She was grunting fiercely, small rapid grunts that matched her ever increasing pace, unhh...unhh....unhh...unhh....unnnnhhhhhhhhhhh, when I finally felt her explode around my hardness, bathing me in her juices as my first spurting string of seed sought out her center.
"Daddy," she cried as she lowered her mouth towards mine, "Oh Daddy........I didn't know, didn't think"
I was still hard inside her when our tongues danced together, my prick not allowing any of my cum to leak out from her fertile cunt. I then rolled her quickly onto her back, and proceeded to fuck her hard, all subtlety now gone, but watched her eyes and immediately saw her acceptance, her desire for my deep penetration, her lust for her Daddy's big prick.
We did it four times before we fell apart sated, panting and gasping, and fell asleep bathed in the juices of our love.
Dec 25th, Christmas Day
"MERRY CHRISTMAS!" blasted next to my ear woke me the next morning, and looking up I saw Jacqui's jubilant face smiling back.
"Merry Christmas to you sweetie," I mumbled as my eyes quickly took in the fact that my oldest was buck naked and not twelve inches from my face was a perfect triangle of black fur, a red Christmas bow attached to it's trimmed strands, positioned just above the pink slit that peeked seductively through.
"Do you like my present Daddy?" she asked as she moved her hips ever closer to my gaping mouth.
"JACQUI, Oh Jacqui," Dani yelled as she climbed over me and stood to embrace her grinning sister. "Oh, Jacqui, you were right, I do like it!"
"I know, you kept me up half the night with your squealing and grunting," she laughed. "It certainly sounded like Santa came last night," she giggled, "I can even see strands of his cumming on your body. But I hope you didn't wear out poor Daddy," she asked, as she winked at me over Dani's shoulder.
"The powers still out too. There's like three feet of snow around the house. The phones are out too," she told us.
We all rushed to the window, and stared arm in arm at the wonderful, white, winter wonderland that stretched as far as the eye could see. "I guess we won't have any visitors today then?" I asked.
"No Daddy," Dani agreed, "they'd never be able to get through."
Jacqui was already grinning happily when I went on, "We probably don't have to rush and get dressed then, do we?"
"No Daddy," broke in Jacqui wickedly, "If we wanted, we could probably stay naked all day Daddy. We could open our presents naked, eat breakfast naked, play cards naked, or..."
"Has John Jr. been fed yet this morning Jacqui?"



"Yes Daddy, I just put him back to sleep. He'll probably sleep for another two hours."
"Maybe I'd better," I said, pulling gently on her hip, drawing her red bow decorated groin toward me, "Open my first present now."
"Oh yessssss Daddy," Jacqui purred, as my tongue slid into her and I sampled her sweet pussy.
"What present Jacqui?..................... Oh! ......Do you have any other bows? Maybe I can give Daddy his second present once he's opened yours," she finished grinning, as she skipped happily from the room.
By the time Dani returned, a bow on each nipple and one covering her groin, Jacqui was atop me, and while I ate her as I massaged and kneaded her ass, spreading her and forcing more of her into my mouth, she popped my cockhead in her mouth and commenced licking me.
"What are you two doing," Dani asked, gawking at us from the side of the bed.
"Breakfast sweetie," her sister answered after spitting me out for a second.
"But Jacqui," she protested as her sisters long tongue curled upward from the base of my balls to the now leaking tip.
"Didn't you kiss Daddy's prick last night you bad girl? It's his second favorite thing."
"No one told me. And we were so busy last night Jacqui, I didn't have time."
Jacqui took my first jerking thrust in her mouth and then pulling her younger sister towards her, aimed my second and third and fourth spurts towards Dani's waiting mouth.
"Ummmmm, you taste so good Daddy," she said licking her lips, trying to catch the last strand that hung from the corner of her mouth, "but what are you going to have to eat?"
"He's going to have me, and then you, and then maybe a little milk to wash it all down," Jacqui said laughing, "But first he's going to make love to his beautiful eldest daughter," she promised.
And I did. And we all did. And somehow the most awful year in the history of our world is just about over. And I have a feeling we're all going to live happily ever after.
Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!
I write my stories to amuse and excite, to titillate. Hopefully if you've read this far I've succeeded to some small extent. Please let me know how you liked the story. The response from readers is what makes writing the story fun. E-mail me or IM me or post a public comment below; anonymously or openly. I will answer back to all who leave a contact address. Pleassse!
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FRENCH NIECE??
Chapter 1 - New York City, August 2004
"Pierre, c'est toi?" I heard down the phone line, a line that stretched all the way to the elegant 7th arrondissement in Paris, that most exclusive of areas, now home to my only sister Marie Justine (nee Mary Brown) Tremblay.
"Oui, c'est moi Marie. What a pleasant surprise to hear from you. I was just thinking of you," I lied, both nervous and excited at hearing the voice of my forty-three year old sister, a sister who would be calling me only if she wanted something. "How's everything going over there?"
"Good news Peter," she almost sang as she switched back to her native tongue, "Amelie's coming to visit you."
"She is….. When?" I stammered, but relieved that this looked like a simple request to perform, a couple of days escorting my pretty niece around New York City.
"Well Cherie, not exactly a visit," she added ominously. "Actually it's wonderful news Peter, your brilliant niece has been accepted to our Alma Mater."
"NYU? But she's only sixteen," I protested, confused by the idea of my only niece wandering the halls of America's best University.
"She's eighteen Peter. Don't you even know the age of my daughter? She graduated from the Lycee in June."
"But does she speak English well enough?" I asked, as my mind whirled through the possibilities and problems Amelie's presence in New York would cause me.
"Of course she speaks English," she almost shouted in response, her natural dislike of the male species coming perilously close to the surface as she spoke. "But she'll need a place to stay when she arrives in three weeks."
"I'm sure she'll love residence living Marie. Remember how you enjoyed your first year?" I enthused and then added, "And of course I'll love entertaining my beautiful niece from time to time."
"We were too late Peter."
"Too late? For what?"
"Amelie was going to go to the Sorbonne of course, but when NYU accepted her last week, both Jacques and I thought she should experience at least one year in America, it'll be good for her."
"And?"
"We were too late to get her in residence Pierre, so we thought……"
"Yes?" I finally murmured, all of a sudden realizing what my dear sister was hoping for.
"Well, you do have a huge house. And you are so close to the University, well, so we thought maybe the best thing for your innocent little niece is to live"
"I'm sure she'd be better off with people her own age," I said quickly, interrupting her argument. "In fact, I'm sure with the contacts I have that I could easily arrange a place for her in residence."
"I've already decided Peter! She'll stay with you first year. It'll be much safer for a young girl. Remember Peter, she's innocent, she's not used to the violence and guns and criminals and murder and drugs like all you Americans are."
"Marie, you're an American too," I protested weakly, knowing this was an argument I'd never win.
"We're arriving on the 28th Peter, Air France of course. We expect to be met," she warned, and before hanging up added, "I'll e-mail you the details tomorrow."
A myriad of emotions flashed through my brain as I sat immobile in my easy chair, the phone's busy signal buzzing unnoticed in my ear. It was hard to believe that Claire Amelie Tremblay, my little 'cat', was already eighteen and about to become a University student. I hadn't seen her for over four years and had often wondered if her Mother hadn't intentionally sent her away whenever I had made one of my visits to France in recent years.
Was it on her fourteenth birthday the last time I'd seen her I asked myself. Even then she had been taller than her Mom, I remembered. She was a thin, coltish, auburn haired girl, frisky then and with no hips and just small bumps rising under her tee shirt. She'd had hard fat nipples though, I thought suddenly, grinning at the remembered image of a topless, soaking Amelie climbing from their pool as we adults sipped wine.
Even then though, she was her Mothers daughter, having already developed a haughtiness, even a snobbishness that can be maddening in a twenty year old, but in her fourteen year old body four years ago it had been simply irritating. She'll be a bitch I knew suddenly, that worst of all possible combinations, a beautiful, rich, private school educated French teenager, brought up by my status conscious sister.
My sister, I mused, as a lifetime of sibling memories crowded my brain………
Chapter 2 - New York, Summer 1985
My sister, simply Mary then, was born six years before me, and was probably more surprised by my sudden appearance than my father. Dad was sixty when I was born, and greeted the son he had given up hoping for, a son who could carry on the proud tradition of the New York Browns, with jubilation.
In one day Mary went from being the only child of a wealthy family, an always spoiled girl who had been the most important person in the Brown household, into almost an afterthought, the arrival of the male scion completely superseding her, even though she was the elder.
She must have loved me at first, what small six year old girl could possibly not love a baby brother? But as the years passed resentment grew, and although I didn't recognize it at the time, I know now that I induced in her incredibly strong emotions, a love/hate pendulum that threatened her happiness.
When I was ten, eleven, twelve, she would often wrestle with me as we played, and looking back I can still see the joy in her eyes as her sixteen or seventeen year old body sat astride me, forcing me down, hurting me just enough to get me to cry and beg for mercy.
I have no memories of any sexual association with these games; at that age I was still too young to harbor even the remotest interest in sex. But now I guess that Mary must have somehow received some sado-erotic pleasure in subduing her little brother, probably some early stirrings of the two sided sexual person she was destined to become.
When I was twelve Mary started first year medicine at NYU and with her living in residence for her first three years we grew apart, our childish games left behind. And when she moved back home after third year, half-way to her medical degree, a twenty-one year old woman, she found not the boy she remembered cowing before her, but an almost-man.
At fifteen, I had grown to 5'10", three inches taller than Mary, and although still thin, had a wiry strength that easily eclipsed hers. And so, during those next three years, my high school years, Mary changed tactics, ostensibly kind and charming to me when in the presence of others, but often mean and verbally harassing when in private.
When I finally discovered girls and started dating in my junior year, her attacks all of a sudden became increasingly shrill. She hated the ease I had with the opposite sex, and would invariably criticize any date I brought home. It was that year when I recognized that there was something wrong with Mary, that I realized that this twenty-three year old beautiful woman, and she was beautiful, even her brother could recognize the sexual delights that awaited someone behind every curve of her lush body, had sexual problems.
"Why don't you ever go out with men?" I learned to reply to her constant criticism of me and my dates. "Don't tell me you're still a virgin?" I'd laugh at her.
"She's just a slut, a dirty little slut," she'd rage back.
"Lesbian!"
"Fuck you Peter, fuck you," she'd cry.
Only once that year did we actually physically battle, and as I easily rode atop her thrashing, struggling body, taunted, "Some day a man's going to come along and make you his slave Mary, make you grovel at his feet, how do you think you'll like it Mary, obeying a strong male.."
"Never," she screamed, "I'll never let a man control me. I'm strong, I'm liberated! Never!"
But I just laughed as I got off her and could see the fear, the excitement, the yearning in her eyes as she lay looking up at me.
In her last year at NYU, while I was eighteen and in last year high school, Mary all of a sudden found a man, or at least a male member of the human species. Jacques Tremblay, a fellow student in medicine, a Frenchman, all of a sudden started appearing at our house, and during Easter of their final year they announced to Dad and Mom their plans to get married in late July and then move to France to live and practice medicine.
"Are you crazy?" I demanded one day soon after their announcement, "Mary, he's not for you. He'll never satisfy you. He's a"
"Shut up Peter. You're just jealous," she laughed, feeling she had the upper hand. "He's kind and rich and educated and urbane and handsome," she crooned. "And he obeys me. He does what I say Peter, when I say it," she boasted, showing the haughtiness I recognized from our youth.
He was a short, dapper man, maybe 5'5" and one hundred and twenty pounds, and I didn't doubt Mary's words, easily being able to imagine her sitting astride him, disciplining him.
"He's not a man," I howled, "He'll never fill you like you want, like you need."
"He likes it when I spank him," she whispered in my ear, "With a fat leather belt Peter," she finished, a triumphant gloat on her shining face………
Nothing would have happened; the future would have turned out completely different, if she hadn't barged in on me that July day, just two weeks before her wedding. Sally, my current girl, and I were in the backyard, naked after a summer's afternoon swim. When I heard the click of the patio door I was pounding away deeply into Sally's pussy, as she lay bent over the picnic table.
With one hand holding Sally's ponytail and the other wrapped under her stomach, pulling her towards me with each heaving thrust, I looked up and saw Mary watching us, one foot through the door and the other suspended in mid air.
As Sally's deep groans of satisfaction exploded across the yard, I kept watching my Sister, still immobile second after second, her mouth open in an anguished circle, and saw as the black rage suddenly bloomed on her face.
She was on me and pushing me over just as my first strand of cum pumped out and flew in a wild arc upward as I stumbled onto the grass. "You pig," she hissed at me before turning to an astonished Sally, whom she started to pummel as she screamed, "Slut! Cunt! Bitch! Get the fuck out of here," and Sally fled screaming before her blows and words, just grabbing her shorts and top before Mary chased her through the house and out the front door.
"Are you fucking crazy?" I finally managed to yell when Mary reappeared. "What were you fucking thinking?" I raged as I stood up to face her, strands of my cum hanging from my chest and still half-hard cock.
"You're like animals, wild animals," she yelled back as she rushed right up to me, her hands clenched in little fists and spittle dripping from the corner of her mouth. "It's disgusting!"
"It's sex Mary, just sex. That was my girlfriend for Christ's sake."
As her fists hammered uselessly against my chest I suddenly broke, first grabbing her hands to stop the ineffectual blows, and then lifting her effortlessly off the ground.
"You asshole," she screamed as I carried her over to the table and bent her over, the suppressed anger I'd carried for years now explosively unleashed.
Thwack……… thwack…….. thwack………. thwack………. thwack…….. thwack…My hand fell relentlessly on Mary's backside, her screams of protest rising as the pinkness turned to red and crimson. "Bitch," I yelled as each blow fell, incredibly excited to finally have the upper hand on my squirming sister.
"No Peter, no ……… you can't, stop, stop now," she ordered, but as I silently spanked her cries turned to pleas, "Please Peter, pleasssssse, pleasssssssse stop, it hurts."
Finally I tired, and turned her and lifted her to her feet. Grabbing her hair I shoved her face against my chest and ordered, "Clean me Mary, lick my cum from my body."
"Never you bastard, never," she wailed, but when I threatened to spank her again, I felt her tongue tentatively lick my nipple, tasting a man's cum for the first time and when she looked up into my eyes for just a second I saw a slavish acceptance of me deep within. She turned away quickly, knowing I had seen her desire, her lust, and quickly lowered her head, cleaning my chest and stomach hungrily.
Finally, on her knees between my legs, I could see her hesitate before my now surging cock. "It's too big Peter, I can't," she sobbed, a plea for mercy in her eyes.
"Clean it," I ordered as I grasped the back of her head and pulled her forward, and almost howled in pleasure as her tongue circle my engorged, leaking cockhead. "You're a born cocksucker," I laughed as she sucked me eagerly, one of her hands pumping me as the other caressed my now tight balls.
"Enough," I ordered as I lifted her up and pulled her against me.
"But Peter, don't you"
Lifting her and carrying her inside, I rushed upstairs to her bedroom, impatient to finally fuck my haughty sister, and as I threw her down on her soft sheets, told her, "Now its time you really felt me Mary. Felt what a man feels like spreading your tight little cunt."
"No Peter, no please. I'm a virgin, I can't"
"A virgin? You mean little Jacques's never fucked his sweet bride," I laughed as I knelt between her legs. "Never felt your pussy clench his little cock?" I demanded as I drove easily through her virgin gate, feeling the hot blood bathe my rampant tool as I penetrated a good six inches.
"Noooooooo…………………. Peterrrrrrrrrr, no pleasssssssssssse" she shrieked as she was split by my sword. "Yes, yes, take it all out," she pled as I withdrew, leaving just my fat cockhead in her.
"The hard part's over," I promised as I plunged in again, this time burying another inch in her. "You got most of it sweetie," I lied, as I pulled back again.
"How long is it?" she cried, "It's too big, I can't Peter, I can't."
"Look at me," I ordered, as I started to pump rhythmically, "Into my eyes Mary, look into my eyes." I took her lower lip between my teeth as I finally bottomed out in her, my nine fat inches stuffing her completely.
"You're my little sex slave Mary," I told her grinning, feeling her slowly adjust to this foreign penetration of her insides, and then felt the first tentative responses from her body. Little hip movements and clenching of her pussy muscles began to meet my every thrust and deep guttural groans involuntarily slipped between her clasping teeth.
She came twice before I finally bathed her insides, and as my millions of sperm worked their way into every available crevasse, I felt a relief, a fulfillment I had never felt before. "I hate you," she whispered as we lay facing each other. "I hate men, I hate your penises, your strength, your"
"Come here," I laughed, pulling her so she nestled softly against me. "You're beautiful, so beautiful," I added, whispering in her ear before I let my lips find hers.
"I didn't want to, you hurt me," she lied, each of her breaths caressing me softly. As I pulled her even tighter against me, forcing her to feel my full length pushing against her stomach, she complained as she looked down between our bodies, "Not again Peter, please not again."
But she was licking her lips as she said it and when I flipped her over and entered her, holding her hips up and apart, she gasped in contentment and was soon begging me to fuck her harder and harder………..
In the two weeks that followed, those last days leading up to her wedding, we fucked almost without stop. And after each bout of lovemaking she'd deny she liked it, always insisting she hated men, loathed me.
"I hate it Peter, I hate it what you do, what you make me feel, but I don't want you sleeping with that slut," she explained one day, promising me always that this was the last time but invariably coming back an hour or two hours later, rubbing against me, teasing me until I threw her down and forced her again.
But I couldn't convince her to leave Jacques, to call off the wedding, to stay with me. "You'll never be happy with him Mary," I'd argue, "Stay with me, stay with your little brother, be his lover, my slave forever."
"Never, never, I'm a doctor, an independent woman; I'm not your toy. This is just a parting cadeau, a gift for my little brother before I leave you." She stormed.
And she did marry Jacques and move to France and have a baby girl, Amelie, my niece. But about every twelve or fifteen months Marie (as she now called herself) and I would somehow find ourselves together for a couple of days or a week, and during those few precious times Marie would drop her pretense and become my slave, complaining happily as I cocked her.
Chapter 3 - New York, Aug 28 2004
You couldn't mistake them for anything but what they were, rich French women deigning to allow the United States the pleasure of their company for a short while. And as they slowly walked towards me, every molecule in my body screamed 'danger', a warning I knew I couldn't heed.
"Ah, Amelie, le voila," my sister intoned to her daughter, pointing at me.
"Marie, Cat, what a pleasure," I said, rushing to meet them. There were no family hugs from these two, just a cheerless waving at my cheeks by two pairs of cold lips.
"J'aime pas Cat, oncle Pierre," complained my niece, the first words out of her mouth after four years of absence.
"I'm sorry honey," I replied laughing, not willing to allow either of the two any edge, "But you're in America now, English only please."
"I…….. DON'T…….. LIKE……. THE……. NAME…….CAT…….. UNCLE," Amelie ordered, scowling in heavily accented English.
"Well, sweetie, Amelie then," I responded, my sarcasm perhaps outside the grasp of her perception, "Welcome to the greatest country in the world, the United States of America – your new home!"
"Ah oui, home of the beeg Mac, George Bush and the whooper," my sneering niece answered.
'Jesus,' I thought, silently appraising the beautiful, young woman in front of me, 'I wonder how long it will take me before I have that haughty smirk wiped off her face.' And Amelie was beautiful, even more attractive than her Mother, who had been a stunner in her own right when she had been a teen.
Model tall, Amelie's 5'9" body had filled out over the last four years and round, high breasts proudly stood above a miniscule waist and flaring, full hips. She was wearing designer jeans, jeans cut so low her pubic bones were half exposed and dark, rich pubic hair would have been luxuriously escaping if she hadn't shaved and waxed. I could see her slit clearly defined by the tightness of the material at her groin and wondered fleetingly if she was wearing any underwear at all.
She certainly wasn't on top, as I could see her jutting nipples and her dark alluring circles through the thin, beige cashmere sweater she wore, and each step or motion produced a wonderful cascade of movement under the near transparent wool.
"You've become a beautiful woman," I said, grasping Amelie's two hands in mine holding her in front of me. "Almost as pretty as your Mother," I added, hoping against hope I could compliment these vain women enough to quiet their harping.
"Stop being an idiot Pierre," Marie responded, "Let's get our bags and get out of here."
As we walked to the car, with me carrying the luggage as the girls chatted happily in French, I wondered if I'd have a chance in the two days my dear sister was staying to remind her once again just what a real man would and could do. And I couldn't stop myself from giving her still firm butt a quick slap as she bent over to follow her daughter into the car, a stinging blow that really didn't hurt, but just reminded Marie of what was ahead.



I kept up a running commentary as we drove, trying to point out all the highlights of New York to my young niece sitting in the back seat. As I talked I let my hand slide towards my sister sitting next to me, finally slipping my fingers into the high slit cut into her stylish white midi skirt.
"No, not now," she groaned, struggling to move away from me as my hand lightly touched her silk covered mound.
"No what Mama?" asked Amelie, completely shielded from the caresses I was applying to her Mother.
"Rien Cherie, It's nothing," Marie answered as my hand slipped under the soft material and a finger lightly trailed along the damp channel before penetrating her lightly. She was soaking as we pulled up to my house, panting silently as my finger pumped into her.
"Pig," she hissed pleadingly at me as Amelie jumped from the car, "I hate you! Don't touch me again, don't! Not this time, Amelie might see," she tried to order, as her pulsing pussy betrayed her.
"Viens Mama [C'mon Mom]," Amelie yelled as she moved up the walk towards the front door.
"I've missed you Marie," I whispered as Sis moved to get out of the car. "Maybe tonight," I added grinning, forcing her reluctant hand momentarily onto my now straining shaft before releasing her.
"No! I can't, I won't," she promised, but wasn't able to hide the lust, the servile hunger in her eyes.
When I finally arrived in the foyer of my two-hundred year old attached brownstone, laden still with the girls luggage, I found my niece staring wide eyed into the formal living room/dining room area.
"Mais, c'est tres belle, oh, I mean, its beautiful Uncle Peter," Amelie gushed, obviously impressed with the grandeur and beautiful furnishings of the rooms.
"Come on ma belle, I'll show you your new room, its upstairs." And after leading her into her new room and watching her eyes open in wonder, a young girls delight shining clearly on her face, added, "I hope you like it honey."
"Its perfect Uncle Peter, I love it," she said as she turned and gave me a real hug, and just for a second she let her moist lips linger atop mine, letting me momentarily sample her tongue before pulling away.
"Why don't you unpack honey while I take your Mom up to her room."
"I could sleep here," Marie quickly offered. "I don't want you put out too much," my normally selfish sister added.
"Don't even think about it Marie. Finally I get the chance to entertain you and repay you for all the times you've welcomed me at your home."
Even Amelie looked up suspiciously at this comment, knowing full well that I had never been welcomed warmly into her Mothers home. "But Peter," Marie started to protest as I led her out and up to the third floor.
My bedroom, like Amelie's directly below mine, looked out through large windows onto a private park at the back of the house, a park owned and maintained by the twenty houses that completely circled it. But it was to a room at the front on the top floor, angled under the sloping eaves, and with only a small window facing the street below, that I led Marie.
It was a luxuriously finished room, with rich, wood paneling, thick royal blue curtains, built in bookshelves, and wall mounted gold lighting fixtures. But it was also clearly a man's room, something I could see Marie sense immediately, and laughed inwardly as I saw her flinch from the hard male sexuality she felt all around her.
"Its fine Peter," she whispered, "Just give me a couple of minutes to change and freshen up and I'll come down and rejoin you."
Turning to her after I placed her bags on the bed, I ordered, "I don't want you to wear any panties while you're here Marie, I want you open for me."
"But, what do you mean," she started but she didn't finish her thought as I pulled her against me, roughly lifting her skirt above her waist before I ripped the soft, silk panties from her body.
And as I grasped her two round rear globes in my steel like fingers, lifting her up off the floor while I spread her, she cried, "No Peter, please don't………oh God I hate you," she finished as one of my fingers eased up her already slippery channel while another forced itself into her puckered anus.
"You haven't felt your brother's hard spank for a few years, have you my dear sister?" I asked chuckling as I pulled her reluctant form toward the bed and placed her squirming over my knee. "I hope you haven't forgotten that you're really just a little slave, made to suck her brother's fat prick," I teased. Two fingers of my left hand were now buried in her, pumping relentlessly as the first blow fell ……TWACK ……… and then was followed in rapid succession by a dozen more.
Slipping her now thrashing body off my lap and onto her knees between my legs, I held her arms spread wide as her face lay against my crotch, feeling my bucking penis through the thin cotton.
"I won't, you bastard," she swore, as I pulled my fat monster free, "I won't, I won't, I won't," she sobbed as I moved my cock over her teary face, letting her feel its hardness against her cheek, her nose, her chin, her hair. "You're so cruel," she hissed as her mouth struggled to seize him, and then hungrily popped the heart shaped, crimson head between her puffy lips.
It was amazing that someone who had had so little experience with men, and with their pricks, could be so adept at pleasing them. As she licked and sucked, ravenously eating me, I freed her hands and allowed her to pump and stroke me as she worked, her only sounds gurgles of contentment, her supposed disdain for men lost as I emptied my thick strands of seed in her throat.
"I hate you," she whispered, as she knelt before me, a white string of cum hanging from her chin, as her eyes bored into mine, a deep satisfaction shining through. "I hate the way you make me feel, I hate loving the taste of you, the feel of your big cock," she finished as she lowered her head and milked the last bits of spunk into her mouth.
"Tonight Marie," I promised as I rose and moved toward the door, "Tonight I'll make you crawl for your little brother."
For two days I fucked my big sister, making her come endlessly as she thrashed below me, again and again deeply impaled on my thrusting spear. As she lay, tied spread-eagled on my King size bed, late on the second night, just hours before her flight home, I tried to convince her to join me permanently.
"Come live with me Marie, you know this is what you want, what you need… you want to be my slave, to feel my cock always, I've missed you"
"No, never, I'm a strong liberated woman, a Doctor, I don't need a man, never," she wailed. "It's I who orders Jacques, disciplines him, rules him," she boasted, even as I moved into her again, filling every inch of her insides.
"Leave him Marie. He's a wimp, a jerk, a little masochist who'll never satisfy you. You pretend to be a Dom but you know what you really want, don't you?" I demanded as she again started to spasm uncontrollably over my gushing cock. "You want my collar!! Come and be my slave, sleep tied at the foot of my bed every night, pleasure me when ordered, wear my mark," I insisted. "You'll be here for your daughter, she won't be all alone," I argued, excited at the prospect of Marie being my sex slave.
I could see she was attracted by my vision, that she was finally accepting what she was, who she could become, but still she replied, "No, never Peter, I can't, I can't. You'll take care of Amelie won't you Peter, promise me you will."
"Yes, yes of course I'll take care of her. What's her problem anyway? Does she at least like men? Does she fuck? Does she have boyfriends?"
"God yes, too many I think," laughed Marie ruefully, "She's definitely not like me in that way, in fact I'm afraid she's become a little slut. You definitely won't have to encourage her to date Peter, but you may have to lock her in sometimes."……..
My last words to my sister as I hugged her in front of the Air France gate, seconds before she boarded her flight home were, "I love you Marie, anytime you want to come, that you realize it's I you want, just come, whenever, always.."
"To be your slave?"
"Yes to be my love slave Marie, forever," I whispered as she turned toward the gate, conflicting thoughts and emotions dancing beneath her skin.
Chapter 4 - New York City, Fall 2004
I was thirty-seven that Autumn, a lifelong bachelor who had been slowly becoming set in my ways, and so I found the arrival of Amelie and her continuing presence both a trial and a pleasure. It was a joy to have a teenager in the house, with her youthful view of the world allowing me to experience life through a youngster's fresh eye.
But I had to also put up with her immaturity and her arrogance, combined with an anti-Americanism that threatened our uneasy peace almost from day one. Although she enjoyed her school, her classmates, her courses and loved being able to explore the world's most exciting city, inevitably she'd spout some half-baked European theory about the States that would infuriate whoever she was with.
"But Uncle Peter," she'd complained innocently to me one day when I admonished her for some ill thought out comment she'd made, "I thought this was the land of free speech."
"That doesn't mean you can insult us every time you open your mouth."
"But Uncle,"
"Don't Uncle me Amelie. You were brought up much better than that. You don't see your new friends insulting French food or French inefficiency or French waffling on every important issue they face or"
"We don't waffle on"
"Christ sweetie, French foreign policy is based on how many francs it will make them that day. Your President doesn't even understand the concept of long term planning, the long term to him is tomorrow………….and America always has to bail you French out whenever you get in trouble. Remember Cherie, it was the good old US of A that chased the Germans out of France while you all cowered in your homes."
"Liar! Batard!" [Bastard], she yelled back. "You people are uncivilized, boorish, God Uncle, look at that fool you have as President," she raged, her haughty pride not even allowing her to see any other view than her own.
But it was also fun to watch her mind expand, growing exponentially as new ideas and sensations flooded in, being bombarded by the University environment and the richness of New York. As we'd talk over dinner I'd be continually delighted as she'd expound on some new philosophy or sociology or political science idea she'd been exposed to that day for the very first time.
And even her French haughtiness couldn't help but be impressed by the treasures of the MOMA or the Guggenheim or the Met or the Whitney and I loved the time I spent walking arm in arm with my pretty niece through the galleries of these cultural landmarks. And it was a delight to escort Amelie to the shows on Broadway, where the 'Phantom' or 'Rent' or 'Mamma Mia' or 'Chicago' or 'Lestat' would invariably bring a look of pure joy to her innocent face.
And then finally there was the sexual tension that slowly built between us that term. She was a beautiful woman who had a European's ease with nudity and sex, a casualness that we Americans often find almost shocking.
She had spent much of every summer on the Riveria, always topless, and often totally nude, as she swam and sunbathed among her friends and parents. She found our awkwardness with nudity amusing, our inability to discuss sexual matters an incomprehensible idiosyncrasy of the English speaking world.
And although I had spent time on the freer beaches of Europe, and had a more casual approach to nudity and sex than most Americans, Amelie immediately sensed my unease when she was half dressed in my presence. It was a soft spot in my armor that she loved scratching; loving the advantage my unease gave her.
It started innocently enough when she decided to join me in my nightly workouts in my basement gym, a one thousand square foot area that housed a sauna, whirlpool, shower and steam room next to a fully functional weight room which was also equipped with a stationary bike and a treadmill. She had explored it when she had first arrived and sometimes used the treadmill and spa, but until mid-October hadn't joined me when I worked out.
One night she trooped down to the gym in skimpy shorts and tank top, her midriff bare, and asked as I watched her approach, "Will you help me with the weights Uncle? Show me what I should do."
"Sure sweetie," I panted as I finished the last rep of a bicep set, "I've been hoping you'd want to try it. Weight training's good for everyone, even for young fit girls," I explained as I walked over to her, sweat glistening on my engorged muscles.
"Mon dieu [My God], your strong Uncle Peter, ………. I didn't know……….. your chest, your arms," she stammered, as her eyes roamed over my heaving body.
"Let me see you," I said, placing a hand on each shoulder and then moving them over her back and arms and sides and bare stomach, testing the muscles under her skin, and finally feeling the tremor that coursed through her as I slid my hand over her skin under her belly button. Kneeling before her I grasped each leg in turn, slowly running my hands over her calves, her quads, her hamstrings and then onto her firm glutes and inner thighs.
"You're fit sweetie, you just need a little more strength," I explained, excited by the feel of her silky skin.
"Will you show me? You don't mind me being here when you're trying to work out?"
"It's more fun to work out with someone else," I answered smiling, "You've made my day."
"I have?"
"Uh huh, c'mon I'll show you." And I then led her through a hard hour of work, fifteen minutes of cardiac followed by a full explanation of her muscle groups and the exercises she needed to do. My hands were continually on her body as I led her, supporting her, helping her, encouraging her, as she grew accustomed to the new movements.
"That's enough for tonight honey," I finally said, as she sat panting and sweating on the floor. "You'll be sore tomorrow but OK by Friday," I promised.
"God, I stink," she said as she stood, her nose sniffing under her sweating arm, "Do you have an extra towel down here?" she asked as she quickly peeled her top over her head, baring her perfect, firm, pink tipped breasts to my view for the first time.
"Yeah…….sure Amelie…………there, over here," I stuttered nervously, and then stumbled as I moved towards the cupboard next to the shower in the corner, an eight foot square tiled space that was open to the room.
When I turned back to her, I couldn't help but gasp loudly, Amelie's body now fully naked to my view. "Jesus", I groaned as my eyes locked on the pink gash casually displayed in front of me.
"Uncle Peter," the little vixen said laughing, "My nudity doesn't make you nervous does it?"
"No, no honey, you just surprised me," I answered lamely, as my eyes continually flicked from her face to her now erect nipples to her hairless groin.
"Are you going to shower now too?" she asked, a clear invitation in her voice.
"No sweetie, I'll get one later," I stammered as I backed quickly towards the door, my cock rock hard at the sight of my niece's nubile body.
The one constant in our relationship over the next two months was her delight in teasing me with her body and she took every opportunity to let me see her abundant charms. Casually around the house, she'd often appear suddenly topless or just in transparent sexy bras, and often appeared at dinner braless with décolleté tops, where each of her small movements would lure my eyes to her flashing charms.
And at least three or four times a week she'd work out with me, casually undressing and then showering when finished, always encouraging me to join her in the whirlpool or shower or steam room. Her perfect body came to haunt my dreams as the weeks passed and even when I made love to a favored friend, often wished it was Amelie who was writhing under me.
She finally caught me naked one night, arriving in the gym smiling as I showered after a hard workout. "I'm late Peter," she explained as she walked across the room toward me, an impish smile on her face, "Professor Chambers, he's my Poli Sci prof, took the class out for drinks. Brrrr, it was cold outside Uncle, oh I really need a hot shower and whirlpool to warm up," she added as she quickly stripped and moved next to me, her eyes twinkling as she blatantly stared at my cock.
"I was afraid you were deformed," she finally said laughing.
"What? Why?"
"Well, you were so shy. And maybe it is," she finished, her tongue licking her lips as she looked up into my eyes.
"D..d..deformed," I stammered.
"It's so big…….so huuuge………..so eeeeeeenormous," she purred, "No wonder you have all those old women chasing you.
"Ha, ha, ha. But you must remember my little niece," I teased back, finally having regained my equilibrium, "Everything is bigger in America."
"Pas vrai mon oncle [not true uncle], so far all the American boys I've seen have been very disappointing compared to my French boys"
"Just how many boys have you seen anyway Amelie?" I asked, my firm tone undermined by a grin I couldn't hide.
"Not enough Uncle," she complained, and then moved into me, letting me feel her nakedness from head to toe. "It's very big now," she giggled, as she looked down between our bodies and watched me lengthening against her stomach. "And growing," she added, as she turned away and entered the steam room. "Coming," she purred invitingly.
I fled from her that night, but from then on we were both often naked in front of each other, and often finished our workouts together in the shower, sauna and whirlpool. As the weeks passed our sexual teasing of each other increased but remained just that, teasing and flirting, neither of us really ready to take it the next step.
But she became increasingly horny as the fall term passed, frustrated by her inability to find a suitable lover. A girl who had been exposed to sex early and who had become used to a full sex life, casual and enjoyable, she found the cloying jealously of American boys both strange and annoying.
"I just wanted to fuck him," she protested to me at dinner one night in early December, "Not live with him forever. Christ, they're all like little boys, doesn't anyone in America enjoy sex?"
"Well honey," I started, completely at a loss at what to say. "Don't you have some girlfriends you can talk to about all this?"
"And oral sex! God Uncle Peter, not one boy I've dated this term knows how to go down on a girl. It's just 'suck my cock Amelie' or 'bend over baby'. They're hopeless. I haven't come since I left Paris," she complained. "You like eating a woman don't you Uncle? Tasting her?"
"Well honey, I can't, I mean I don't think this is a subject you and"
"Bullshit! I'm sleeping alone and you've got women coming and going every day."
"Not every day!"
"Mon Dieu Oncle! I come down to breakfast and find these fat, old women sipping coffee at the table. Cattie one day, Marge the next, then Juuudy…"
"Stop complaining my little girl; just because you can't find a man…… and what do you mean, 'fat, old women', the few ladies of mine you've met were lovely young ladies."
"Cows," Amelie spat, "sluts; you could do much better Uncle."
"Maybe you should bring one of your little college girlfriends home for me," I teased.
"Theses Americans Uncle, they're babies. What you need is a French woman, a Parisian with grace, charm, beauty, experience, sophistication……... someone just like me," she finished.
"God forbid," I answered, laughing hollowly, suddenly aware that it was someone just like her I needed, knowing that I was falling hopelessly in love with Amelie.
As the last two weeks of the term wound down, we circled each other cautiously, both of us waiting for the other, wanting, dreaming………… suddenly shy, afraid of the forbidden love lurking, urgently demanding release.



Amelie's last exam was on the sixteenth and she planned to fly home on the eighteenth and I was actually looking forward to her departure, knowing I needed to be alone as I pondered our future, still afraid of making the commitment I knew we'd demand of each other.
Gloria Jones arrived on my doorstep the night of the seventeenth, an old student and ex-lover, who was now a Professor at a school in the mid-west, just home for the holidays. Amelie was out with friends for dinner when Gloria arrived, and whether I did it out of horniness, or frustration at my situation, or just to hurt Amelie, I don't know, but for whatever reason the pretty professor and I were rolling naked in my bed before I knew it.
Gloria was crouched over me, eagerly sucking my fat cock, when Amelie opened my door, a bright smile on her face. I heard her stunned gasp as the first spasm of ejaculation exploded up my prick, and watched as her face collapsed before she fled.
I fucked Gloria hard, again and again, tears continually falling down my cheeks as her screams of ecstasy echoed throughout the house and I fell asleep trying to convince myself this was probably the best thing that could happen, that the other road could only lead to unhappiness.
The bed was empty when I woke the next morning and I stumbled to the bathroom and the shower ashamed of myself, wanting to hurry and clean the sticky evidence of my betrayal from my body. Water was dripping from me, only a towel around my waist, when I heard the screaming argument downstairs.
"You cow, you fat slut," rebounded up towards me as I rushed downstairs. "You filthy, disgusting pig, COCHON," the final French oath telling me whose hate, anger I was hearing. As I arrived at the ground floor Gloria rushed out of the kitchen, orange juice dripping from her face and clothes, almost running in her haste to escape.
"Gloria, Gloria," I yelled as she sped unseeing by me.
"She's fucking crazy!" she screeched. "Your niece is such a little bitch Peter, a fucking little bitch," were Gloria's last words as she fled through the front door.
We watched each other warily for what seemed like minutes before Amelie finally broke. "You bastard, you knew, you knew, why…….you fucker," she cried, an almost manic wildness in her eyes.
"So you took it out on her? Your anger at me? Did it make you feel good, hurting someone like that?"
"Fuck you Peter," she sneered, "She's just a little American cocksucker Uncle, just someone you used to hurt me."
"I'm sorry about last night Amelie, hurting you. I never, ever wanted to hurt you," I started, "but you had no right to do what you did. You are a little bitch, its time you grow up and start acting like an adult," I fumed, my anger overcoming the guilt I felt.
"Who fuckin cares? You showed me what you think. I HATE YOU!" She finished as she fled away from me. Two hours later, she stood on my doorstep, her suitcase in her hand, waiting for the cab she had ordered, having refused my offer of a ride. "I'll find somewhere else to live when I come back Peter," she said listlessly as she moved toward the cab, "If I come back."…………
I felt sick for the next week, continually reliving our parting, our argument, wondering how I could possibly salvage my love. As Christmas day approached, I prayed she'd call, wondering if I shouldn't just jump on a plane and cravenly beg her forgiveness.
"Joyeux Noel, [Merry Christmas]" I heard tentatively whispered, when I groggily picked up the phone that had awakened me late on Christmas morning.
"Hi," I answered as I felt an explosion of joy smash through my body. "I miss you Amelie."
"Me too. I'm sorry Uncle Peter, so sorry. I called your friend last night, I…… I tried to apologize, I don't know if"
"It doesn't matter Amelie. I think this is the nicest Christmas present I've ever got," I said, trying to control the wetness that was threatening to flood from my eyes.
"I'm wearing yours," she said, laughing through her tears. "In fact, that's all I'm wearing, can you imagine? They're hanging on my naked breasts, tickling my hard nipples Uncle, exciting me," she teased, an urgent panting in her voice.
"I wish you were here honey, I'd love to have one of your perfect nipples between my teeth, to be able to cup your breast, to kiss your sweet clit"
"You know Americans don't do that Uncle," she laughed huskily, and then added, "Mama wants to know why you gave me just an expensive gift, why I got pearls and she only got a silver choker. It almost looks like a slave collar Uncle."
"Tell your Mama I love her so much and that I just wanted her to get used to what it feels like to be the property of a strong man. That she has only until July before I get angry. Don't tell her that in front of your Dad," I warned.
"Do you and Mama have secrets Uncle Peter?"
"When are you coming home, Amelie?" I countered.
"Home?"
"I love you Amelie."
"Me too. Friday, I'll be back Friday Peter. Will you take me out for New Years Eve? Can we go to Times Square?" she asked excitedly, "Will you kiss me, kiss your little French niece when the New Year comes? I'm holding your pearls against me Uncle, against my wet slit. Oh I just put three, no four, no six inside me Peter. They feel so good, oh I wish it was your"
"You little tease; wait til you feel a real American spread your puffy, pink lips with a big, no huge, no eeeeenormous hot monster penis…." I laughed.
Chapter 5 - New York City, 2004/2005
Amelie's flight was late, delayed for two hours on the tarmac at Orly by a freak storm, and so she only landed at ten o'clock on New Years Eve. When she finally appeared through the doors from immigration and saw me, she ran shrieking toward me and I had to catch her as she leapt the final eight feet, landing smiling against my chest as her legs locked around my waist, her tongue stretching to find mine.
"Oh Oncle Pierre, je t'aime [I love you], she yelled between long kisses, "Je t'aime, je t'aime, je t'aime," she continued, laughing and hugging me as a bemused public swirled gawking past us.
"Are you drunk?" I asked grinning, easily tasting the champagne on her flicking tongue.
"No! I just had a glass or two my beautiful uncle, they wanted to reward us for being so patient during the delay," she explained as she continued to kiss me. "Did we miss Times Square? I want to see the big ball Uncle"
"No sweetie, if we rush we still have time to get there, c'mon, lets go," I answered as I lowered her to her feet. I had to hold her arm as we ran, Amelie's two glasses must have been very large, I thought, as she teetered unsteadily beside me.
Can you love someone too much I wondered, as Amelie stood nestled against me among the throngs near 42nd Street, everyone's eyes riveted on the big silver ball that was slowly descending. Our lips were locked together when 2005 arrived, and I could feel her body shivering under my hands as I lifted her off her feet, holding her as tightly as I dared.
"Promise you'll never let me go Uncle," Amelie pled, a new desperate edge in her voice.
"Jamias ma petite, [never my little one]," I promised, suddenly aware of how empty my life would be without her, of how easily she could destroy my life.
I had to carry her from the taxi at five that morning, as we had caroused from bar to bar throughout the night, and deposited her giggling form in the middle of my King size bed.
"Are we home Uncle?"
"Yes my love, you're home now."
"Will you sleep with me tonight Uncle Peter?" were her last words before she fell unconscious, a sweet smile spread across her face.
I finally roused early the next afternoon, awoken by a tickling sensation on my nose, and opening my eyes saw a long white feather dancing over my skin. "Hi honey," I said as I saw Amelie's bright eyes following every movement she made with the plume.
"Finally, sleepy head wakes up," she pouted. "A beautiful angel in his bed and my handsome Uncle passes out, incapable of anything."
"Ha, ha honey," I growled as I rolled over and on top of her, letting her experience what it would be like under my powerful body. "Actually Amelie, I ravished you while you slept, penetrating your little cunny with my magnificent organ."
"You lie," she protested, but then added coyly, "Maybe you did and I didn't even notice it."
Hardening, I let her feel all of me against her stomach. Then I rubbed my full body aggressively against her, grinding as I forced her knees apart with my legs, holding her arms effortlessly over her head in one hand while the other caressed, kneaded and stretched her straining nipples.
"Uhhhhnnnnn," she gasped as I filled her, and then wrapped her legs around my waist as I started to thrust into her. We both needed a physical fuck that day and neither of us gave an inch as we fought to satisfy ourselves.
I was still hard and inside her after we had both cum, and could feel our orgasmic juices leaking past my cock and onto her heaving thighs. "Fuck me Uncle Peter, please fuck me again," she pled as she lay sweating under me.
I started again, and with long unhurried strokes slowly brought her towards another orgasm, and then as I sped up, and as I felt the first tremors radiate from her centre, told her, "Amelie, I'm not your Uncle, I'm your Daddy."
I saw the shock in her eyes as my first and second and third ejaculations flooded her now pulsing centre, and her questioning groan of 'Daddddddddddddy' eerily bounced off the walls, an almost continuing accusation.
"How? Why? I can't be!" she gasped as we panted side by side. "You fucked Mama? When?"
I talked for minutes, whispering in her ear, trying to somehow explain our past, how I had impregnated her Mom.
"I never understood," she finally responded, "How Mama and Papa ever had me, I was sure they never made love. It's weird, when ever I asked Mama, about sex, about men, when I was younger I mean, it never made sense. I thought she was a lesbian for awhile but then…. I just didn't know"
I tried to explain my theories about Marie to her daughter, about how I believed she was fighting unhappily against her true sexual nature.
"Do you want her? I mean to come and live with you, with us."
"Yes sweetie, I've always wanted her with me."
"And now?"
"You're my love, my wife, my future," I whispered.
She watched me pensively for what seemed like minutes, baring my soul with her gaze before finally asking, a small grin forming at the corner of her mouth, "How many children do you want?"
"Five, six, seven," I laughed back.
"Do you think you're capable, old man, capable of satisfying someone as beautiful as I?" she demanded as her hand snaked around my shaft.
"Don't you worry about me daughter," I threatened, "But first I'll just check and see what your little clit tastes like."
"Remember Daddy, we're in America," she teased as she eased her lips over my cockhead.
We hardly left the bed for the next three days, and I think we both knew that our first child was already growing in her stomach. Amelie finally called her Mom in mid June, telling her she wouldn't be home for the summer and that she was pregnant with her first child.
Five minutes later Marie was on the line with me, demanding, "Why did you let my poor sweet darling get into trouble," etc. etc. etc.
"You better come over Marie, your daughter needs you," I argued.
After back and forth haggling she finally agreed, promising she'd book a flight immediately and that she'd be in New York within days.
"Marie," I cautioned.
"Yes."
"Pack everything you'll need – for a long visit Marie. And Marie, bring your collar."
Two days later I went to the airport to pick her up and had to smile as I saw her approach. She was braless under a skimpy silk top, a top held up by just two spaghetti thin straps, which left her neck bare except for a shiny silver band, my Christmas collar.
"Are you willing to wear it always?" I asked as she floated into my welcoming arms.
"I'm staying Peter, forever," she insisted, as she glued her body into mine.
Chapter 6 - New York City, Today, November 24 2005
It's warm now in the room as I sit here typing my story on my laptop; I can feel the warmth coming from the fireplace across from me, the first of many fires I'll light this winter in my cozy den.
"Are you almost finished Papa?" I hear my daughter Amelie ask from her chair next to the sofa.
"Oui Cherie" [yes love], I answer, quickly glancing up fondly at my love, our daughter Natalie sucking eagerly at her fat teat. "She looks hungry tonight," I say grinning as I type, captivated by the sight of my two girls.
"Don't worry Papa, there's lots more, you and Mama will each get your share."
Marie is nestled beside me on the sofa as I type and momentarily I move my right hand to her hair, gently stroking her neck, her shoulder, her hard nipple before I reluctantly return my fingers to the keys. She's wearing my collar proudly now and the only other covering on her delectable body is the string of black pearls I gave her for her birthday just two weeks ago.
"She's finished," Amelie announces to us as she rises slowly, holding Natalie in her hands. As she sets her down in her bassinet, I watch Amelie as she moves, entranced as always by her beauty. She's bigger now, her full breasts now extravagant with their loads of nutritious milk, and I can't help but lick my lips as I see the drips of white cream at each distended nipple.
She catches me watching and laughs, "You'll have to wait Daddy, Mama's first."
My fingers are flying now, urgent to finish this work, and as Amelie sits down on the sofa, on the other side of Marie, I feel the first lengthening twitch in my pants. She's naked under the long, dark red skirt she wears I know, her only covering, and I yearn for her, this insatiable hunger that seems to endlessly attack me now.
As Marie leans away from me and moves her mouth towards Amelie's waiting nipple, I release my right hand once more, sliding it up between Marie's silky thighs. She's wet I discover as my fingers slip through the thick pelt protecting her pink insides, my mind in three places as I try to finish these last words with my left hand.
Even as she drinks from her daughter Marie reaches back, seizing me, freeing my now rampant monster, stroking me first before guiding me into her opening, engulfing me in her tightness,
"Daddy! Mama!" Amelie cries as I ……………..
THE END
I write my stories simply to amuse and excite. And if you've got this far perhaps I've succeeded. Please let me know how you liked the story. Your feedback is the best part of the whole process. E-mail me or IM me or post a public comment below; anonymously or openly. I will answer back to all who leave a contact address. Pleassssse!
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"Hello beautiful," was gaily sung out and into my ear when I reluctantly picked up the phone on a dreary and cold, early December, Ohio morning.
'What does he want, why's he calling me anyway?' I thought, recognizing my Daddy's deep baritone voice. "Hi Daddy, I'm pretty busy now," I started rudely, not wanting to waste any more time away from my writing.
"I finally moved into my new house Samantha, just wanted to give you all the details, address, phone number, etc."
"Can't you just e-mail me the details?" I answered gruffly.
"I could sweetie, but then I wouldn't get a chance to talk to my favorite person in the world," Daddy replied with his customary smile in his voice.
At fifty-seven he's still as smooth as ever, I thought, and couldn't help smiling in spite of all the anger, the resentment I still felt for him. A couple of words and I fall under his spell, I muttered to myself, as a flood of perfect memories cascaded through my mind.
"I'm writing a story," I whined, unwilling to let him see how easily he could make me succumb to his charm.
"I saw a school of dolphins this morning hon," he went on.
"What? Where?" I gasped, unable to keep the excitement out of my voice, but then added, in a disbelieving, questioning tone, "You're just making that up, aren't you?"
"Oh you would have loved it Sammi," he started with an enthusiasm that I could remember from a thousand bedtime tales he'd told me in the past, and I suddenly realized from where had sprung my only love, my joy of writing stories.
"Honey?"
"I'm still here Daddy," I whispered, momentarily distraught at the discovery, knowing that my estrangement from my Dad had cut me off from a vital part of myself.
"I was kayaking early this morning sweetie, out on the bay, it's warm down here you know honey," he laughed, the warmth in his voice still able to send a shiver down my spine.
"How warm Daddy?" I asked, now completely unable to keep the interest out of my voice.
"Oh it was about eighty degrees this morning Sam, and the ocean was as smooth as I've ever seen it, like glass. I was alone, paddling across the bay, between the city and the beach, and then all of a sudden, fifteen, maybe twenty dolphins appeared, surrounded me,"
"Was it sunny out Daddy?" I interrupted, wishing to get the picture just right in my mind.
"Oh yes sweetie, the sun was sitting all alone in the sky, and the ocean was a hundred different hues of blue and green, and the dolphins bodies seemed to sparkle as they jumped around me."
"They jumped? What did you do Daddy? Did they make any noises, did you touch them?" I asked, now completely lost in the moment, my imagination filling in every scent, every color, every texture.
"I SWAN WITH THE DOLPHINS honey," Daddy whispered, almost reverentially.
"You swan with them? What? How? Oh Daddy, I wish I'd been there. What was it like Daddy?" I almost cried, while thinking in another part of my mind, 'how come I never have things like this happen to me, why do other people have wonderful things happen to them and not me'.
"You could," Daddy went on, "Its one of the reasons I called."
"What do you mean?"
"What are you doing for Christmas, the holidays Sam?"
"The usual. Not much. I'll probably go visit Mom on Christmas Eve, see my step-sisters," I responded, almost apologizing.
"What about whats-his-name?"
"You know his name Daddy," I hissed, now angry at both of them.
"Sorry honey," he immediately apologized but I knew he wasn't sorry at all.
"He'll be with his children Daddy, you know that."
"Leaving you alone for Christmas again, I suppose," he added acidly, Dad's dislike of my husband a longstanding issue between us, just one of many that had poisoned our relationship.
"It's none of your business Daddy," I replied with ice in my voice, the sultry warmth of Biscayne Bay long forgotten.
"I'm just now e-mailing you a Christmas gift," he finally said after seconds of silence. "And I don't want to hear anything back from you for a week," he ordered.
"What do you mean?" I asked, mystified by his request. "It's too early for Christmas gifts anyway. And I don't have any money to buy you anything," I added petulantly.
"What I mean sweetie is this," he said, "Look at my gift and before you decide anything take one week just to think about it. Just accepting my gift will be all the present I need from you."
"But"
"Gotta go now honey, need to work on my tan, I'll call you in a week," he ended as I heard his receiver drop into its cradle.
"Daddy?" I whined, confused and also stunned, it was I who always hung up on him.
Dolphins, probably just another of his cock and bull stories, I muttered to myself, as I turned to my computer, already on and open to my latest story.
Quickly switching to yahoo I read;
Dear Sam,
Find attached a confirmation for a ticket, Cincinnati-Miami, Dec. 22nd, return Dec 27th. I'd so much like you to spend the holidays with me. I know, I know, but please, think about it. Also, the tickets non-refundable, love ya
Dad
"Screw you!" I said aloud to the empty room. Who's he think he is anyway? Just like him to buy a non-refundable ticket, knowing I'd feel guilty wasting his money like that. He knows I could've used the cash, I fumed.
I typed for the next hour but when I finally quit for lunch knew I'd produced only garbage, and turned off the computer without hitting the save button. My gritty detective story, set on the mean streets of Cincinnati, my latest attempt to produce a 'best seller', didn't mix with the visions of sun-kissed dolphins that were still swimming in my head.
Damn you Daddy, I thought for the thousandth time, why'd you leave your little daughter?
Twenty-six and married for eight years and you're still blaming your father, my conscience argued back. Grow up girl!
That's my bloody problem, I knew, the inability to even decide who was to blame for my life. The thing is, when you get to my age, blaming your father, your mother, your husband, the neighbors, God, even the dogs for all my problems doesn't quite cut it anymore. I had recently began to suspect that I had some responsibility for my life, and that maybe I'd better start doing something about it.
Born twenty-six years ago in a small northern suburb of Cincinnati, I was the only child of a city police detective and a school teacher Mom. I knew now that it been an idyllic existence, a nice home in a good neighborhood, loving parents and great friends.
But somehow it had all fallen apart. Just as I was about to hit sixteen, sweet sixteen as everyone calls it, Mom and Dad separated and within months she moved in her boyfriend plumber, someone she had been secretly seeing for months.
I know now, hell, I even knew then, that it wasn't just a matter of assigning blame, that relationships are so much more complicated, but still I came out of their breakup fixing the blame squarely on Dad.
I knew he loved me, always had and always would, but somehow as the years had passed, as other troubles had arisen, my screwed up marriage, my bad health, my inability to get my stories published, I let the estrangement grow, never letting him help me when he offered. 'I won't go,' I promised myself, even though at heart I still yearned for his unrelenting love.
~ ~~ ~ ~ ~
"What is this anyway?" my loving husband asked that night at dinner, as he moved his fork through the food on his plate, a look of distaste on his face.
"Screw you," I muttered, not willing to take any of his shit tonight.
"Christ Sam, you've got all day and all you have to do is cook one fucking edible meal for your husband. Is that asking too goddam much?" he snarled, our evening starting in our typical fashion. "I work all day to put this food on the table while you waste your time on your stupid stories."
"Yeah right Mr. Perfect Husband. Which of your little coeds did you fuck today? Blond little Cindy or was it Monnnnniccca?"
"Shut up you bitch!" he screamed as he jumped up from the table, upending his full plate of spaghetti all over the white tablecloth.
Jesus, I thought, recognizing the guilty blush that spread across his face, he did get laid today. Was I ever that fucking naive, I thought, falling in love with this jerk, my community college English professor. He'd been forty-three when I met him, divorced with two children and I, a seventeen year old freshman, becoming a writer my only desire, had fallen hard for the older man who had praised my work.
I married him at eighteen, and even today wondered why he had insisted on it. He certainly didn't love me, not even then. Both Mom and Dad had argued against it, the one thing they'd agreed on after their divorce. "He's a loser," Dad said to me simply after he had met him just once, "He'll never make you happy Sam."
It had taken me three years to realize that every year he'd pick one or two of his students to be his bedmates for the year, the ultimate proof provided when I arrived home early one day to find him fucking a petite, blond, eighteen year old poet doggie style on the living room rug.
We hadn't had sex since that day four years ago, in fact I hadn't had sex, period, for four years. What a jerk I've been, I told myself, as I sobbed softly at the dinner table, the spilled spaghetti oozing silently everywhere.
I sent the e-mail later that night, still fuming about hubby's latest indiscretion, a simple response – 'Dad, I've decided to come. What clothes do I need? Sam' – but the second I hit the send button I regretted it. I went to bed, alone in my own bedroom, cursing myself for my continuing stupidity.
December 22nd Miami
"Sam, Sam, over here," I heard called as I moved through the gate at Miami International, and turning saw Dad running toward me, a huge grin on his face.
"Daddddddy," I squealed as he lifted me high up in the air, holding me effortlessly above him. "Daddy," I said again, firmly this time, trying to show a displeasure I didn't really feel, "Let me down, my back."
Laughing, he let me slide down his body, engulfing me in his long arms the second my feet hit the floor, his lips finding mine in a fatherly kiss.
"Daddy!" I protested, "Daddy, stop now!" As I struggled to evade his warm embrace I couldn't help remembering how I used to welcome Daddy's hug, how the first thing he did every night when he arrived home from work was to lift me up and twirl me and toss me, how with a broad smile on his face he'd ask me how my day had been, how I'd wait at the front door, so eager for this same embrace.
I'm an adult now, no time for foolish games, one side of me argued, while deep inside another voice answered, 'God, you've become a cold bitch Samantha.'
"Oh my God, it's hot," I complained as we passed out of the terminal into the steaming Miami air. "I don't think I'll be able to take this," I added, while my inner voice ordered, 'shut up you fool, its beautiful here.'
"You could be in the sleet and snow of Cincinnati hon," Dad replied.
"I don't have anything to wear," I continued to pout, wincing inside at my rudeness.
"Clothes are easy Sam," Dad chuckled, clearly unwilling to let my bad mood bother him.
~ ~ ~ ~
"You live here?" I gasped as we turned through a small gate and wound toward a house set in the midst of a tropical garden. "It's so perfect," I couldn't help but add, this beautiful oasis just the end of an almost magical ride we'd taken through the beauty of Miami and across the grandeur of Biscayne Bay. "How'd you ever afford it anyway?" I asked suspiciously.
"Clean living?" Daddy asked rhetorically, but then admitted, "It was really just luck hon. My broker got me into 'Boogle.com' in a big way just before it went through the roof. Then a year later I quadrupled my money in a dot com called 'Andes.com'. I've gone from an old cop with a fifty thousand buck pension and medical benefits to a multimillionaire," he finished laughing.
"You didn't send me any," I pouted, as he lifted my bag and led me into the house.
"What's-his-name makes more than me."
"Yeah sure," I muttered as he dropped my bag in the foyer and led me through the house towards the glass filled wall at the back of the house that looked out on the Bay and Miami beyond.
"Oh my God," I couldn't help but gasp as I stepped through the patio doors and the vista revealed itself. The house was set on a large waterfront lot, facing the opening into Indian Creek and then Biscayne Bay beyond. Miami was visible across the bay, the tall buildings of downtown shimmering in the distance.
The yard, full of palm trees and colorful flowering shrubs, contained a beautiful secluded turquoise pool, and led down to a moorage where a large, sporty fishing boat bobbed. As I stood on the patio, stunned by the tranquil beauty, Dad nudged me and said, "C'mon honey, go get your bathing suit on and we'll have a little drink by the pool."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
We spent the afternoon tanning by the pool, swimming occasionally to ease the heat. We weren't comfortable together; our conversation stilted whenever we didn't lapse into silence. But as the afternoon and evening passed, the sun, and the wine and other drinks slowly loosened my tongue, allowing me finally to say some of the things I held inside so long.
"You know I always blamed you, don't you?" I whispered.
"You made it pretty clear honey," an anger I'd never heard before now evident in Daddy's voice.
"When you suddenly left I felt so abandoned," I added, tears forming in both my eyes.
"Christ Sam, your Mother threw me out! It wasn't like I forgot about you. Shit, I called you every day; you both treated me like I was the scum of the earth. Your Mother was living with that plumber within a month. I'm living in some dingy, little rat hole, one room apartment in Cincinnati and you two are living a life of luxury in my house with some asshole plumber," he almost screamed.
"I knew Daddy," I tried to interrupt with.
"God, that little mother fucker pipe-fitter doesn't know how close he came to swallowing some lead," Daddy ranted, "If it hadn't been for you Samantha I think I would have killed them both."
"I KNEW!" I yelled.
"What, you knew what Sam?" he demanded.
"I knew about Mommy. I knew she had a boyfriend, I knew she was cheating on you Daddy. I wanted to tell you but I was so scared, and then she kicked you out and.............. Oh Daddy I felt so guilty," I spewed out, the urgent words flowing unchecked from my mouth.
"If I had told you, if only I had told you," I sobbed, "Maybe you could have done something, saved the marriage, stayed with me, loved me............ Then I blamed you Daddy. I don't know why, but one day I realized it wasn't my fault, it was yours! You'd abandoned me; you'd abandoned your only daughter!"
He held me as I sobbed, simply enveloping me in his strong arms and drawing me into his warm body as my tears rolled onto his shirt. "You probably hate me, don't you?" I finally asked looking up into his forever welcoming eyes.
"I probably should," Daddy agreed, "but I do make some allowances for you, for your"
"For my what?"
"Your hardheadedness sweetie," he said laughing. "Now let's go to bed. We've got all week to talk. Oh, by the way, I'm taking you to the nude beach tomorrow; you won't have to worry about how old or out of style your suit is, you won't need one. It'll give you a chance to get an all-over tan," he ended, his eyes smiling as he went towards his room.
"Whaaaaaaaat?" I shrieked at his retreating back.
December 23rd
"I'm wearing my bathing suit," I insisted as soon as we walked through the wall of seagrass and I saw the hundreds of naked people sprawled everywhere on the sandy beach.
"Probably wise in your case," Daddy agreed as he led me, my mouth agape and my eyes flitting from one exposed body part to the next, down the beach to an open area where he proceeded to drop our stuff.
"What's that mean?" I demanded.
"Nothing sweetie," he replied merrily, as he spread our towels under the umbrella he had just raised. "Make sure you put on lots of sunblock Sammi," he added as he pulled his tee shirt over his head and then lowered his hands to his shorts.
Oh shit, I'm going to see my Father naked, I told myself, as I quickly turned away, only to find myself staring at two flapping penises that were walking towards me. "Oh God," I moaned, turning back to Dad just in time to see his fat cock pop out of his pants. Sweet Jesus, look how big he is, how long, I groaned inwardly.
"What honey?"
"Nothing Dad, nothing," I quickly replied.
"Could you put some sunblock on my back Sam?" he asked, handing me a tube of Hawaiian Tropic 15.
"Sure Dad," I answered, and after taking the tube and squeezing a fat dollop of cream on my hands, tentatively started to spread it over his back. "What, what's so funny?" I finally demanded as I could hear him chuckling merrily.
"You're a little nervous aren't you hon?" he laughed.
"Of course I'm a little fucking nervous Dadddddy! I've got about a thousand naked pricks facing me every where I look. What a goddam nightmare! I'm going for a swim now," I announced, "I'll see you later."
For twenty minutes I stayed in the ocean, watching the comings and goings until I finally got at least a little more comfortable with the bodies around me.
"It's not that bad," I announced when I finally returned and sat down next to Dad.
"What sweetie?"
"Nudity. They're just people after all. Nothing special, I can do this," I said, trying to convince myself, to screw up the courage.
"Don't feel you have to Sam," Dad responded as he closed his eyes.
Quickly stripping the wet bathing suit from my body, I sat, and then rapidly scanned the area, trying to catch just one of these nude perverts watching me. "There! See Dad, it wasn't any problem."
"Good honey," Dad mumbled, not even opening his eyes.
"Don't you want to see? I mean ........... I'm naked now, no problemo," I finished, flopping down on my stomach.
"Here, let me do your back," Daddy offered as he rose to a kneeling position next to me.
Oh my God, I murmured inaudibly as Dad's two hands moved from my shoulders to my upper back and then circled sideways and back up. 'Stop trembling you idiot,' I ordered myself, as the first male hands that had touched me in over four years slowly massaged the sticky cream into my back. 'It's just your Dad' I tried to remind myself, still shaking.
'Oh no, he's not going to do my ass is he?' I cried inwardly as his fingers moved down to my waist. Straining my neck backward to see where Daddy was going next, I couldn't help but see it, hanging down between his legs, its large, bulbous head lightly bouncing against my thigh as his hands caressed.
"Daddy!" I squealed as his two warm palms enveloped my rear cheeks, squeezing, and spreading, as they rubbed in the white cream.
"What Sam?"
"I can probably do the rest now Daddy, thanks," I offered.
"I don't mind Sammi, you have very soft skin, honey, just like a baby's bum," he ended laughing, as he ran a finger slowly between my cheeks, teasing the little anal opening as it passed.
We stayed on the beach most of the afternoon, talking and laughing and swimming and just enjoying ourselves, something I knew I hadn't done nearly enough of over the past seven years. But I couldn't stop the continual straying of my eyes, eyes which repeatedly came to rest on Daddy, his incredible maleness so obvious, even among a thousand naked men.



~ ~ ~ ~ ~
"Its strange Daddy," I started that evening, as we sipped wine on an outdoor couch while our steaks sizzled on the grill.
"Whats that Sam?"
"I was happy today Daddy."
"Is that so strange?"
"For me, yes," I admitted. "I thought I'd be so embarrassed today, without any clothes on and everything, but"
"But you were so excited by all those male bodies that you forget to be angry at me," Dad said laughing, but with a look that nakedly exposed his love for me.
"Ha, ha Daddy," I groaned as I nestled against him. "They do come in all sizes though don't they? And you know Daddy, for an old man you're not so bad, in fact you're quite good-looking, some might even say a hunk. I saw more than one elderly lady looking closely at you Daddy, checking out the equipment so to speak," I teased.
"Old ladies," he huffed, pretending to be hurt. "It was that cute blond, you know, the one just over from you, you know shaven, down below," he leered, "She's the one for me. She was quite interested I think."
"God Daddy, she was, like sixteen," but then remembering, stopped in mid sentence.
"What," Daddy asked as I sat silent.
"I was just remembering. It was the summer before Mom and you, well, you know. Anyway, my friends and I were all out in the backyard sunbathing in our new little bikinis and you came out shirtless. They all thought you were so sexy."
"Who did?"
"Oh, Jean and Chrissie and Annie; all my old buddies from those days. And when you left the yard, Chrissie touched herself, down below you know, and said, 'Ooooooooh Sammi, I wish it was your Daddy's hand inside my panties.' It was gross, so gross," I finished.
"I wish I'd known."
"Daddy, she was only sixteen! You were married."
"Not for much longer," he groused back.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
After dinner and a few more drinks, I started again, my lips now more than loosened by the drink I'd swallowed, "Daddy, do you like sex? I mean, do you still do it?"
"Of course honey, Christ, I'm old, but not that old," he protested, clearly insulted by the question.
"But do you have a girlfriend? Where is she?"
"I'm officially playing the field sweetie. Remember I've only been down here six weeks."
"But you've had sex lately?" I pressed, the drink giving me courage.
"Yes, two nights ago," Dad replied grinning.
"WHAT? With who?"
"It s none of your business," Dad began, but as he said it I knew the old bugger was dying to spill the beans, and he finally added, "Actually a barmaid I happened to meet, a very nice, intelligent, young girl"
"A barmaid! How old was she?"
"You're very nosy for someone who's refused to have much to do with me for almost ten years Samantha. She was nineteen if you must know," he finished, a proud grin on his face.
"What! That's younger than me. Christ, she's almost forty years younger than you," I gasped. "Why'd she want to sleep with you?"
"Thank you, my love, for those kind words. In fact sweetie, many young girls are attracted to experienced older men. Many ladies, in fact, find your father quite dashing Sam. And what about you, your hubby is what, fifty-three, four?"
"He's only fifty-two Daddy, and I don't sleep with......"
"You don't what?"
"Nothing."
"C'mon, my little Sam, give," he insisted, his cop senses immediately picking up my nervousness.
"WE DON'T HAVE SEX DADDY!" I finally spat out.
"What do you mean?" he asked, a perplexed look on his face.
"I mean Daddy, I don't sleep with the man you call 'what's his name' any more, in fact I haven't for over four years."
"So who are you having sex with, making love to? Is something wrong with him? Is he sick?"
"Whats wrong with him Daddy is that he sleeps with every little bimbo student he can get his little cock into. And I haven't slept with a man in four years," I finished, burying my tear streaked face in his arm.
"OHH."
"OHH! Is that all you can say," I demanded, as I took another stiff shot from my drink.
"Well, I did try to warn you about him."
"Shut up Daddy," I warned.
"Yes, you're right my little one. I think maybe we should both go to bed now before we get too drunk and maudlin," Daddy agreed.
As I wobbled back into the house, I surprised both him and I when I mumbled, "Thanks Daddy, for today I mean, for everything."
Quickly glancing at me and recognizing I had actually complimented him, the first he'd received from me in years, his face broke into a broad smile as he answered, "My pleasure Sam, it was all my pleasure."
"And Daddy," I added, a mischievous grin on my face, "Do you think we could go back to that beach again tomorrow, maybe at least I'll get to see what I'm missing."
December 24th
We were both nursing hangovers as we sat down to juice and coffee the next morning, and as we faced each other I think we both felt a nervous sheepishness towards the other. Had I really told Daddy I hadn't been laid in four years, I wondered, as I watched him trying to remember exactly what he'd told me.
"C'mon honey," he finally said as he downed the last of his coffee, "Get your suit on and I'll take you for a tour of the bay."
"Aren't we going to the beach Daddy?"
"Sure sweetie. After I've shown you all the highlights we'll stop at Haulover and spend the afternoon there."
"We can go there by boat?"
"Yup," Daddy smiled, "Now go and get your stuff; the boats pulling out in five minutes."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
God, he's really handsome, I thought, as I watched Daddy standing proudly at the wheel of his ocean going forty-footer, bare-chested and with the wind blowing his hair wildly, grinning as drops of water from the spray splashed off his golden skin. And then I smiled, remembering what he'd looked like naked, the size of him, and the feel of his fingers as they....
"What are you smiling at?" he suddenly asked as we flashed past Bayside and under the bridge, leaving Biscayne Bay for the wider ocean.
"Nothing. Everything," I mused, understanding now why a pretty barmaid might succumb to his charms.
"What's that?" I yelled, pointing ahead to what seemed like a mirage in the middle of the ocean.
"Just a house," he yelled back, our voices vying to be heard over the deep throaty sound of the 340 horse power inboard.
"But it's in the middle of the bloody ocean," I protested open mouthed as we neared the large wooden structure sitting on its spindly legs miles from shore.
"It's called Stiltsville Sam," he laughed, and then went on to explain the history of this extraordinary group of fishing houses in the middle of nowhere.
"But it makes no sense," I argued, but of course it did, their existence a proof of mankind's incredible adaptability, imagination and skill.
It was while we were eating lunch at a small restaurant on the Miami River, a plate of stone crabs in front of me, that I asked him, "What else are you going to do with your life Daddy? Your still young enough, don't you want to try something else?"
"You mean besides fishing and boating and swimming and nineteen year olds?" he asked, small flecks of light dancing in his dark eyes. Then, after a pause, he added, "Well I am starting at FIU in January."
"FIU?" I asked, confused.
"Florida International University hon, home of the Panthers and a top notch English Department."
"English Department?" And then suddenly remembering blurted out, "They have a great school of creative writing Daddy, I've read about it. It's one of the best in America. What are you going to study there Daddy?"
"Writing, of course," he replied, a wide smile splitting his face. "I'm going for my MFA – master of fine arts, majoring in creative writing."
"But Daddy, you can't write!" I sputtered, astounded at his words. "I mean, you haven't done much writing, I'm sure you might be able.......... But this is an advanced degree......... I mean," I stammered.
"Thanks sweetie," he huffed, a hurt expression on his face.
"Oh, I'm sorry Daddy, but, I don't understand.......... How did you get accepted? ........ I mean, was it some sort of senior citizen thing?"
"My little barmaid didn't think it was a senior citizen thing honey," he complained, but then with a big grin added, "I fooled them Sam."
"Who? How?"
"Well, of course they wanted samples of my work," he said winking. "Now who do I know who could provide me with stories?"
Seeing my blank look, he went on, "Who else but Samantha Danielle Scouries."
"What?" I couldn't help shrieking, and as twenty heads turned towards me, wailed, "You used my stories in your application? Where'd you get them? You can't have, its......its dishonest Daddy."
Holding a finger to his lips, he whispered, a sly leering Groucho Marx smile on his face, "Just don't tell anyone sweetie."
"But Daddy," I started, but the pure audacity, the nerve of his action left me wordless.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
"That's it honey," Dad said, pointing towards the shore as we roared north through the bay after lunch.
"That's what Daddy?" I asked listlessly, still not recovered from the jolt produced by his words. 'It should be me,' I couldn't help thinking, 'I'm the writer, why does Daddy have all the luck. And with my own stories!'
"The campus, honey, that's where I'll be studying, the Biscayne Bay Campus of FIU. I'll even be able to boat to school if I want," he said gleefully, his words just adding to my anger.
"It looks more like a resort Daddy, I don't think you'll learn much there," I responded bitterly.
"But think of all the young coeds Sammi, ready to help an old man with his homework," he chuckled back at me.
God, he's enjoying this, I suddenly realized, as he turned the boat towards the gap leading from the Intercoastal to the ocean and the nude beach just beyond.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Today my shyness was gone and after I had quickly stripped, I stood proudly for seconds, stretching languidly; happy now to catch the men sitting close by staring avidly at me. "Ahh," I shrieked when I suddenly felt a hand touch my back. "Gee Daddy, you startled me," I complained as he spread the sunblock over me.
"I think we just might be able to solve your lack of sex problem, honey," he whispered in my ear as his hands continued to caress my back. "In fact, I think I see about fifteen eager candidates right in front of you."
"Daddy!" I hissed, blushing as I turned toward him. "Ohhhh," I moaned as my breasts moved into his rubbing hands. Jumping back and then quickly sitting I took the tube from his hand muttering I'd do the rest. My tits were still tingling minutes later, every square inch of skin his fingers had touched seemingly on fire as my nipples stretched upward.
"Do you want to do me now?" I heard.
"What! Oh OK, yes," I stammered as I took the tube from his hands.
"I'm not touching your penis Daddy," I whispered as I slowly worked the rich white cream deeply into his chest and then down over his stomach.
"I should hope not Sammi," he chuckled, obviously enjoying my discomfort greatly. "Innocent young girls touching men's penises are a recipe for disaster," he added laughing.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
"ROD! Oh Rod," I heard yelled, and opening my eyes saw two naked teenagers rushing towards Dad.
"Candy, France," Dad intoned almost reverentially after jumping to his feet, and then gave each a big kiss on each cheek.
"We were afraid we weren't going to see you today," the blond, Candy, trilled, as she leant into Daddy's chest, rubbing her surgically enhanced bosom enthusiastically against him.
"Merry Christmas girls, I'm glad I got to see you before you left."
France was now rubbing against Daddy and as I looked up at them couldn't help but notice as she rubbed her shaven mound against his long penis.
Dad finally noticed me as I stood and belatedly made the instructions, "Candy, France, this is my daughter from Ohio, Samantha; Sam these are my friends Candy and France."
"Oh, like wow Mr. S," Candy enthused, "that's so cool, a father and daughter able to be nude together. God, my Daddy would have a fit. You're lucky Sam," she said turning to me, "to have such a nice father. And he's handsome too," she gushed.
"And sexy too!" France added, her pussy now directly against Daddy's now growing cock, as she stood against him on tip toe.
"Why don't you girls join us?" I heard Daddy offer.
"We can't Mr.S, we've got to leave for Orlando in a few minutes. I'm taking France home for Christmas to Mommy's house. We'll be back next Tuesday though Rod, we'll be working our regular shift," she finished, a leering invitation on her lips.
"Yes, I'm working on a special dance for you Rod," France interjected and as she turned to go, she ran her hand leisurely over Daddy prick while she licked her lips.
"Friends! God Daddy! Where do you know those two from? Are they strippers?" I demanded as soon as the little sluts were out of earshot. "How old are they anyway?"
"They're professional dancers Sam, very nice, hardworking girls," Daddy lied.
"They're sluts Daddy, I saw her put her hand right on your big prick," I insisted. "You haven't slept with them have you?"
"I think its time we both had a swim honey," he replied infuriatingly, and as he pulled me to my feet and escorted me to the water added, "Maybe we shouldn't tell each other everything about our sex lives honey, you know, keep a few secrets."
"Christ, what's to tell, I don't have a sex life," I muttered as Dad effortlessly lifted me in his strong arms and tossed me into the surf.
Christmas Eve
"I'd forgotten how much I love the Midnight service on Christmas," I told Daddy as we walked down the stairs of the church, still elated from the hour of singing the Christmas songs I'd loved so much in my youth..
"Don't you and whats-his-name go?" he asked.
"He's not a practicing Christian anymore Daddy."
"The asshole doesn't seem to practice anything as far as I can see," Dad snorted back. "I don't get it honey, here you are, you and Mr. Wonderful, in bed, and he doesn't do anything?"
"We sleep in separate rooms Daddy."
"Oh!"
"Will you read me a bedtime Christmas story Daddy," I finally asked, breaking the silence that had hung between us as we had ridden home. "Like you used to," I begged, "Remember, when I was young and you'd put on your white beard and your Santa hat and you'd let me curl up next to you in bed....."
"I remember," he answered gruffly, but I knew he was happy when he draped his arm around me and pulled me against him.
I was sitting up in bed when Daddy entered; I dressed primly in an old, long flannel nightgown, the only bedwear I'd brought from home. "You found a hat, a Santa's hat, and a beard," I cried as he approached the bed, dressed in a long, dark red silk robe.
"It's Christmas, what'd you expect?" he snarled as he sat next to me on the bed and curled his arm around my shoulder, drawing me against me.
"Is it 'The Night Before Christmas'?" I eagerly asked, reaching to grab the book from his hand. I was a seven year old girl again as Daddy started, the first line of 'Twas the night before Christmas when all through the house' music to my ears.
But by the time Daddy got to the end, both of us were singing out the lines at the top of our voices, no need for the book as we easily dredged every syllable from so many happy memories we each had of other Christmases –
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle,
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight,
"Happy Christmas to all, and to all a good-night."
"Oh Daddy, I'm so happy I came," I said as we fell laughing into each others arms.
"Me too honey," Daddy replied, bending his head to kiss my forehead. "Now you tell me a story," he demanded.
"What story?"
"One of yours. Tell me one of yours Sam," he insisted.
"But I don't have any with me," I protested.
"You're the writer," he laughed, "Make one up."
And I did. My head resting on his chest, I started to tell Daddy a story about a beautiful princess, a princess who foolishly ran away from her father the king in anger, a princess who had many unhappy experiences before she finally realized her mistake. "And the Princess returned home Daddy," I whispered, "And her Father the King welcomed her with open arms and they lived happily ever after."
"Daddy?" I said looking up. "God, you're asleep, you fell asleep during my story," I screeched, as I shook his shoulder to try to wake him. Dead to the world he slept on, so finally, laughing, I gently pulled the beard and hat from his head. "I guess you'll have to sleep with me," I mumbled to the room as I slid the robe from his shoulders, baring his body to the waist.
'Do you have any bottoms on?' I asked silently, as I cautiously undid the belt and opened the robe. 'No, I guess not,' I muttered as I pondered my next move. 'I saw him naked all day,' I argued to myself, 'what's the big deal' and quickly slid the silk under his body.
I sat watching him for minutes, my eyes continually flying to his groin, drawn to the sleeping monster, so innocent now as it lay in repose across his wide thigh. 'What are you doing,' I hissed to myself as my fingers lightly lifted it, gently stroked it, before dropping it angrily.
'He's my father, just my father,' I continued, in a weird conversation with myself, and then quickly lifted my flannel nightgown over my head, thinking, 'It's much too hot for flannel in Florida, I'll be more comfortable if I'm naked.'
I lay awake for hours, ecstatic at the feel and comfort that a man's body was providing me, the first such comfort I'd had in over four long years. 'I wonder if he finds me attractive, sexy,' I asked myself as Daddy slept, 'if he thinks I'm as pretty as France and Candy?'
'He's not interested, you little fool,' I answered myself, as I slid a brazen finger slit along my gash and then urgently frigged my unhooded clit. I fell asleep finally, wet between the legs and aching to feel a man penetrate me, knowing that somehow in the days ahead I was going to address this need I'd been ignoring too long.
I woke up at dawn, spooned with my back against Daddy's massive chest, a hardness poking uncomfortably into my thigh and rear. Still groggy, I peered down my body, and when I lifted my top leg, trying to ease away from whatever was bothering me, it popped up and out between my legs.
'Jesus!' I muttered as I watched transfixed as Daddy's cock jutted out from between my legs, making it almost appear as if I'd grown my own penis overnight. Quickly turning my head, I saw that Daddy slept on, his hard prick clearly a manifestation of some erotic dream.
"Are you dreaming of me, Daddy?" I whispered as my hand stole to this long growth that stabbed between my thighs.
'He's your father, you slut,' my conscience railed as I rubbed Daddy's big cockhead lightly along my now moist slit, my pink nether lips distending as I forced the crimson head inside.
"No!" I squealed as I rolled away from him and out of the bed. 'It's not right', I told myself, panting as I looked down on the man I now knew I loved more than any other, the only man I wanted, the only man who could quench the fire that now burned deep in my centre.
For minutes I sat watching him from the side of the bed, arguing back and forth with myself;–
- He's your father!
- I love him!
- You're married
- My husband hates me
- It's against the law
- He's so handsome
- He'll never want you
- He loves me
As I watched I finally saw his erection slowly fall, his erotic dream (of me?) finally over. "Oh, I'd love to suck you, kiss you," I whispered to Daddy's lovely cock, it's lone eye seeming to invite me as it lay softly among it's bed of pubic hair.
I slept somehow, fitfully, dreaming of Daddy, touching me, kissing me, filling me, flooding me....... awakening only just before ten to find him still sleeping soundly.



"Morning," I heard mumbled groggily, as I came out of the bathroom ten minutes later, toweling the water from my damp hair.
"Oh Daddy, your awake, Merry Christmas," I sang as I threw myself on the bed and into his surprised arms.
"You're very chipper and happy this morning Samantha," he said as he gave me a kiss and ran his hands over my bare back.
"It's almost noon sleepyhead," I teased back.
"I seem to have slept in your bed honey," he said, a question in his voice.
"You fell asleep Daddy. You fell asleep right in the middle of the story I had made up especially for you," I groused.
"I never did!"
"You did! Okay, what was the ending of the story?" I challenged.
"Maybe I missed the last few lines," he conceded, a rueful smile on his face.
"It was about a Princess and her father," I explained, "And how after years of anger and separation they got together for Christmas."
"And how did it end?" Daddy asked, hope etched clearly on his face.
"That's in chapter two, Daddy," I laughed. "And if Santa's good to me maybe I'll read it to you tonight," I promised. "Now get up, we don't want to miss the whole day sitting around in bed do we," I challenged provocatively.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
Daddy spoiled me with his gifts – a bathing suit (do I need one now, I joked when I opened it), a string of pearls (Oh my God!), more clothes, a new laptop (Dadddddy, I screamed) and finally a iridescent silk negligee, the sexiest piece of clothing I'd ever owned.
Seeing my questioning look, he stammered, but with a grin on his face, "I bought it before I realized you were no longer practicing sex honey."
"And who helped you buy it Daddy?" I challenged back.
"You don't know her sweetie," his only reply.
After the presents were all open Daddy announced, "I've got tickets to see Shaq this aft Sam."
"Who?"
"The Heat honey, they're playing the Pistons today, just across the Bay, at American Airlines Arena, we can take the boat."
I couldn't refuse Daddy and so, just after one we hopped in the boat for the quick trip across the Bay and were in our courtside seats for the first tip-off at two.
"Daddy, do you know that girl, that cheerleader?" I finally asked, having noticed a pretty, long haired brunet waving at him.
"Who honey?"
"The one waving Daddy."
"Oh her. She's the daughter of a friend of mine Sam," he lied with a straight face, but couldn't quite keep the blush off his face. "It's a good game though isn't it sweetie?"
Returning home around five, Daddy announced that he was taking me out for an evening of food, dancing and entertainment, and then presented me a final Christmas gift, an extraordinary designer dress that seemed to shimmer as he held it up for me.
"Oh Daddy, it's so beautiful," I whispered, as I held it up against my body. "It's very décolleté Daddy, I don't think I have a bra that won't show, that's nice enough for this dress."
"The salesgirl explained that honey," Daddy responded, "She said that a woman beautiful enough to wear this dress wouldn't have any need of underclothes."
"What? Not even panties Daddy," I teased as a blush rushed to his cheeks.
"That's what I was told Sam. Now you go and get ready."
~ ~ ~ ~ ~
"God, you look beautiful honey," Dad gushed as I entered the living room.
"You don't think it's a little revealing Daddy?" I questioned, but was secretly ecstatic at the look of lust that I'd seen flash across Daddy's eyes.
"It's perfect Sam. Now come here and let me put these pearls on you," he ordered, holding the pearl necklace he'd given me in his hand. I approached and turned, presenting my bare neck and back to his eyes, and trembled as he ran his fingers up my arms and gently cradled my neck.
I could feel his breath on my nape as he took his time attaching the silver clasp, and knew he could see almost all of my breasts as he looked down over my shoulder. For a second I leaned back into him, letting him feel my body before I moved away. He's hard, I thought jubilantly to myself, Daddy wants me as much as I want him.
We had a perfect evening, Daddy and I, a cozy dinner in one of Miami Beach's swankest eateries, followed by a live show in a trendy nightclub facing the beach. And while we didn't talk about sex or romance, there was an electricity, an anticipation between us all evening, and a simple touching of fingers across the table was more erotic than anything I'd ever experienced.
We hadn't drunk much alcohol over the evening, a little champagne is all, but I was giddy with excitement when Dad unlocked the front door, and almost stumbled as we walked across the foyer, only Dad's strong arm keeping me from a fall.
"Thanks honey," Dad started, as he held me at arms length, "Thanks for the best Christmas I've ever had."
"Oh Daddy, me too," I cried as I moved against him, arching against him as my lips sought his. It was somewhere between a Father's kiss and a lover's kiss we shared, then I laid my cheek against his before kissing him again. This time I probed between his lips, letting him feel my liquid tongue on his.
He broke away after too many seconds, but his hardness, his hunger for me had been clear. "Well sweetie, we better get to bed," He stammered.
But as he backed away I reminded him, "Remember Daddy, I've still got to tell you chapter two of my bedtime story. I'm going to shower and then get ready for bed, and then I'll come and see you," I promised, as I twirled and headed for my room.
"But"
"Oh don't worry Daddy, I'll only be ten minutes, I don't want you falling asleep tonight," I teased.
"Sammy," he gasped when I entered his room twenty minutes later, clad simply only in the flowing, nearly transparent silk nightgown he had given me for Christmas.
"Do you like it Daddy? I wanted you to see your gift before I go," I asked as I did a quick twirl in front of him. I knew my full firm breasts were draped flawlessly by the clinging material, and that my brown aureoles and erect nipples were perfectly highlighted by the thin covering.
"Your gorgeous honey," he stammered as I slipped the two spaghetti thin straps off my shoulders and let the nightgown rustle to my feet, opening myself completely to Daddy's lustful stare.
Lifting the corner of the sheet to slip under, I saw it, enormous now, twitching as it reared upward. "It has a happy ending I think Daddy."
"What honey," he whispered, his arms engulfing me.
"My story, Daddy. The princess realizes there's only one man in the world she loves, Daddy, there's only one man she wants to," I whispered shakily.
"Wants to what Sam?" Daddy asked just before his lips found mine, capturing them ravenously, threatening to swallow me whole.
We didn't talk, no foreplay was necessary, he simply rolled on top of me, filling me in one huge thrust, burying himself in my moist centre, impaling me completely, making me his woman forever with one lunge..... "Ohhhhhhh Dadddddddy," I howled, whether out loud or inside my head I don't know, knowing only that I finally knew what it was to be made love to, to be finally fucked by a real man.
I felt him everywhere, his size seeming to fill my every available space, and momentarily wondered how he'd ever be able to thrust in and out of me, how he'd ever move the piston my cunt clenched so tightly.
But then I felt my juices lubricating him as he retreated, felt his cockhead caught at the edge of my vagina, its wide ridge preventing his escape, and then felt ecstasy as he rammed deeply into me again, stretching me, making me accept every inch of his maleness.
Faster and faster he rammed me, each retreat followed by an even harder thrust, now each thrust met by an urgent arching of my hips, a female demand to be filled. We were both screaming incoherently as we came, our moans and grunts and sighs intermingled in some primeval explosion of sound.
Each spurt of his seed deep inside was met by my vaginas orgasmic pulsing, drawing Daddy's sperm towards my waiting egg.
Jesus, I'm pregnant, I knew as Daddy and I lay on our sides facing each other, his still hard cock still buried in me, preventing his semen from escaping my flooded pussy.
"Oh God Sam, I shouldn't have" Dad started to say before I stopped him with my mouth, whispering, "Don't Daddy, don't say that," urgently between hungry kisses.
I finally rolled him on his back, and straddled him, holding him in me as I moved. "Honey," he moaned as I lifted up and then dropped back fully over his burning spear. It was slower that second time, but I rode Daddy hard, demanding he satisfy me, licking his chest, biting his nipples, holding his heavy sack as my pussy clenched him, finally eliciting an agonized, "Oh fuuuuuuuck Sam," from Daddy as he emptied himself again.
God, I should have known, he even tastes good, I thought as I licked our juices from his half-filled prick. I'd never liked the taste of cum before; at least not with the two men I'd previously had sex with, but now I eagerly lapped at Daddy's cock, wanting to savor his creamy sauce.
As I licked, I could feel his tongue between my legs, the first time a man had ever dined there; his thick, moist raspy tongue rapturing my arching clit.
We finally fell asleep sometime after dawn, lying together, spent, in a pool of our love.
We woke in the afternoon, around three, and quickly swam, the showered, then ate, then fucked, once, twice, three times before we fell asleep again. Again, around ten at night we coupled frantically, no need for conversation, our bodies simply leading us again and again to that promised land of sexual release.
December 27th
"Wake up, c'mon, wake up Sam," I finally heard, and groggily opening my eyes saw Daddy hunched over me, lightly shaking my shoulder.
"What? What is it Daddy?" I mumbled.
"C'mon, the suns up," he urged as he lifted my lolling form from the bed. "We're going to see the Dolphins."
"But Daddy," I protested as he carried me into the shower and unleashed a deluge of freezing water on the both of us. "Oh Jeeeeeeeeeeze," I screamed, suddenly completely awake.
Within minutes, we were in the two man kayak, pushing away from the dock as Daddy dipped the blade in the quiet waters.
"It's so calm Daddy," I marveled, surprised by the glass like appearance of the normally wind chopped waters.
"It often is honey," Dad explained, "First thing in the morning before the wind comes up."
"But we probably won't see any dolphins, will we?"
"You never know Sam, you never know," he answered, taking a second from his paddling to hug me from behind, cradling my back against his chest as he stroked my straining breasts, quickly unclasping them and throwing my top in the bay.
"Daddddy!" I squealed, "someone will see us," I protested laughing, but secretly proud that I was naked with my father, my firm, full breasts exposed in the middle of a city of three million, but only belonging to him.
As we skimmed over the water, I slid my bottoms off and lay them in the bottom of the boat, and awkwardly turned in the tipsy craft, wanting Daddy to see me, to know how completely I was his. 'Tell him Sam', I told myself, as I spread my thighs wide, opening my pink insides to Daddy's now hungry eyes, 'tell him you never want to leave, that you're not going back to Cincinnati, to what's-his-name, to your old life'.
"Daddy," I finally started, still not sure if he wanted me forever, or if he'd ship me back home to hubby without a backward glance, "Daddy I want you to know........
"What?"
"Oh my God, oh my god," I screamed, everything I was going to say now washed completely from my brain. "Look Daddy, LOOK! DOLPHINS!! DOLPHINS EVERYWHERE," I finished, pointing to a rolling, dancing mass of white and grey and silver and sparkling blue that suddenly surrounded us, jumping and splashing in a mad circus of motion.
"Oh Daddy, they came," I sobbed as I slipped from the boat into their swirling mass, the sudden joy and happiness that had overtaken my life almost too much to bear. They seemed to be smiling as they circled me, their flippers splashing the water wildly.
"Oh my God, no," I gasped, feeling a thick penis slip into me from behind, but turning saw Daddy, laughing as he thrust joyfully into my depths, the two of us carried on the broad back of a giant dolphin, with seemingly another fifty thrashing the waters all around us.
They all seemed to clap their flippers when Daddy finally filled me with his seed, all obviously happy to have participated in this watery union.
Later, as we lay facing each other across the dolphin's back, our mouths just inches apart, I whispered, "Daddy, I don't want to go home. I want to stay with you," I pled.
"You're home now Sammi," he laughed.
"But my plane ticket, what's-his-name, Cincinnati," I questioned.
"I never bought a return ticket Sam."
"What?"
"You didn't think I was going to let you go home to that jerk, did you? Besides, your classes start in a week, you've got to get ready."
"What classes Daddy?" I asked, but already a joy, an elation was smashing through my very being"
"You must have known I was too busy to become a writer honey. A Miss Samantha Danielle Scouries is registered to start her classes on January 3rd on the Bay campus of FIU sweetie," he finished.
"There's one condition though," he warned.
"What Daddy?" I asked, knowing there was no demand of my perfect father that I wouldn't meet.
"NO fooling around with any other men. Period. If you're going to be my lover I don't"
"But it's you with all the girlfriends," I protested laughing. "But, if you agree to the same condition we've got a deal," I finished laughing.
"Well we better get back in the boat then honey," Daddy said seriously.
"Why Daddy? They're so nice to touch."
"I think that little silver one Sam, yes, that one there, may have designs on your Daddy's body."
"Shut up," I laughed as our lips met.
THE END
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"DADDY?" I whispered
Stephanie Seduces her Handsome Father
THE PAST – JUNE 1994 - PITTSBURGH
"Daddy," I whispered as I glided across the moonlit room, stopping only when my trembling knees gently brushed against the silk sheets on his king size bed.
"Daddy, are you awake?" I asked again as I leant over my fathers body, purring into his ear, my tongue twitching just an inch away, already eager to lick inside him.
No don't, I thought to myself, pulling back even as I felt my nipples stiffen and arch toward him. Lifting the soft sheet away from his golden skin I couldn't help but gasp as his blond pubic hairs came into view, and then had to fight myself from grabbing hold of him as his long, fat shaft appeared, lying proudly on his thick thigh.
Oh God it's so big, I thought for the hundredth time, my gaze locked on the big cockhead, so much bigger than Jason's or Billy's, the only other ones I had ever seen. Licking my lips, I wondered what it'd feel like to run my tongue over his balls and up his long shaft, what it would feel like to pop the fat head between my lips and what his sperm would taste like as it dribbled down my hungry throat.
I knew from experience he wouldn't wake unless I did something crazy, that he was almost impossible to rouse once he'd fallen asleep. "Oh Doctor, please make your little daughter feel better," I pled silently to his inert form as I slipped under the sheet and fit myself against him.
It had surprised me the first time I had lain in bed next to Daddy while he slept and had felt him stiffen, thinking at first he must have awakened. It was only after spending a number of nights in Daddy's bed that I'd realized just how often his erections occurred, how again and again as the hours passed his penis would lengthen and fatten as he dreamt. I had learned to delight in the feeling of his hardness against me.
Over the past four months I had taken to occasionally sneaking into Daddy's bed as he slept, although most nights I'd only stay two or three hours before fleeing back to my room, my pussy tingling as I fled. Only twice had I stayed right through til morning but both times he woke to find me dressed demurely in my most conservative p.j.'s, always accepting my lame excuses for being there, never suspecting I'd lain naked in his arms for hours.
The first time he'd ejaculated as I lay next to him I'd been stunned, sure that he must be awake as his ropy strands splashed against my stomach and thighs. I fled that first time, his sticky cream oozing down my legs as I ran, but had been unable to stop giggling as I threw myself onto my bed. I tasted Daddy's sperm for the first time that night, dipping my finger again and again through the dripping cream, reveling in its aroma and flavor as I sucked his seed off my finger.
Since that first night I'd often seen Daddy come, and increasingly had had to fight myself from straddling Daddy and taking him inside me as he slept. But I knew that I had to be patient only a little while longer, that we'd be in Europe soon, knew that for ten weeks we'd be together and that inevitably we'd make love.
Still, tonight I'd decided to spend the night in Daddy's bed, have him awaken to my naked body curled against him, preparing him for what was to come, for what he'd already started to desire.
~~~~~
"Sweetie, wake up! What are you doing in my bed honey?" was the first thing I heard the next morning as I woke to Daddy gently shaking my shoulder.
"Oh Daddy," I murmured while stretching and moving so the silk sheet slid below my breasts, my ruby tipped nipples immediately jumping erect. "I had a nightmare Daddy, a terrible nightmare," I said in a little girl's voice as I leaned over towards him, letting him feel my nipple brush against his chest.
"But honey, Jesus" he started to protest, his eyes raking over my firm, ripe teenage body.
"But what Daddy?" I interrupted, suddenly remembering how I had awoken late in the night and felt Daddy's big shaft pumping a nocturnal emission of rich, white sauce across my bum and thighs.
"You're not,... I mean you're not dressed Steffie, you're naked," he complained with a catch in his voice.
"I always sleep nude now Daddy, just like you," I said smiling. "I love feeling the soft silk against my skin," I added, feeling now the caked stickiness that still hung on my back and thighs, Daddy's sperm coating me.
"You're my daughter sweetie. You know people wouldn't understand you sleeping naked in your father's bed."
"You sleep naked," I pouted. "And besides, who cares what other people think?" I demanded as I pressed insistently against him. "Besides, you've seen me naked before – I am your daughter! And you're my doctor," I added indignantly, "You're supposed to see my body. Is something wrong with it?" I asked laying back and spreading my legs and arms, opening myself to my Daddy's inspection.
"Of course not Stef! It's just that you're a big girl now. You've become a woman honey," he stammered as I saw his cock rise from its resting place, lengthening relentlessly upwards against his stomach. "It's not right for you to sleep in your Daddy's bed. You shouldn't look at me honey when I'm naked," he insisted as he saw my eyes drift downward to the awakening giant.
"Even though I had a nightmare Daddy? I was so scared," I moaned fearfully.
Daddy couldn't stop himself from pulling me into his warm arms, couldn't stop himself from asking, "What was your bad dream about baby?"
"It was dark Daddy, so dark," I whispered, my lips just inches from his. "They attacked me Daddy, in a dark alley, three of them, they were so big, so ugly,... they hurt me Daddy," I added, whimpering now.
"Who sweetie? Who were they? What did they do to you honey?"
"They hit me Daddy... so hard, and then they tore the clothes from my trembling body. They scared me so much Daddy! They were foreigners... Arabs I think, big, ugly, dirty men with long smelly beards. They wanted to rape me Daddy, despoil me because I'm an American.... Oh Daddy, they were so dirty and they made me do terrible things," I said, my body now trembling in his arms.
"What things Steffie?" Dad asked, horror now etched on his face, clearly living his worst nightmare, the defilement of his only daughter, but unable now not to hear all the gruesome details.
"Oh Daddy! It was so terrible," I cried as I wriggled in his arms, the blond curls on my pubic mound being crushed by his pulsing shaft. "The big, fat, greasy one put his thing in my mouth Daddy, he made me swallow him. Oh God, I gagged Daddy, each time he pushed it into my throat...it hurt Daddy," I wept, my face contorted into a grimace of disgust, "....and then one of the other ones put his finger in my rear, into my ... oh, anus,... you know, my bum Daddy...then he put his penis, his big Arab penis....they weren't circumcised Daddy... it was awful, filthy..."
"Its okay sweetie, please stop, its okay don't cry. It was just a dream Steffie," my handsome Daddy insisted as I sobbed, trembling in his strong arms. "Daddy will never let you be hurt by anyone honey," he promised, even as his rock hard penis tried to burrow into my stomach.
"What about next year Daddy? When I'm away at school... all alone... there are so many foreigners in Boston Daddy. They hate us Daddy. They hate us because we're blond and good looking and healthy and smart and happy and Americans and Christians..."
"I'll always protect you sweetie," Daddy promised again as he kissed the tears from my cheeks.
"You promise Daddy?" I demanded as my lips found my Daddy's.
"Forever Steffie," he insisted as he moved his burning lips over my face, swallowing my salty tears.
"I wish there were more men like you Daddy. I wish I could find a boyfriend as handsome and nice as you, someone big and strong to protect me, the boys at school aren't anything like you," I purred, my body trembling in his arms.
"Oh Stephanie," he laughed, but with a tinge of regret evident in his voice. "You'll find a nice boy your own age soon sweetie, a boy you'll fall in love with, a boy you'll want to marry and start a family with," he continued, but I could see he was happy and excited with my compliment.
"I don't want a boy Daddy... and no ones as handsome as you Daddy," I said as I hugged him even tighter, forcing him to feel his little girl's now ripe body.
"God honey, I'm an old man, way too old and feeble for a beautiful young girl like you," he protested, but made no attempt to move away, in fact seemed to push his hard shaft even harder into me.
"No you're not! All my friends think you're sooo hot."
"Yeah sure," Daddy responded, a blush spreading across his face. "I can just see all your eighteen year old high school girlfriends thinking I'm hot," he finished, clearly enchanted with the thought of my sexy teenage friends getting off on him.
"You're only thirty-seven Daddy," I crooned into his ear, loving the feel of Daddy's cock throbbing against me. "When you came out last Sunday in your Speedo I thought both Monica and Jacqui were going to attack you."
"No way!" he exclaimed.
"And when you got out of the water and came over and talked to us....wow!"
"What?"
"Your thing Daddy.... Your penis, it stretched your suit so much Daddy. We could see practically everything! And it looked so big!"
"Stephanie!" Daddy stammered loudly, feigning anger even as he pushed it harder against me.
"You should have heard what they said Daddy when you left ...about how they'd like to get you alone and take off your suit and feel it in...," I trailed off giggling.
"I'm sorry honey, I won't wear it again, I didn't mean to embarrass..."
"Its okay Daddy, I liked it. I'm proud of my Daddy, proud they think you're such a sexy man. Their fathers are both old guys, its only you my friends dream of. Monica told me she got so excited when she had her medical, when you saw her naked when you touched her... "
"Oh God, that's not right, I'm her doctor," he mumbled.
"And it is big Daddy," I said huskily, my eyes drifting down towards the crimson cock that lay between our bodies. "Don't you like it that young girls want you Daddy?" I teased after a long pause. "Wouldn't you like to make love to Monica or Jacqui or one of my other friends?"
"They're just girls Steffie; I'd never have sex with young friends of yours, I've known them since they were little girls, they're my patients," he protested fiercely as he grew ever harder against my stomach.
"You don't like them? You don't think they have nice bodies Daddy? You don't think they're sexy when you see them naked in your office?" I demanded.
"They're nice girls honey, but they're too young for me..."
"They're woman now Daddy, like me. Don't you think I'm pretty? Sexy? Don't you think men want me?" I cooed into his ear, each breath tickling him, caressing him, inflaming him.
"Of course, you're beautiful honey, but..." he stuttered, reddening as he spoke.
"If I wasn't your daughter, your little girl, would you want to make love to me Daddy?" I pressed him for an answer even as my fingers moved onto and around his hardness.
"Jesus Steffie!" He groaned rolling away from me, and then rose up and jumped out of bed, his long shaft bouncing proudly as he moved.
"Awww, stay in bed with me a few more minutes Daddy," I pled as he disappeared into his bathroom. What's he thinking about I wondered as I heard the shower running. I know your body wants me Daddy but what about you?
I was on my back naked, my legs spread, when Daddy reappeared minutes later, drops of water dotting his broad chest, a white towel wrapped around his waist. I had one knee raised in the air, and my thin strands of blond pubic hair were no barrier as his eyes locked on my pink insides as he approached the bed.
"C'mon sweetie, time to get up, you don't want to be late for school," he prodded, trying to act naturally as he sat next to me and lightly ran his hand over my shaking knee and up and down my inner thigh.
"God it's only six-thirty Dad, why are you up so early anyway?" I complained as I pushed my knee further into his hand, opening myself further to his hungry gaze.
"I have an operation at eight honey, I gotta rush," he explained as he quickly stood and started to pull his briefs up his hairy legs, catching them on his again raging hard-on.
"He'll never fit, it's too big," I giggled as I watched Daddy try to stuff his fat cock under the inadequate material. "I like it when I see him so hard Daddy, do you need any help?" I continued as Daddy blushed and turned away from my eager eyes.
Finally dressed, he turned back to me and gave me a quick kiss on the forehead before saying, "Now you be good today Steffie. I should be home around seven; do you want me to pick up something for dinner?"
"Some Thai maybe," I suggested.
"How's the booking of our trip going anyway honey? You've only got a couple of days more you know. Have you got it all finalized?" he asked as he moved, his eyes never leaving me as he backed towards the door.
"I finished yesterday Daddy. I'll give you all the details tonight. Bye, love you," I yelled as he finally slipped through the doorway.
"Oh Jesus," I moaned aloud as I heard the front door slammed shut, the fingers of my left hand snaking down between my already damp thighs. I watched myself in the wall mirror facing the bed, and could see my engorged nether lips, my erect clit, my fingers as they slowly spread my slit and penetrated my throbbing pussy.
It almost hurt as I arched upwards to meet my probing finger, yet even this inadequate replacement for Daddy's big prick still brought me to a shuddering orgasm in minutes, my frustration assuaged momentarily by my copious spending. I brought my sopping fingers to my mouth and reveled in my taste, wishing only that it was mixed with Daddy's thick white sauce.
"Paris," I mumbled as I sucked my index finger, "Just four more days Daddy. We'll make love for the first time in Paris," I promised myself aloud.
I'd often slipped into Daddy's bed over the last eight years, ever since the day Mom had run off with her lover and left us. It had always been innocent until last February, when I'd finally realized I didn't want the boys my age who in increasing numbers were flocking around me; neither Billy nor Jason had come close to igniting the passion that Daddy could arouse with just one kind look, one gesture, one caress. Lying in Daddy's bed, still warm from his body, I thought back to that February night four months ago that had precipitated everything that was now happening in my life.
FEBUARY 1994
Daddy had surprised me on that night four months ago, taking me out for an evening of dining and dancing at one of Pittsburgh's most glamorous night spots – my coming out party he had called it. A celebration of my being accepted that week into the September 1994 Freshman Class of Harvard Medical School
I had worn high heels and my sexiest dress, a new, black, clinging silk number, to celebrate the occasion, my breasts free under the low cut top, the high slit in the dress exposing my firm, long thighs with every step I made. I had been elated when I had come downstairs and Daddy's mouth had plopped open, clearly stunned at the picture I made.
"What?" I demanded, surprised how good it felt to have my Daddy so obviously excited watching me.
His gasped, "You're so beautiful Steff," combined with the way his eyes roamed hungrily over me excited me in a way I'd never been before. He's your Daddy silly, I thought to myself as he walked me arm-in-arm to the car, but still remembered the comments my friends were always making about Daddy, about how they'd love to be alone with him.
It was the perfect evening and Daddy made me feel like a girl who had been transformed into a Princess, his Princess, and I, with no prior plan or conscious desire suddenly started to treat him like a real man, a sexy man. I danced closer than I would have normally, I repeatedly bent over or adjusted my top so he had view after view of my full breasts, my hard crimson nipples; sitting, I moved my dress so the slit was towards the front, my wispy thin red silk panties continually exposed to his hungry stare.
I plastered myself against him as we danced; pushing my breasts, my hard nipples into his chest, grinding my mound into him as my fingers gently caressed his hair, his neck. It was then that I felt it for the first time, felt Daddy's thick spear rubbing, probing urgently against my stomach. It seemed too big, dwarfing what I had felt when Billy, when Jason, when others had danced with me.
I was flushed with excitement when we finally got home after three a.m., both of us slightly tipsy from the wine and the sexual energy echoing between us. I was actually shaking as he escorted me to my bedroom door, new wild, impossible, incestuous sexual thoughts whirling through my brain. Waiting, wondering what next, he surprised me, simply presenting me a small, gold wrapped package as we stood in the doorway.
"What is it Daddy," I asked as I opened the small rectangular box. "Oh God," I shrieked when I saw the necklace of perfect white pearls sitting on a bed of black silk. A card had slipped from the top of the box when I went to lift the lustrous string, and recognizing Daddy's miniature scrawl, and shaking I read:
Dear Stephanie
I'm so proud of you Steff! No father on Earth has ever been luckier than I – to have a daughter as kind and beautiful and intelligent and nice and caring and loving as you is the best thing that could possibly have happened to me.
It seems just yesterday that I so proudly brought you home from the hospital. To think that today that little girl is now eighteen and soon will be leaving me for university and adulthood is almost incomprehensible. I'm so proud of you honey, how well you've done, what an outstanding person you've become.
There has never been anyone else in the world I have loved more than you; I can't imagine having lived my life without you in it. You bring so much joy into my life
Thank you darling, I love you so much,
Daddy
p.s. I thought maybe you'd like to wear these pearls when we have dinner in Paris this summer
I think it was that moment in time when I realized there was no one in the world I'd rather spend my life with, that there was no one else in the world I wanted to make love to more than Daddy. As I stood sobbing in his arms, being hugged and kissed by the only person I had ever loved, I felt a surge of sexual attraction echo through my body, my tongue, my lips, my nipples, my liquid insides, my whole body responding to a man as it never had done before.
My fumblings with Billy in the back seat of his car, the kissing, the touching, the frantic grappling; sleepovers with Jacqui and Monica where we talked endlessly of boys and sex, and even experimented among ourselves; and even the night with Jason, just weeks ago, when I had felt for the first, and so far, only time, a penis penetrate me; none of these experiences had prepared me for what my body was now doing, feeling, demanding, urging.
"Steff, are you okay?" finally penetrated into my foggy thoughts and brought me slowly back to a new reality.



"Oh Daddy, your words, they're so beautiful, thank you," I whispered, and then added, "You're the only man I'll ever love," while pressing myself urgently into him as my lips hungrily sought his, wanting him now to recognize the new me, wanting him to feel as I, wanting him to grasp that we were destined to be joined in every way.
I could feel a shiver of excitement tremor through his body as our tongues met and explored and couldn't help but feel the sudden hardening, lengthening, against my stomach.
"Sweetie!" Daddy gasped as he pulled back from me, confusion and desire dueling on his face.
After spinning in his arms, I ended up facing away from Daddy, my firm bum pushed back against his erection, his hands suddenly full of my breasts. For just a millisecond I felt his fingers caress me, squeeze me, before he dropped them as if they were on fire, mumbling, "Oh Jesus Steff, I'm sorry, I didn't.."
"Can you attach them Daddy," I asked, ignoring his apology as I slipped the pearls into his left hand and leaned back against his chest.
"Of course honey," he said eagerly, clearly glad to have something innocent to do, relieved that I hadn't seemed to notice his furtive touch.
His hands were like satin as they moved over my shoulders and gently caressed my neck as he lifted my long blond curls to bare me for his ring of pearls. I could feel his breath on my ear as he slowly opened the clasp but then let one end slip free, allowing the cool, white balls to cascade down across my chest and between my heaving breasts.
"Oh Daddy, they're cold and they tickle me," I complained with a giggle and then lifted the top of my dress away from my body, pretending I wanted to see the string of balls swinging between my tits, knowing Daddy would see my full breasts, my now straining nipples as he slowly pulled the strand upward.
"Sorry honey, I'm a real butterfingers tonight," he answered lightly when he finally retrieved the end and joined the clasp behind my neck. But I could feel Daddy's excitement throbbing into the crack of my rear and knew he was feeling the same emotions and desires that were exploding inside of me.
"They're beautiful," I sang as I danced away from him and into my room, my song of joy a reflection of the happiness I felt at finding my life partner, my lover, my only future.
"Look at the pearls Daddy," I yelled laughing as I continued to dance in front of my mirror. As Daddy walked up behind me and watched me bemusedly in the mirror, I suddenly slipped the spaghetti thin straps off my shoulders and let my top drop to my waist, baring my firm, full orbs to his startled eyes.
"Stephanie!" Daddy stammered as he stared, uncertain what to say or where to look.
"There just breasts Daddy," I pooh pawed him, "everybody's got them, I just want to see how the pearls look on me," and then started to twirl the necklace over my chest. "They keep getting stuck on my nipples Daddy," I complained with a little slur, faking a tipsiness that I didn't really feel. "Are they too long Daddy," I asked suddenly, turning to him, squeezing one long, firm nipple between my thumb and finger, presenting a full, firm orb to him.
"They're perfect honey," he answered smiling, clearly now amused at his little daughters show, believing that this was an innocent daughters play and not a dangerous sexual act.
"I had a perfect day Daddy, I love you so much," I finished, yawning as I leaned into his strong, welcoming arms. "I'm so sleepy."
"C'mon Steff, I'll put you to bed," he said gruffly, his love for me so clear. As I fell back on the bed I could see a moments hesitation before his hands moved to my waist and pulled my dress over my hips and down my legs, leaving me naked except for my pearls and silk panties.
As he hung my dress in my closet I started to lower my red pants, struggling so that when he turned back my legs were in the air and my panties only at mid thigh. "Here, let me help," he offered in his most fatherly voice, as if he was just helping me with homework or the dishes, but I could feel the tremor in his fingers as he touched me.
"Do you like my new panties Daddy," I asked, a tipsy, teasing tone still in my voice, "I bought them just for tonight, just for you, just for my favorite man."
"That's nice sweetie," he responded, as he lifted me so he could get the sheet out from under me.
After finally getting me arranged and the sheet placed over my naked skin he turned to go, whispering a 'goodnight darling' as he started to back away.
"Stay for a few minutes Daddy," I pled as I grabbed his arm.
"What honey?"
"Lie next to me Daddy, like you did when I was younger," I mumbled drowsily, "stay with me until I fall asleep."
"Sure honey," he agreed almost too quickly, and after shedding his shoes and shirt and after a moments hesitation his pants, slipped under the sheet next to me, down now to only his white boxers, and lying on his side watched me as he gently stroked my blond hair. Feigning sleep, I rolled over and curled into him, ending so my lips were less than a half inch from his cheek, each of my breaths gently tickling him as my breasts comfortably pressed into his strong chest.
He finally left, maybe two hours later, but I knew he had enjoyed sleeping next to his eighteen year old daughter, the continuous hardness against my thigh a graphic proof.
~~~~~
Daddy was still sleeping when I entered his room the next morning, a question burning in my brain as I urgently shook him awake, wanting an answer to something he had written in his letter.
"What honey?" he finally growled as his head emerged from under his sheet.
"What did you mean about Paris and pearls in your letter last night Daddy?" I asked impatiently.
"Oh that," he answered nonchalantly as he sat up, not noticing how little of himself was covered.
"Oh that what?" I insisted.
"Well, do you happen to be doing anything on June 23rd by any chance my dear?" he asked mysteriously as he reached for an envelope sitting on the table next to his bed.
"No Daddy, you know graduations on the 21st and then I'm free for the summer."
Smiling he handed me the envelope which soon yielded two airplane tickets. He was grinning as I slowly deciphered the itinerary. "Pittsburgh – Paris leaving on the 23rd and returning on August 30th for two," I read. "But what does it mean Daddy? Which two are going to Paris?" I asked, more confused now than ever.
"Well I thought that Doctor Roderick S. James and his lovely daughter, Miss Stephanie Danielle James might just benefit from ten weeks touring the Continent," Daddy said smugly, a wide grin impossible to hold back.
"But how? .... You have work... Where will we go? ... Really... really, just the two of us?" I stammered as joy flooded through me.
"Doctor James has already told his colleagues and the hospital administration that he will be out of the country for the time period covered by those tickets my dear," he announced, clearly delighted at my surprise and happiness. "He feels that this might be his last chance to give his beautiful daughter advice and direction before she flings herself out into the greater world."
I didn't give him a chance to say another word as I leapt on top of him, laughing and crying as I covered him in kisses. But I couldn't help but notice his nakedness as I embraced him, and I felt a frisson of both fear and excitement as I saw Daddy's penis for the first time, lying proudly between his legs, and even soft it looked huge.
How big is it when it's hard I wondered as Daddy asked, "I take it you're free then Miss James?"
"Oh yes Daddy," I shouted, "Where are we going to go exactly?"
"That's your job sweetie."
"What!"
"I got the tickets – it's up to you to decide where we'll go and when. You got four months to decide and then to book the rooms and cars and flights and whatever else you want."
"But.."
"No buts my lovely daughter, it's your job."
"Anywhere I want?"
"Your job!"
And that's how Daddy had left it and me those four months ago and ever since all I'd thought about was Daddy's big penis and how I was going to convince him to let me have it for the rest of our lives!
SPRING 1994
In the months that followed, through March and April and May, our relationship changed, both of us fundamentally altered by that night. We were suddenly in new unknown territory; now longer was it just the innocent loving father-daughter relationship we'd lived for eighteen years.
I think it was easier for me, my youth allowing me to immediately accept the fact I wanted Daddy as my lover, as my husband. Oh, I knew about society's rejection of this forbidden love, of society's criminalization of what we would do, but my mind had easily accepted what my body was demanding. It was harder for him; society's taboos against sleeping with your daughter were deeply ingrained in him. While I welcomed what my body was demanding, I could see him continually fight his ever increasing urges.
Everything I did over those months was directed at making Daddy accept what I knew was inevitable but still as I studied the problem and incest in general I was stunned at what I found.
Daughters do love their fathers like I did! In fact as I read and studied I found that for someone like me, an only child whose mother had left her when she was ten years old, it was almost inevitable that I would try to take my Mommies place and become Daddy's girl.
I set out to seduce him over those months. I dressed better, no more jeans or sweats and sneakers at dinner, instead I changed to dresses, or blouse and skirt ensembles, just sexy enough that Daddy couldn't ignore the woman I'd become.
I made sure I hugged him every day, holding him each time just seconds longer than normal, making Daddy feel the woman I was.
I'd join him in the TV room fresh from the shower, perfumed now, and just in a robe, and would snuggle against him as we watched a rented movie I'd chosen. Over those weeks and months Daddy increasingly stayed home more than he had ever done before, hardly ever missing dinner, his social life now evenings with his daughter.
I even teased him from time to time, as I'd sit with him watching a movie I'd ask him why he wasn't out with one of his many girlfriends, how come he was spending so much time at home. "I'm only going to have you for a few more months' sweetie," he'd reply as he hugged me.
Increasingly I felt and saw his excitement, the growing sexual desire he felt for me, couldn't help but notice the erections Daddy'd grow as I wriggled against him, my loose robe allowing his roving eyes easy access to my full, firm breasts.
We didn't discuss what was happening to us over those months, we were in a silent, sexual, mating dance that clearly scared Daddy. But I knew he was studying the problem, trying to face these forbidden desires that were threatening to overwhelm him.
I found the books hidden in his bedroom, both scholarly tomes that addressed father-daughter love, as well as erotic accounts of graphic, incestuous sex. His computers browsing history increasingly led me to the sites Daddy had been surfing, sites that had accounts of, and actual videos of fathers making love to their daughters.
~~~~~
I remembered all this as I lay in Daddy's bed that June morning, stroking myself, a poor substitute for what I wanted, what I needed. But we'd be Europe soon, then I knew it'd happen...
JUNE 23rd 1994 – PARIS
Our flight left Pittsburgh airport at seven in the morning, arriving at Charles De Gaulle Airport in Paris at seven pm French time.
After finally collecting our bags and clearing customs, something the French are masters at making difficult, we finally got out of the airport around nine-thirty, and as Daddy drove our rented car towards our small but upscale four star hotel on the Left Bank I started to talk, knowing I had to explain exactly what I had done before we got there.
"About the hotel Daddy, our room," I started tentatively.
"Un huh," he muttered, clearly engrossed in the passing city.
"The reservation Daddy, it's.... I mean to say it's..." I stammered.
"What Steff?" he asked, taking his eye of the road for a sec to look at me, a big smile on his face.
"Well.... I sorta did something strange ... it was really a mistake at first, I mean I didn't plan it... it just happened when I booked, and then I..... well, I just kinda let it go, I... you might not, I don't know, like it or..."
"C'mon honey spit it out," he ordered as his hand left the steering wheel for a second and caressed my thigh.
"Well," I started again, my face now scrunched up in a near grimace, "The hotel might be expecting a married couple Daddy, a couple on their honeymoon."
"Huh, how come?" he asked, a confused look crossing his face, his fingers momentarily tightening on my bare upper leg.
Rushing now, eager to spill the whole story in one fell swoop, I explained, "When I filled in the online registration form Daddy, I must have filled in the wrong box and before I knew what happened... well I had reserved just one room and it was confirmed as Doctor and Mrs. James and I don't know, I didn't change it... you know it was sorta funny, and then I thought we really didn't need two rooms for just two people, I mean we'd save money this way and..."
"And why would they think we were on our honeymoon Stephanie?"
"Well that's sorta complicated Daddy," I mumbled.
"This is just a problem with our hotel in Paris, right Stephanie?" Daddy asked, a touch of both anger and amusement in his voice.
"Well not exactly Daddy." Seeing a scowl spreading across his face, I sped on, "It just seemed like a good idea Daddy, so when I booked the other hotels, I thought, why not, we'll save money and some of them offered special extras for newlyweds and..."
"So we're man and wife in Paris, Barcelona, the Riviera, Rome, Athens, the Greek Islands, Istanbul honey?" he asked, the fingers of his free hand now back on the steering wheel and tapping it impatiently, or was it excitedly?
"Yes Daddy," I whispered, then added more confidently, "but remember you did give me full responsibility for booking the..."
He was quiet for minutes but I resisted the urge to break in, to explain, to apologize, knowing now it was up to him, that I had to wait, to let him decide, react.
"We haven't talked about.... I mean, you know, about what's happened between us,..." he finally started, his nervousness evident in his stammering, unsure voice. Getting no immediate response from me he went on, "I know you think honey,... since your birthday I mean,...that you've felt something different for me, for Daddy,... that maybe something..."
He kept taking quick glances at me as he spoke, clearly uncomfortable hoping I'd help him. "I know I should have said something before," he went on, "I've wanted to but ... if I've led you to believe that..... that maybe you thought my bodies reaction to you meant something it really didn't, shouldn't, couldn't sweetie... Oh shit, we're here," he swore in exasperation as we pulled into the drive fronting the hotel. "Lets not worry about it for tonight honey," he finally said, watching me as we idled, the porter already rushing towards our car, "we'll just book in and have dinner and then talk about it in the morning. But we do have to talk sweetie, you can't go on thinking we ..."
"Yes Daddy, I'm sorry about everything," I whispered, one tear sliding down my cheek.
~~~~~
"Ah Docteur, Madame James, bienvenue, welcome," was what greeted Daddy and I as we strolled hand-in-hand to the front desk. "We gave you our best suite.... No extra charge," the manager said after we had filled in the registration cards, a broad smile on his face, "We don't often get newlyweds."
"Merci beaucoup monsieur," I cooed as I leaned into Daddy and kissed him lightly on the lips. "We're so tired monsieur," I said turning to the manager, "We'd just like to shower and change and have dinner in our room. Can you have dinner sent up?"
"Certainement, Madame," his whole body signaling approval as his eyes hungrily roved over my young, ripe body, wishing it was he who was going to spend the night in my bed.
~~~~~
It turned out to be a stunning suite, the large bedroom with its king size bed and the large dining/living room both elegantly furnished in beautiful French period pieces, the balcony open to a vista that led our eyes to Notre Dame and the shimmering Seine beyond.
"Ta da," I finally announced smugly to Daddy, after we had both taken in the rooms, the view, the flowers, the fruit basket, the chocolates, the champagne cooling... "So now, what do you think of my little subterfuge my dear husband?" I asked as I danced around him, a broad grin on my face.
"Not bad Mrs. James," he finally conceded. "Now go and get your shower, our dinner will be here soon," he ordered smiling, giving me a gentle slap on my butt as I started towards the washroom.
"Would you like to share with me Daddy? I think I read they have a water shortage over here," I offered with a twinkle in my eyes,
"Go!" he ordered laughing, as he watched me pull my sweater over my head, and I knew his eyes were still on my bare back as I started towards the door, and dropping my little, black, silk demi-bra as I walked, I knew Daddy was imagining every jiggle of my round full tits.
~~~~~
"What are you so happy about young lady?" Daddy asked later when he finally emerged from the washroom and shower, his large body encased in the luxurious robe that came with the room.
"Nothing," I giggled as I stood up, my breasts jiggling under the thin, silk, ivory robe that was my only covering, a robe I'd bought just for tonight. God, he's handsome I thought as he moved confidently towards me, his six foot, two inch muscular body seeming to exude power and sexuality with each step.
"And dinner?" he asked but before I had a chance to respond we heard the light tapping on the door and Daddy pivoted and moved to answer it, and then let in an thin, elderly, uniformed bellboy, pushing a dish laden cart.
"Monsieur, Madame," he wheezed through smoke damaged lungs, but his eyes lit up when he saw me, when he saw what I was wearing. His eyes rushed to my cleavage, to the dark circles that showed through the thin silk, to the hem of my robe, only just covering my blond curls.
It took him stumbling minutes to unload the tray, to set the table, continually taking quick glances at me as he worked, finally pushed out of the room by Daddy, clutching the ten euros that had been offered him, the front of his pants bulging outward.
"You might have given the poor man a heart attack" Daddy laughed as he turned back towards me.
"Well at least some men find me attractive Daddy."
"You're wearing your pearls," he finally responded as we both sat at the table.
"You said they were for Paris Daddy," I said smiling, moving so that the top of the robe opened even wider, exposing the pearls as they dangled in the valley between my breasts. "Do you like them?" I asked.
"They're beautiful honey," he whispered, not even noticing the pearls as he drank me in.
We talked as we ate, the conversation surprisingly coming easily in spite of the sexual tension between us. We were both excited about the trip, about Paris, about the adventures that awaited us over the next ten weeks. Neither of us had ever visited Europe before and looked forward to visiting all the places we'd heard about all our lives. We were to visit the Louvre the next morning and eagerly discussed the treasures we'd soon see in person.
Finally the meal was over and as Daddy wheeled the cart and dishes out the door I plopped down on the sofa in the living room, one leg under me as I sat. I felt my robe open, and knew my full breasts were shamelessly exposed, but didn't care, the bottle of Chateau Rothschild we'd emptied with our meal had been just enough to lower my last remaining inhibitions with my father.



"Sit with me Daddy," I said, patting the seat next to me in invitation as he hovered uncertainly in the middle of the room.
Finally sitting cautiously at the other end of the sofa he watched me, his eyes flicking from my breasts to my thighs before meeting mine.
"You're as bad as the bellboy," I giggled nervously, my sang-froid suddenly gone, knowing the next few minutes were so vital to my future happiness.
He moved towards me, and wrapping his arm around my shoulder and tucking me against his warm body, started to talk. "Oh Steffie, I love you so much honey. But not like this, not as a man and woman, ...not as lovers," he sputtered. "You're my daughter, my beautiful daughter... We can't...I don't think of you like that Steff," he finished, but his tentative words seemed said more to convince himself more than me.
"You don't want to love me Daddy?" I demanded.
"No sweetie... not like that," he replied hesitantly, the bulge rising in his robe belying every word.
"So why haven't you gone out on a date for the last four months?"
"What?"
"You used to date all the time, now you never do," I insisted.
"But I ....," he stammered before I cut him off.
"Why were you secretly reading that psychology book on father-daughter relationships? Yes I saw it in your room Daddy," I said as I saw him about to protest. "I read it too Daddy, where it talks about incest, about love between fathers and daughters."
"Why have you been surfing internet incest sites? Reading stories about fathers making love with their daughters, watching forbidden videos," I demanded.
"How come you always get an erection every time I'm around you now?" I continued to pound at him, my legs now spread, exposing myself fully to his nervous looks.
"But Steff," he protested.
"Yes even now," I insisted, my hand sliding under his robe and grasping his thick cock. "Fuck me Daddy, please fuck me," I cried as I moved on top of him, straddling him as he sat, his long pole now leaping upwards as I spread his robe.
"Honey, we can't," he moaned, "its wrong sweetie. I don't want to hurt you Steff. You've got your whole life ahead of you," he groaned as his arms engulfed me, desperately holding me as he rejected me.
"Bullshit Daddy," I said as I moved my lips against his, burying my tongue deep in his mouth. If it's so wrong Daddy," I finally gasped, "How come there's ten million hits when you type in father-daughter incest on Yahoo, how come there's been a thousand studies by respected scholars on the subject if no one else is doing it? If it's so unusual, so perverted how come a million fathers are sleeping with their daughters tonight? How come Daddy," I asked, almost yelling now, urging, demanding, stroking him.
"GOD STEPHANIE," he finally roared, a primeval sexual scream bursting from his lips as he stood, effortlessly lifting me and then carrying me towards the bedroom.
Watching his eyes as he carried me, I had a moment of panic, of fear, as I saw the raw male lust burning deep inside him, unleashed now, and wondered, too late maybe, if I had made a mistake, if we weren't about to cross some inviolate line.
He pulled my gaping robe off my shoulders as he walked, letting it slip to the floor even before we reached the bed. Throwing me on top of the sheets I fell back spread-eagled, my legs hanging over the edge of the bed, and watched transfixed as he almost tore his robe as he fumbled urgently to get it off.
Finally he stood naked between my legs, his angry cock now thrusting upward, pulsing in its eagerness to be buried deep in my pink, moist sheathe.
"Daddy!" I pled, scared now, convinced now it'd never fit, that it would split me. God, it's double the size of Jason's I thought, and even he had hurt me the first time.
He grabbed my rear cheeks and easily lifted me up, carrying me backwards up the bed as he crawled between my legs, his thick organ now bouncing between my thighs as he lowered his lips onto mine.
"Oh Daddy yesssss," I moaned as he left my lips and moved his tongue over my chin and down onto an aching nipple, swallowing it as his teeth pulled and stretched it. "Jesus," I screamed when I felt first one and then a second finger slip inside me, my hips arching upward in lust.
"Oh Steff, you feel so good, so perfect," Daddy groaned as he pumped his two fingers in and out of me, finally bringing them to his mouth where he tasted his daughter for the first time.
My hand stole to his penis as he inhaled my aroma and tasted my sticky sex, and now fear gone, I grasped him and tried to pull him into my waiting pussy, already open and awash with my juices, urgently needing to be filled, to be impaled.
"DADDDDDY PLEASE," I wailed, begging him.
"We have all night honey," the strong, confident, sexy father I'd always known now back in control, all need for further artifice on my part now gone, I was finally going to be made love to by the only man I'd ever love.
I didn't need any more foreplay; I was already shaking in anticipation, moist, lubricated for the penetration I craved. As he ran his hands from my hair down over my breasts, stopping just for a second to tease my already puffy nipples, and then down to my hips and my butt, I stared transfixed at the pole that seemed to rise from between my legs.
Suddenly worried again at its size, I trembled when his hands moved over my ass and pulled my thighs apart, positioning me so his incredibly large cockhead rested lightly against my distended clit.
"Daddy," I moaned as he moved his cock so that it was perfectly aligned with my opening and gently pushed, steadily forcing the head into me.
"DADDY," I cried again, now convinced he'd never fit, my nether lips stretched wide, seemingly incapable of accepting him. "He's too big Daddy," I whimpered as he continued his assault.
"Aaaaaaaahh Daddy," I groaned as I felt the head pop through, and as I felt my cunt close behind the thick head and tighten on the blue veined shaft. He worked slowly now, first feeding me three more inches before retreating, gradually working more of himself into me as I adjusted to him, to his thickness, to his length.
And then he was completely in, bottomed out at the gate to my womb, and then watched as kneeling between my legs, his hands lifting and separating my legs, he started a steady rhythm of long, deep strokes, each stroke igniting a million nerve endings the length of my cunt.
I could feel my body stretching with each stroke, endlessly opening and closing on him, lubricating him as he pumped, coating the long shaft with my juice, welcoming this alien intruder into my center.
Faster and faster he pistoned, each deep penetration now producing an equal response from my now shuddering centre. As he lay on top of me and seized my lips in his, his tongue penetrating me, his hips started to relentlessly move over me, pushing his now throbbing shaft even deeper.
So this is what a real man is, what sex is, I groaned silently as my first spasm shuddered through my body, as my insides throbbed as they awaited the first burning jet of sperm to flood them. I locked my legs around his back and met every thrust as the feeling crashed through me, the liquid melting at my core.
"OH DADDDDY," I groaned or maybe screamed as I felt his big penis jerk inside of me, followed by a liquid explosion, then again, and again, each ejaculation met by a pulsing opening in my depths, an acceptance of his seed.
"STEFFIE, OH GOD STEFFIE," Daddy moaned as the last liquid spasm of his cock filled me.
I was sweating, whimpering, trembling when he finally pulled his still semi-hard spear from me, its wet head wearing our orgasmic juices like a proud cloak. I slid down Daddy's body, unable to resist the urge to taste him, engulfing his fat cockhead hungrily as I milked the last drops of cum from its one eye, savoring its taste as it slithered down my throat.
"Jesus baby, gently," Dad ordered, still panting, as one of my hands continued to pump him relentlessly while the other found and squeezed his tightened sack and balls, all the while trying to stuff even more of him into my mouth.
As I gulped him in he twirled me around and seconds later felt his tongue on my distended gash, licking, probing, sucking, nibbling, before he finally found my throbbing clitoris, his soft lips instantly restarting the liquid oozing, the shuddering buildup, the prelude to my inevitable orgasm.
I thought I'd go crazy as he worked me, writhing and thrashing on his mouth, and even attempted to lift away from his face before he grasped my butt and pulled me back, holding me spread to his lips, a finger deep in my ass. I could only swallow five or six inches of Daddy but my two hands continued to work him as I sucked him in and soon felt the first twitching of his cock.
I was shouting incoherently as I came, my voice garbled by the fat penis spurting urgently in my mouth, almost gagging on the thick, ropy sauce Daddy continued to pump into me. "Jesus Daddy," I finally gasped and with cum oozing from my lips moved up his body and kissed him. I could taste my cunt as our tongues met, as he licked some of his sperm from deep within my mouth.
We finally fell apart and lay for minutes side by side, the silence of the night broken only by our rasping breathing.
"I didn't know, Jesus," I finally gasped, "Is it always like that Daddy?"
"Oh sweetie, it's never been like that before, never, never, never," he laughed exultingly as he turned and pulled me to him.
"You mean I was okay Daddy," I asked coyly, knowing that we'd always be together.
"Pretty good sweetie," he allowed, "but maybe we better try it again just to make sure."
"You mean you can do it agaaaain Daddy?" I asked doubtfully, but even as I teased I grabbed his hard shaft and rolled on top of him. I sat astride him, riding his thick pole, pretending I was in control, but knowing I'd be his slave forever.
~~~~~
We awoke late the next morning, sticky and sweaty and smelly and sated, all thoughts of the Louvre and the Mona Lisa long forgotten. The only time either of us left the bed over the next twenty-four hours was for a quick shower, to refresh us before another bout of lovemaking. Daddy had totally accepted what we had become, any misgivings he may have had had been blown away in our passionate embraces.
We finally got to the Louvre two days later. And in the days that followed we visited Versailles, the Eiffel Tower, Notre Dame (but we saw no Hunchback!), took a boat trip down the Seine, etc., etc. But it's the nights I remember now, the nights I lay entwined with Daddy, my legs locked around his back, thrashing under him as he filled me with his pumping lance, spouting his seed as I groaned.
We got married ten days later, married in a small church by a smiling, cherubic priest in a little village in the south of France. Oh, maybe it wasn't a one hundred percent legal ceremony; perhaps most people would call it a sham, but for Daddy and me it was the most wonderful day of our lives.
THE PRESENT - 2006
As I look at those pictures today I see an innocent girl walking from the church, looking almost demure in my simple white dress, the lace veil hiding my eyes as I look up into Daddy's smiling face. We're both obviously happy; anyone looking at the pictures can see the joy, the love between the newlyweds, the sexual promise.
The rest of that wonderful summer is etched forever in my memory; Barcelona and Seville in Spain, walking naked on the beaches near St. Tropez, Rome and the Coliseum, the warm waters of the Aegean and the beaches of Rhodes, the Parthenon, the Blue Mosque in Istanbul...it was perfect, everything I had dreamed of...
But it was the small, romantic moments with Daddy that I treasure the most, the kiss as the sun set at Cape Sounion, making love on a deserted beach south of Rome, walking hand in hand through the Alhambra...
I've just turned thirty! It seems impossible. God, its twelve years already since that magical summer. I'm a doctor now. Daddy and I spent seven years in Boston while I struggled to keep up with my classmates; without my husband who'd been through med school, who knew all the tricks, who was always ready to tutor me it would have been impossible.
Our three girls were born during those years, and now at 11, 9, and seven they're the centre of our existence, of our happiness.
We live now in the south, in a medium sized town located on the ocean, a town of sand beaches and palm trees, a town where after closing the clinic for the day, my husband and I can grab the girls and we can be in our boat and on the water in twenty minutes. We're happy! Yes, somehow it worked; somehow our love triumphed over the fears, against the odds, against the naysayers warnings.
"Are you almost finished," I hear him call now. Daddy's almost fifty now, but seems to get younger each year, the boy in him never far from the surface, still surprising me, delighting me ... he's still the man of my dreams, my only love.
"Yes Daddy," I whisper as I move towards his open arms, towards his smiling face, his hungry body...
THE END
If you've made it this far, please take a sec and cast a vote. Of course I'd prefer a five but, if you're so inclined and feel you must, I'm quite prepared for other scores. I prefer any vote as opposed to you not voting. For your information my recent stories have, on average, got clicked onto by 40,000+ readers but only average 200 to 250 votes. This low voting rate – less than 1 out every 200 people who open the story vote – is actually better than most writers here receive. Many stories struggle to receive 10 or 20 votes total! So please vote for this story and other stories you read on this site.
I dream of a story where 40,000 people not only read one of my stories but also vote on it... So?
Comments and e-mails are also appreciated and always replied to.
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For those of you who voted for my last story, 'Daddy, I whispered', I want to thank you all very much. The story has received an incredible total of 1300 votes so far in just 15 days. This is more votes than I've received for any of my previous stories. In fact the story received more votes in a shorter period of time than any story in the history of Literotica. Thanks!!
The following story is an incest story set on an island near Nantucket – I hope you enjoy it...I had fun writing it!
The Island – Summer
The sun was high in the deep blue sky as I sat watching from the outdoor terrace of Emma's Café as the old car ferry slowly approached the dock of Eastport, a hundred eager passengers lining its newly painted, white rails. I could see the two of them now, waving, happy, broad smiles on their faces, their bodies so ripe, their breasts taut against their wind blown shirts, their hard firm bums and thighs stretching their silk shorts.
The annual migration from the cities to our island had started, a migration that annually transformed our sleepy Atlantic island of one thousand people into a bustling, crowded tourist destination.
I knew the locals, who had spent the winter on the island, trying to rest up for the frantic three months of summer when another five thousand people, mostly Bostonians and New Yorkers, descended on the island, would be both elated and disgusted by these arrivals.
Elated because they knew these mainlanders allowed them a standard of living unthinkable to their ancestors, those tough, hard men and women who had struggled to wrestle a living from the sea for three hundred years before the tourists had arrived.
But angry and disgusted also – they simply didn't like these foreign mainlanders, these bossy, rude, crude know-it-alls whose orders they had to take from Memorial Day til Labor Day in order to earn their living. These people who regarded them as little more than simpletons and treated them as if they were their slaves.
I was one of the few people who knew and interacted with both groups, both local and summer people, moving easily between the two solitudes. My family had been here for generations, my island house sat on a land grant issued to the Von Scouries' more than two hundred and ninety years ago. Every local knew my family, our history and even though I now spent nine months a year on the mainland, they all regarded me as one of them.
My name is James Roderick Von Scourie and I had been born here sixty-three years ago, in the same house I came home to every summer, a house built on the foundations that my great, great, great, great, great grandfather had first put down so long ago. The present house dated from about 1875, and although it had endured many additions and modifications over the years, expensive alterations that had made the house as modern as any on the island, no one would ever mistake my house for one of those millionaire's monstrosities that had sprung up everywhere on the islands.
Ours was a long thin island, one of a group that stretched outward from Nantucket and my old house sat on its less habited south coast, the last private property before the State Wildlife Refuge that took up the last three miles on the western end of the island.
I had been back for three weeks now, and had been eagerly anticipating the arrival of this very ferry for every day I'd been here – it was of course carrying my two favorite girls in the world.
I had always watched the two girls over the years, had watched them growing up, watched them running on the beach, watched them slowly mature, each summer watching them slowly metamorphose from girls to young women. I can't wait any longer, I thought, as I watched the two skip down the gangplank from the ferry, chatting and giggling as they went, their Mom and Dad trailing slowly after them.
I could see the joy on their faces at being back on the island, their fancy private school and their elegant house in the big city forgotten. They had always preferred casual dress and manner I knew, continually challenging their father's patrician family's sense of decorum and correctness. Taking after their Mom, I thought smiling, quickly glancing at the beautiful Mrs. Butler who trailed behind them.
I can still easily remember the first day Miss Brigitte Nilsson, an innocent looking eighteen year old Swede, who had just finished first year at Bryn Mawr, had walked down this same gangplank she was descending now, giggling on the arm of William Butler the 3rd, scion of one of Boston's most distinguished families.
That year he had just graduated from Harvard law, a nice boy/man who had the world at his feet, but he'd had a bemused look on his face that day, as though he couldn't believe that the goddess at his side had chosen to accompany him. I could see that even twenty-some years later he still seemed surprised that she was with him.
And even as my eyes returned to their young daughters and watched as they in turn jumped the last step onto the cement pier I couldn't stop the image that flashed almost painfully through my brain – the girls mother standing naked on the deserted beach, her straw colored hair dancing in the breeze as she dipped her toes in the surf, her perfect, pink tipped breasts dancing on her chest as laughing, she kicked a rivulet of sparkling water toward me.
Christ it's already twenty years since that day, I mumbled to myself as the girl's parents stepped onto the pier. Watching I saw the old Rolls turn through the gate and edge toward them, and couldn't help smiling as the car lumbered to a stop and 'Old John' slowly emerged. Jesus, he must be close to eighty, I thought, the handyman and driver for the family as long as I could remember, one of those constants in island life that somehow defined it.
Minutes later Mom and Dad were safely ensconced in the back seat and all the bags safely stowed in the trunk but the girls danced off, I could see them miming to their parents they'd get home later. The two seemed to talk to everyone on the dock and everyone they met as they moved onto Main Street and towards the outdoor terrace where I sat with my late morning coffee and cinnamon bun.
They left a sea of goodwill in their wake as they proceeded along; they had their Mom's ease and friendliness that disarmed everyone and even the locals accepted and liked those nice 'Butler Girls' as they were always referred to, almost as if the two were indivisible.
And yet they were two very different girls, both physically and mentally, their only common trait was their obvious happiness with each others company. I could see that Isobel, the eldest by a year, the blond extrovert, the more obvious beauty of the two, was listening intently to her younger sister as they approached me.
Seeing me they came over, "Hi professor," they both sang out, happy, friendly smiles on their faces as they leant over the waist high rail that separated the terrace from the street.
"Hi Isobel, Samantha," I sang, unable to keep the love I felt for them out of my voice.
We talked for minutes, the girls friendly, comfortable even when speaking to an old man like me, charming me effortlessly without even a conscious effort. They just plain liked people, no matter their class or age or race, and of course everyone who met them recognized this niceness almost immediately and responded to it.
"I'm going to stay a minute Izzy," Samantha told her sister, "I need to talk to the professor for a sec," and then turning to me asked, "Is that ok sir?"
Shorter than her sister by maybe two inches, Sam was still a tall girl at five-nine and as her long, curly, auburn hair billowed around her head in the breeze I was captivated by her beauty, a beauty that had snuck up on everyone, so that she now exuded a sexual aura as strong as her older sister. "So where in Boston did you find the magical lantern?" I asked as she sat opposite me.
"What do you mean?" she asked, a quizzical frown crossing her smiling face.
"Here I thought my summer assistant was going to be that thin, coltish, giggling, high school teen who's been prancing around the island for the last four years and now instead, voila, magically you've turned into this gorgeous young woman," I said grinning. "Gosh, poor Izzy, having to live in the shadow of a beautiful younger sister."
Every summer I brought with me to the island a student, an English major from the University, someone who wanted to be a writer, someone who was willing to do my 'Joe' jobs in exchange for being in my presence, a chance to learn from the master. They were always girls, always pretty and I always eventually slept with them, the sweet young things oh so eager to share the bed with the famous author.
Samantha Butler, my next door summer neighbor had written me in January, asking if I'd consider her for the position, that she wanted to be a writer, that she so wanted to see how a real author worked. I was pissed off at first, having had already narrowed my choice down to two incredibly hot University of Georgia sophomores, either of whom I knew would melt under my tongue, thrash under my hard cock.
I was pissed off because I knew immediately that I'd give her the job, that I was incapable of refusing her anything. After a couple of letters and e-mails during the early spring I had offered her the job and now here we were.
"Yeah right!" she said blushing, but I could see she was happy with the compliment. Shy and studious, Sam had lived all her life in the shadow of her blond sister and I knew not many men had ever compared her looks favorably to Isobel. "Like Izzy is ever going to have to worry about another girl. And besides, if I had found a Genie I wouldn't have wasted a wish on my looks."
"No, no need to," I complimented her, my eyes caressing her, and then asked, probing, "What would you wish for Sam?" wanting to know every secret of this darling girl.
"That's for me to know professor," she said laughing as she stretched sinuously in her seat, her full, round breasts testing her t-shirt tops tensile strength as she arched her back. "I am going to College in the fall you know Professor," she finally added. "Bryn Mawr."
"Your mom's school."
"Uh huh, English major – I want to be a writer," she said shyly, "like you... well you already know that of course... When do you want me to start professor?"
"Whenever you're settled honey. No rush, I'm sure you have lots of friends to see, things to do."
"I'll start tomorrow sir. I want you to treat me just like you would anyone else."
Right, I thought, as if that was possible. "All right Samantha. Why don't you come over first thing, say eight, and we'll get organized. I'll probably need you til one-thirty or two most days Sam, and then you'll be free for all your boyfriends every afternoon. OK?"
"Yes sir," she said beaming, "You won't regret letting me work with you sir, I promise."
As she skipped away, calling to her sister up the road, I watched her rear wriggling firmly under her skimpy, white silk shorts and knew I'd never regret my decision.
~~~~~
The Von Scourie house was a large one, and while the front door stood facing inland and the driveway, the very last house on the road, the real orientation of the house was towards the beach and all the important rooms faced the ocean. A ten foot wide balcony ran across the second floor of the house and gave a perfect view of the Atlantic and the next island in the archipelago, three miles off, from the comfortable wicker sofas that were scattered along its fifty foot length.
Below the balcony, was a deck with chairs and table and barbeque, and farther down a rectangular pool surrounded by a grassy lawn, and then three stairs leading to a path that twisted through the sea grass and led to the forty foot wide beach that fronted the ocean.
But the houses name, at least what the locals called it, 'Von Scourie's Tower', was derived from its most unusual feature, the structure that jutted twenty-five feet upwards from the roof of the house, a tower that dominated the surrounding area.
My great-uncle James, Jimmy to everyone on the island when he was living, had added the tower some sixty years ago, to the derision, I might add, of the whole populace. But now it was quite famous, and now most of the island paintings and seascapes displayed in the tourist shops of Eastport included the Von Scourie tower somewhere on the horizon.
My writing room, my sanctuary, was at the top of the tower, a room that was all windows and bookcases, a fifteen by fifteen foot space some fifty feet in the air, which from my desk gave me a view in all four directions with just the turn of my head.
"WOW," was Samantha's first word when her head poked through the hatch and into my workplace after climbing the steep stairwell of the tower the next morning just after eight. "We always wanted to come up here and see the view and play," she explained, and went on to tell me the various things her sister and she imagined.
"Why didn't you tell me?" I laughed, "I would have let you in anytime."
"Oh look, you can see our house. And all the way over to the north side." She turned and took in the view in all four directions, the ocean, the dunes, the seagrass, the soaring pines that were mirrored by the tall, pine bookcase in each corner that stood flanking the windows, the pond sitting tranquilly in the Park, the seagulls soaring by, the... "God, wait til I tell Izzy, she'll be so jealous," she laughed as she skipped around the room, touching the desks and the computers, the books and the large telescope sitting facing the sky, almost as if she was just making sure it wasn't a dream.
She finally slowly began to inspect one bookcase and after a quick study exclaimed, "These are all books you've written aren't they? Gosh, in French and German and, what language is this sir?"
"Bulgarian," I finally announced after looking at the book. "I'm one of those vain authors Sam, I work surrounded by all these first editions of my novels."
"You should be proud sir," she whispered, just a little bit of adoration creeping into her voice, "I've loved all your books, they're so good."
"And these?" she asked as she danced to the opposite corner and pulled down a couple of books. "You like science fiction professor?" she asked quizzically as she leafed through one.
I'm Professor Emeritus at the University of Georgia in Athens these days, the University my home since they offered me the chance to be writer-in-residence for one year, all expenses paid, thirty-six years ago when I was a struggling young writer. Athens, Georgia is a great town to live in and the people at the University treated me grandly that year, making me feel so welcome that I never left, even when I became successful and fairly famous.
They appointed me a Professorship in their Department of English and basically left me alone to write, my only duty one that I loved, which was to lead a seminar in creative writing for the Schools most talented young minds.
I had written twelve 'Von Scourie' novels over the years, novels set in Boston and the islands of the sound, novels which over the years had won both critical and popular acclaim. I wasn't a Hemingway but there wouldn't be many Modern American Lit courses in America that wouldn't have one of my books on the reading list. And they sold, so what the hell?
But... but I had also written other books, books written under a variety of pseudonyms, and the Sci-Fi book Sam was now holding was one of them. "This is your first trade secret Sam," I whispered conspiringly in her ear.
"What sir?"
"I wrote it, in fact all of them," I said pointing around the room, my finger pressed against my lip, begging her silence in the future.
"What! All of them?" she gasped as she danced to the next bookcase, pulling out a couple of mysteries. "Gee, I've read some of these," she laughed, and then added as she flitted to the final bookcase, "how many books have you written anyway?"
"Uhhhhh," I stalled, my eyes intently watching as she pulled a volume from an upper shelf, wondering what her reaction would be.
"EROTICA TOO!" she gasped as she looked up at me after reading a few lines, startled by her discovery.
"Maybe it'd be better if you don't read those ones," I replied as I stretched my arm to grab the book from her.
"Oh no sir, I want to read everything you've written," she proclaimed with the eagerness of youth, a sly twinkle in her eye as she pulled the book back out of my reach, her body taut against her thin dress as she arched away from me. "All this is so exciting, I'm so happy to be here Professor," she beamed as she swung her arms to encompass the whole room.
It only took me a morning to realize my luck, to understand Sam would be the perfect assistant for me, that my fear that she'd somehow hinder my work had been completely groundless. I slowly took her through what I expected of her and of how I worked. "I'm always working on various projects at one time Sam, I explained. "I try to write four-five hours every day, eight til ten, then a quick swim and breakfast, then til one-thirty or two. I'll often reread and plan during the afternoon or night but I'll be constantly finding jobs for you."
"You're going to have to do a lot of research. For example, you may have to look up the best route from one place to another, street names, distances, what noted buildings on the route, etc., etc. Or how far to Pluto from Mars. Just type whatever you find right into the text in green."
"You're going to have to read all my current stuff, and my background notes so you know where I am and where I'm going. You may have to read a couple of the earlier books in each genre so you understand my style, etc. I also want you to read what I write daily and let me know where my mistakes are, when my writing is crap, when I go off track, when..."
"But Professor, I'm not..."
"You're also in charge of backing up the work, making sure back-up copies are in secure places, handling my web site, my fan letters."
"Golly Sir!"
Even though she was slightly overwhelmed, I also saw that she was more than competent. Two minutes explaining the computer system were enough to show me that she not only understood how I used them, but that she would be capable of easily improving my system, her computer skills far outdistancing mine. Her concise, to the point questions on everything I explained immediately allowed me to see she understood what was required.
Within a half hour we were both hard at work, a record compared with any of her predecessors over the years. Looking up after about twenty minutes I regretted I wasn't writing one of my erotic tales that morning. Watching her sitting in front of her flickering screen at the desk facing me, the morning sun backlighting her thick, rich hair, a pen dangling between her lips, her glasses raised high above her forehead, her breasts heaving; I immediately saw her as 'teenage temptress personified' as a complete sexual story flashed before my eyes.
At some point she had unbuttoned the top two buttons on the demure summer dress she had worn this morning, having earlier explained her choice of clothes as, "I let Mom choose today. She insisted I look proper on the first day of my first job," she had confessed, a slight blush on her face.
"You look perfect Sam," I had complimented her, letting her know she could basically wear any of her summer clothes in future. And now as I looked over at her I could see the top of the valley between her breasts, could see the edge and straps of a lilac colored silk demi-bra, and with each movement she made, from computer to reference book to computer and back, I could see her breasts dancing under the thin material.
I was stroking myself under the table, daydreaming, wondering if I dared lower the zipper on my shorts and let him free, wondering if I could slip under the desk, in search of a dropped pen, to look up between her golden thighs, when she looked up and smiled and said, "I'm enjoying this sir."



Jesus!
~~~~~
She left that first day at three, and would've been content to stay all day if I hadn't shooed her out finally, carrying five books and three CD's of new stories and notes and promising, "I'll get right to work on this tonight sir." As a parting shot, she said with a sexy grin, obviously teasing me and testing my response at the same time, "I took three of your old 'Erotic' books too professor, that's a genre I don't know much about."
"You don't? I thought all you young, modern girls fell asleep reading 'Vagina Monologues', and the like," I laughed.
"Ha, ha, ha professor. But if I do need something explained I'll ask Isobel. She's quite the expert," she exclaimed as she started down the stairs.
"Is she?" I asked as her head dropped through the hatch and she disappeared. But I couldn't help but wonder just how innocent my little, sweet Samantha was, and just how come those top two buttons had come undone.
~~~~~
The week that followed was the happiest I'd had in years, as I couldn't help but be continually delighted by the presence of this young girl I'd always loved but never known. She was smart and funny and kind and sexy; everything a father could ever ask for in a daughter.
She'd arrive at eight and we'd work for an hour and a half before breaking for a quick swim and then a breakfast prepared by my housekeeper and cook, Mrs. Gomez, Maria. Samantha had been surprised the first day we swam; unable to stop gawking when I appeared by the pool in just a small bathing thong.
Finally, after staring at me for seconds as I walked toward her, she blurted, "Gee professor, is that all you swim in?"
"You're lucky he's wearing anything," Maria interjected crankily.
"What?"
"The good professor usually swims totally naked honey. In the ocean or in the pool, always naked," Mrs. Gomez complained, a broad grin on her face. "You can't run around with your thingamajig bouncing in front of that poor, innocent girl, I told him," she said smiling.
"But what about you Mrs. Gomez?"
"I'm an old widow Miss, a small little thing like that doesn't bother me," she laughed.
"Is it really that small Mrs. Gomez," Sam grinned back as I retreated from the two females and jumped into the pool.
~~~~~
Later that day, after I had finished my writing for the day, we found ourselves back lounging by the pool, reading.
"You don't have to wear it for my sake, you know sir," she said as she glanced over at me.
"Probably better if I do Sam, it's bad enough I have you reading erotica," I answered, unable not to gawk at the perfect young body that was trying to escape from her sexy, white bikini.
"Do you mind if I sunbathe topless sir," she suddenly asked minutes later, and before I could respond she had the skimpy bra untied and thrown aside. "I mean, we do it at home," she started to explain, now shy, clearly uncertain of how I'd react.
React – Fuck, my cock was already jumping as my eyes lingered hungrily on her chest. She was bigger, both rounder and fuller, than her mom or sister were. Her aureoles were large and brown, much darker than her mom's pink circles. And the nipples, hard now and straining under my eyes, were short but thick and I knew she'd groan when my lips engulfed them, licked them, stretched them.
"No problem sweetie, no problem at all." And as she shyly grinned, or was it slyly, I added, "I think I'm definitely going to put them in chapter three of my latest little book, you know, when Carlos, the gardener, sneaks into his mistress's daughter's bedroom and..."
"Professor!" she protested as she threw her towel at me, her breasts jiggling delightedly with every move.
But as I lay back and pretended to close my eyes and ignore her, I saw how she kept glancing at my groin, taking in the ridged pole that was stretching my thong to its limits.
~~~~~
Two mornings later she arrived early, just after seven-thirty, and was sitting, sipping coffee by the pool and talking to Maria, when I walked through the sea grass separating the beach from my yard. She pretended embarrassment at my nudity, but I could see the interest, the excitement in her eyes as they raked over me, and I also knew that she had arrived early just so she could see me.
As the days passed it became harder and harder to restrain myself, to not just take her, fuck her on the desk that separated us. I knew it was wrong, that I shouldn't have sex with this girl, that she was one of the only two women in the world I shouldn't make love with. And yet I knew that even that age old taboo wouldn't stop me, that the eighteen year separation I'd been forced to endure was somehow driving me towards Samantha's seduction.
It was a Monday afternoon, ten days after Samantha had started that another event occurred that momentarily sidetracked the mating dance Sam and I had been doing.
I had noticed them coming as they walked up the beach but it was only as they passed in front of the house that I recognized Isobel and her latest beau Kenny White, a Dartmouth sophomore, a boy whose family had been coming to the island for the last five years. Izzy looked stunning in a skimpy, yellow bikini top and tight, blue jean short shorts, the fly down in the latest style, the matching yellow pants peeking through in an open invitation.
Sam, working quietly at her desk and facing inland, hadn't noticed her sister as she skipped by on the beach, leading Kenny by the hand, a bright smile on her face. I lost them for a second as they slipped between a dune about twenty yards down the beach but then they appeared again in a little hollow, a natural bowl between two sea grass covered sand hills.
They thought they were completely hidden, unaware that I in my tower could see everything through the two tall pines that framed the window that faced toward them. She pulled him towards her, and I knew immediately that she was the aggressor, and watched transfixed as her hands went behind her back and untied her top, and as it slipped down and off her perfect cones I couldn't hold back the gasp that escaped my lips.
I saw Samantha look up from the flickering screen as I stood and grabbed the binoculars from the desk, a questioning look on her face, wondering what had attracted my attention.
They were already lying on the blanket they had placed on the hot sand when I looked back towards the little hollow, the yellow bra thrown carelessly aside in their haste. He was sprawled atop her now, kissing her hungrily as his hands moved over her chest, but I sensed in his urgency that he wasn't a practiced lover, that in his haste he'd never fully satisfy her.
I heard Sam rise and come towards the window, saw her finally see the scene below and glancing at her quickly saw the surprise flash across her face when she recognized her sister. "But..." she mumbled, "Why's Izzy doing that..?" And then I saw the blush spread across her cheeks as she looked over at me.
We both watched as Kenny stood and hurriedly dropped his shorts, and Sam almost moaned when she saw his prick standing out from his stomach. "We shouldn't watch," she mumbled towards the window, unable to move her eyes from the unfolding scene.
They were both naked now and as he knelt between her legs we could see Isobel grasp his penis and pull him towards her. I sensed it when Sam grabbed the other pair of binoculars and we watched silently shoulder to shoulder, watched him slide his cock in her, and watched him as he urgently fucked her.
I had seen immediately that Kenny wasn't that well endowed (although I'm sure Samantha didn't recognize this) and after just seconds of hurried pumping he came rapidly, his bodies pumping ejaculations obvious even to us as we watched from our window. Rolling off Isobel and on to his back, he lay panting as I focused the powerful binoculars on Izzy's blond bush and her distended pink lips which were leaking Kenny's white sap.
I knew Sam's eyes were trained on Kenny and the now semi limp sausage that lay dripping on his thigh and noticed she was breathing as heavily as the two lovers.
"Well, you'll certainly have something new to write about tonight Sam," I whispered, startling her out of her sexual reverie.
"We shouldn't have watc....oh God... what's she doing now?" Sam suddenly gasped and turning back to the couple I saw Isobel's left hand holding a reawakened prick as her lips popped over its purple head.
After watching her sister's head bob up and down for minutes, Sam finally stammered, "Oh Jesus, I have to go Sir... I'm sorry... but," as she fled from the room.
~~~~~
She was shy the next morning, clearly not sure whether to mention what we had seen or whether to just ignore it. We worked through the morning, not talking for the most part, and it was only when we broke for a swim around eleven that Samantha finally broached the subject.
"I'm a virgin you know sir," were the first words out of her mouth after we had finished our swim and were resting on chaises lounges by the pool.
"Are you? That's nice Sam," I replied noncommittally.
"It surprised me... I mean I've never seen two people doing it ... I ... don't laugh sir; it's not funny."
"Sorry," I grinned.
"We shouldn't have watched sir. It was wrong," she hurried to add, blushing now, wondering why she had ever brought it up.
"We're writers Sam! Of course we're going to watch. If you don't look at things you'll never be able to write about them," I insisted.
"But..."
"Did you write anything last night when you got home?"
"NO!" But seeing my disbelieving look finally admitted, "I did think about it, dream about it though."
"I did too Miss Butler," I admitted laughing, "In fact I'm afraid your sweet sister may make quite a few appearances in my future books. Do you think Izzy would mind if I made her a starring character in my latest erotic tale?"
"PROFESSOR!"
"I don't know, something like 'Isabel lay back on the hot sand, her breasts heaving in anticipation, her thighs trembling, her insides on fire as she watched Kenny hovering above her, his thick, long, hard, huge prick ready to fill her with his molten seed.' What do you think?"
"You're terrible sir," she complained, trying unsuccessfully to stop a wide smile, and as she giggled I could see her nipples hardening and caught the quick glance she directed at my crotch. "Besides, I'm pretty sure that Kenny wasn't huge sir," she challenged, looking me right in the eyes before moving her gaze downward.
"I could put both of you in the story," I teased. "Beautiful teen sisters seduce Ivy Leaguers – call it something like 'Sam and Izzy's Island Orgasms'."
"You're terrible! I going back to work professor, I don't have all afternoon to fool around."
As I watched her as she strutted towards the door, her breasts bouncing proudly, her rear cheeks alive under the skimpy little boy-shorts she was wearing, I knew it was only a matter of time, and for the thousandth time in the last two weeks tried to justify what I was about to do.
~~~~~
But strangely enough, it was the older Butler sister who was the first victim of my sexual hunger, of my perverse desires.
Izzy and Kenny returned to their little hollow three days later, a July Friday afternoon I'll never forget. I had sent Samantha to Nantucket early that morning with a list full of errands to perform, errands that I knew would keep her busy at least half the day, and that she probably wouldn't be back until the two o'clock ferry from Nantucket got in.
So, when I saw Izzy and Kenny walking up the beach, I knew I'd be able to watch them uninterrupted. My eyes, pressed against the powerful binoculars, never left the couple as they made love. I simply stroked my self in time with Kenny's feeble thrusts, fighting the almost overwhelming urge to rush down the beach and throw the boy aside and fill my girl with my hardness.
After they had made love two times they ran laughing hand in hand into the surf, and as I watched Isobel playing naked in the shallows, water droplets gleaming in the sunshine as they cascaded around and over her, I couldn't help but be reminded of her mom from so many years before. Although taller than her mom, she had the same slim figure, the long beautiful blond hair, the high, firm, pink tipped cones, the puffy nipples I knew would melt in my mouth, the powerful runners legs whose thighs would curl around my back, oh Jesus...
Kenny dressed and left after they'd swam but surprisingly Izzy lingered, and I watched as she lay on her towel in the hot bowl, tanning her naked body, allowing the sun to caresses her unprotected skin.
~~~~
"I'm just going for a quick swim Maria," I called back loudly towards the house as I walked toward the breaking surf, sure that Isobel just yards away, lying naked behind the dune, would easily hear me. I dropped the towel when I was still five yards from the water, and wondered as I took the last steps whether a blond head had popped over the top of the dune, and whether two blue eyes were now staring at me.
I stayed in the water for about five minutes, ending up a little way up the beach directly opposite Isobel's hiding place. As I had splashed in the still cool surf, I had seen her head peeking over the dune and knew she would be watching when I left the water.
I slowly emerged, standing for seconds with the ocean just covering my hanging prick, letting the breaking and ebbing of the waves tease her with glimpses of my size before finally taking the last couple of steps to dry land. I quickly glanced up at the front window of my tower top room, and surprised, saw the glint of the sun reflecting off the lens of my binoculars, and knew that Samantha had got back early and was secretly watching me.
I stood, not ten yards from Izzy's hiding place, and shook my body, much as a dog would, sending a spray of droplets flying, letting her see my whole body. Then walking over to and picking up my small towel, I slowly dried my hair as I faced her. Would she do anything, show herself, I wondered as I ran the towel down my chest and over my already waking cock.
I didn't have to wait long, for just as I took the first steps back towards the house, she emerged from between the dunes, topless and carrying her towel and top over her arm. Finally, when she was only ten feet away from me, she looked up and pretended to be stunned to see me naked in her path.
"Oh gosh professor," she almost squealed as she raised her free hand up to cover her nipples.
"Isobel, Christ you startled me," I responded, as my eyes roved hungrily over her. "Where'd you come from anyway?" I asked as I continued to slowly approach her, making no attempt to cover myself.
"You swim naked sir?" she asked, ignoring my question while boldly returning my gaze.
"Uh huh. You too?"
"No, no. I was just sunbathing sir. Topless... I just want to get an all-over tan... I mean I don't like the white lines, the," she stammered while letting her arm fall, exposing her perfect golden breasts, but the look in her eyes belied her nervous tone.
We were only two feet apart when we stopped and after slowly inspecting her I answered, "I thought I saw you and Kenny a little while ago in the ocean," and teasing, added, "you didn't look like you were wearing much then."
Blushing and stalling, she mumbled, "Kenny?"
"Uh huh, you know, the young man you were kissing in the little hollow over there."
"The hollow?"
"Yes Izzy. You know sweetie, that when I'm writing up in my room at the top of my tower and I look out the side window," and I turned and pointed up to where I knew Samantha watched, " I can see right into that little hollow."
"Everything?" And when she saw me nod my head, simply said, "Oh!"
We were just inches apart now, her nipples just brushing my chest, their hard, erect points being answered by a lengthening, a hardening that she soon felt rising against her stomach.
"I love tall women," I whispered, our mouths seconds away from each other.
"Most boys think I'm too tall sir."
"They're crazy Izzy," I breathed.
"You're in good shape sir, big. I mean not just tall, muscular, but..."
"I'm a man Isabel."
"I'm too young for you... I mean... we can't ..." were her last words before my lips captured hers.
It's hard to put into words the urgency, the excitement I felt as our mouths met and our bodies crashed together. It clearly had something to do with who her mother was, who she was, how many years I'd waited to be part of her life.
I moved my mouth to her breast, and slowly licked the sea salt from her nipples before seizing one and drawing it into my mouth, my teeth lightly stretching it before I hungrily sucked it.
"Sirrrrr," she groaned as I moved to the other, and as I cupped her soft orb and ran my tongue around her sensitive aureole I felt her tremble under my fingers. Bending I quickly moved my hands to her hips and lowered the flimsy yellow bottom to the sand.

"You're beautiful honey," I whispered as I ran my fingers through her soft blond curls and cupped her pubic mound in my palm, lightly brushing her pink channel with my middle finger as I slowly moved my hand.
"Please sir, pleeeeese," she moaned as her hand clasped on top of mine, pushing it against her. I then knelt in front of her and after grasping her rear cheeks in my hands, brought my tongue to her, running its rough, wet surface over her pink, now open slit. She was already moist, and I inhaled her female odors as I tasted her rich juice.
Standing I kissed her, letting her taste her pussy's sap from the tip of my tongue as she felt my now raging cock throbbing against her mound.
Professor," she whispered as one hand snaked between our bodies and eager fingers circled me.
Placing my hands under her ass, I lifted her up off the ground, and held her moist center just inches above my crimson cockhead.
"Now sir, now," she pled, as she tightened her grip on me, trying to direct my shaft into her spread nether lips.
I lowered her slowly, and felt her wet insides adjust, widen, stretch as the thick head split her.
"Its big sir, so big," she said in wonderment, her fingers still tightly circling the base of my cock as her insides worked to lubricate the four inches already in her. I lifted her up and almost off me before lowering her again, forcing more of my rock hard shaft into her. Arms around Sam's back, I knelt slowly, lowering her to the towel lying on the hot sand.
"I don't think I can take it all," my little girl started as I pulled back, but I pistoned back into her, deep, "Unhhh," again, deeper, "unnnhh," and then one final thrust brought a final almost feral groan, "Ahhhhhhhh...unnnhhhhhhh," from her grimacing lips as I filled her.
But when I pulled back Samantha whimpered, her "nooooooo, stayyyyy," suddenly stopped as I thrust back into her fiery furnace. I sped up; my urgent penetrations now met by lifting hips, and soon felt the tremors in my balls, warning me of that always exquisite explosion that was seconds away.
I felt her first spasm just as the rush of sperm sped down my bucking cock, and felt her orgasmic juices slide over my cockhead just as I flooded her vagina with my seed.
We fell apart, and shuddering and panting we watched each other, unable to disguise from the other just how extraordinary our coupling had been. Finally I turned her on her stomach and lifting her thighs off the sand, drove deep into her still distended and soaking cunt. Twice more I made love to Izzy, utilizing every trick I'd learned to pleasure my eldest daughter.
An hour later we lay exhausted in each others arms, covered with a sticky sheen of our orgasmic cream. 'But she's your daughter', kept echoing in my confused brain when she finally, giggling happily, danced off.
~~~~~
"I wasn't going to come today professor," she finally said, not even looking up as her words reached me. "Did you know I was in the tower, watching when you were fucking..." she demanded, when I made no reply to her statement, but her words trailed off sadly as she talked.



"Well? Did you do it to hurt me?" she continued, finally looking up at me, a tear tumbling down her cheek.
I walked over to her and standing behind her laid my hands on her shoulders.
"NO! STOP!" she cried, pushing my hands off her as she stood and faced me, anger etched everywhere on her face.
I pulled her into my arms, holding her as she struggled to escape, pinning her hard against me as she started to sob. "You know I wanted you, that I loved you," she wailed as her tears fell on me. "OK, I know Izzy's prettier, but God professor, why'd you do it in front of me? Why'd you lead me on?" she asked, her eyes pleading, her words tugging at my heart.
I kissed the tears from her cheeks, and then held the struggling teen as my lips brushed hers, teasing, exploring, probing, prying; at last finding her tongue and then slowly awakening it.
"What are you doing?" she demanded when I put my arm behind her knee and lifted her into my arms. "What?" she giggled as I started to move towards the stairs.
"Well Miss Samantha Butler, would you like to make love with me in a large comfortable king size bed?" I asked, and then spinning around said, "Or would you prefer to lose your virginity right here on my desk? It's not very comfortable you know."
"You're crazy! I don't want you," she insisted, but the smile on her lips, the excitement in her eyes betrayed her. "No," she whispered as I turned again towards the stairs..... "Do you really want me?... We shouldn't, you.... Here, right here... I want to do it in the light, on the desk," she finished, her words hardly audible.
"You're so beautiful honey."
"I'm not. I'm Miss second choice," she protested, almost angry again.
"Haven't you heard of saving the best for last?" I asked as I lowered the zipper on her thin, flowered summer dress and slowly slipped the straps over her shoulders. As her wispy red silk bra quickly followed the dress to the floor, her palms rushed to her breasts, cupping each shyly in a hand.
"What?" I asked as I lifted her hands and exposed her heaving chest, her straining, cinnamon colored nipples.
"What about Izzy," she asked as I felt her fingers quickly moving over the buttons on my shirt, ripping one off in her eagerness to undress me. Kneeling in front of me, within seconds she had the button on my shorts undone, the zipper lowered, and my penis sprang proudly free as she shoved my pants, my underwear down.
"Jesus Sam, gentle," I groaned as one hand encircled me while the other stole to the hanging sack below.
"I've wanted you sir, since the first day," she laughed, and then quietly added, "I've dreamt of it in me, filling me..."
I lifted her to her feet, embracing her as I backed her towards the desk, finally lifting her again and set her sitting on the edge of the desk, spreading her knees so that she was open to me.
"You're a hairy little thing, aren't you?" I asked grinning as I knelt between her legs and moved my tongue between her hairy folds.
"Oh God sir," she squealed as my soft lips captured her rigid clit. "Oh shit, I can't keep calling you sir. What should I call you anyway?" she asked as her fingers held my head against her.
Finally I pulled away and stood between her legs, my prick, painfully erect, resting on her mound, and with her pussy juice soaking my mustache, I lowered my lips to hers. "You want to know what to call me at a time like this?" I asked laughing.
"Yes," she giggled back between kisses.
"Mr. Von Scourie?... No?... How about handsome?... No again?... Jimmy?"
"You're too old for Jimmy," she squealed as my hands kneaded, caressed her firm tits.
"Call me.... Call me Daddy," I finally offered.
"What? Why?'
"I'll be you're 'Sugar Daddy' my little darling," I laughed.
For minutes we kissed and caressed until I finally stood up, knowing she would never be readier. She watched as I positioned myself, watched as I moved my bulging cockhead to her pink opening.
"Will it hurt ... Daddy?" she asked timidly, suddenly unsure, wondering how she'd ever have enough room for the long, thick pole waving between her legs.
"I'll be gentle sweetie," I promised as I spread her thighs with my hands and pushed into her, just getting the head lodged an inch in before I felt natures gate blocking me.
"Oh Daddy, it's so wide, I ..."
I could feel the lubrication at the end of my cock, knew her body was trying to prepare her as I thrust my hips forward, and broke the thin membrane as her scream rent the air, a eerie, "Ohhhhhh Daaaaaadddddddddy," that echoed around the room.
"Should I stop honey?" I asked as I forced another two inches in her, slowly widening the moist walls of her clutching cunt.
"No Daddy," she moaned, clearly now enjoying calling me Daddy, "Don't stop, don't stop."
As I pulled back I could feel her warm blood on me and looking down saw the bright red liquid dripping on my daughter's thighs. I thrust again and again until I was finally fully embedded, and then with long, slow, deep strokes I worked to transform her pain to pleasure.
Slowly cries that had been more pain than joy turned to yips of excitement, and ended with her writhing under me, her orgasmic release accompanied by moans of 'Daddddy, daddddy, daddddy' as her juices flowed around my still thrusting prick. It was only as she came a second time that I finally ejactulated deep inside her, filling her with strand after strand of my molten semen.
We only made love once that day, Samantha too sore for an encore. So we just lay in each others arms all afternoon, talking, kissing, hugging, loving.
"I love you Samantha," I told her as we lay in each others arms.
"I love you too Daddy," she promised. "Gosh, I better stop calling you that though. What if somebody heard?" she giggled, and then added, teasing, "But maybe when we're alone."
~~~~~
I hardly slept that night, racked by thoughts of my two daughters, my two loves, worried about the future, knowing I should be ashamed even though I felt exhilarated...
"So," I heard the next afternoon as Sam and I lay naked next to the pool, "So, you seduced and despoiled my poor virgin sister, you vile man."
"Isobel," I stammered as I opened my eyes.
"Yes, you do remember me don't you professor? The innocent teenager you cornered on the beach, the young pure girl forever ruined by your evil body? And now left cruelly abandoned."
"Hi Izzy," Sam laughed.
"How do you feel now Sammy," Isobel asked her sister solicitously after giving her a quick peck on the cheek.
"Better. But I think my older sister is going to have to satisfy my Daddy for the next few days. I'm still sore."
"Have you girls been talking about me by any chance?" I asked.
"Oh yes Daaaaaaddy," Isobel answered, "there are no secrets between the Butler girls."
"It's Mr. Von Scourie my dear Isobel. Respect for your elders, remember?"
But before the sentence was out of my mouth, Isobel had slipped off her bathing suit and sat on me, straddling me, her ass resting on my thighs, her hand grasping my already semi-hard penis. "And are you happy to see me, baby?" she whispered to my now rearing cock. "Yes, I think you are," she laughed as she lowered her mouth onto him.
"ISOBEL! Don't tease Daddy," Samantha ordered as she bent her lips to mine.
~~~~~
I didn't write as much as I'd hoped I would that summer. But of course I didn't care. I was together with the two people I loved most in the world, the two I'd spent close to twenty years watching, always wanting to be involved in their lives while I had to watch another man be their father.
I didn't resolve all the conflicting feelings I had, I couldn't completely shake off the sexual taboos that I was breaking with my two beautiful girls ... but I was incredibly happy.
It was a summer of love, a summer of sexual fulfillment, the likes of which I'd only once experienced before. I was continually tempted to tell them, to let them know who I was.... But I wouldn't, I couldn't... I was afraid my words would do damage, would open a Pandora's Box that would never be closed again.
As the summer slowly came to a close, a sadness grew among us even as we shared our love. We knew we'd all be going our separate ways in September and I think we all understood we'd never be able to recreate these happy, joyous days.
But it came crashing down around me even before the summer ended, in fact just two days before the Butlers were to return to Boston.
~~~~~
She was standing motionless in front of the painting when I entered the den, a room usually kept locked, her face an indecipherable mask. "What are you doing in here," I whispered, knowing it would never be the same between us again, petrified that I'd lost her so soon after finding her.
"Who is she?" Sam demanded in a voice that seemed to stab directly into my heart.
"My grandmother hon," I answered sadly, as I watched her staring at a mirror image of herself.
"So you're really my daddy?" she finally mumbled sorrowfully.
"No, I've never been your father sweetie."
"I KNOW THAT YOU BASTARD!" she screamed. And then after seconds of silence and as a tear slipped down her cheek, asked, "I don't understand why you did it. Did you force Mommy, rape her? God, she was just a young bride," she cried, each of her words lashing me like a whip. "And me, your daughter?"
"It wasn't like that," I started, but she was already rushing from the room, the last sound I heard the slamming shut of the front door as she sped into the night.
~~~~~
"You prick," she hissed at me, spittle flying from her lips as she rushed up the stairs from the beach and onto the deck where I sat eating my breakfast the next morning.
"Izzy," I managed, upending my glass of orange juice as I hastily stood.
"She was a virgin, she loved you," Isobel wailed, her fists drumming on my chest in anger. "I loved you! Couldn't you have kept the fucking picture from her for two more days? We're leaving for Christ's sake!" she yelled as I enfolded her in my arms.
"You screwed mommy and then bingo, nineteen years later you decide to seduce her two daughters, including one who's your child."
As she looked at me, piteously studying me, I could suddenly see the idea slip into her mind, something in my face betrayed me just as the painting the day before had.
"No, it's impossible," she muttered, rejecting the implications, suddenly afraid, "it is impossible isn't it Professor?"
But she knew. But she fought against the thought. "I don't look like you, your goddam grandmother or whoever she was," she moaned. "I was born only ten months after their marriage, it's impossible," she argued, more to herself than to me.
"Don't walk away, tell me," she demanded as I turned away from her.
"I love you honey, both you and Sam... more than anyone else in the world..."
"Screw you!" were the last words I heard as she flew down to the beach.
The Butlers left the next day, without a word from any of them. I'd lost the daughters I'd never had, the lovers who had awakened my heart for the first time in twenty years...
~~~~~
I knew I wouldn't hear from them for a while, that only time could ever bring about a rapprochement, but even so I waited hopelessly all during the fall and winter and spring. I wrote them letters, weekly, long letters, explanations, observations, advice... love letters to my daughters... but I never heard back.
~~~~~
"They're not staying out here this summer professor, only going to be here for the fourth of July," Mrs. Kramer told me as she counted out the change for my groceries on a late June day the next year.
"Who's that Ellen?" I asked, fearing the answer I knew was coming.
"Your neighbors, those nice Butler girls."
"Oh, how come?" I managed to reply.
"Studies or something or other. That's what Old John said to Millie anyway. Apparently the Missus will be here any day though," she finished
~~~~~
She was walking slowly up the beach, and as I watched from the sofa on the balcony, was surprised when she turned in towards the house, something she hadn't done in some seventeen years. She looked up as she crossed the lawn, and with her eyes locked on mime, waved the fingers of her left hand and mouthed, "Hi."
"Hi to you," I called back.
"Can I come up?" Seeing my nod she crossed the patio and disappeared from my view as she entered the house.
"I always liked sitting up here Jimmy," were her first words when she emerged onto the balcony and sat down on the sofa, her long legs tucked under her.
"It's been awhile."
"Well..."
"I missed you," I told her.
"Me too... ," she said with regret.
We sat on the old sofa for hours that evening, talking quietly as the sun went down in a blazing ball of fire in front of us. We just talked of the past, those few summers we'd shared.
"I don't want to talk about the girls tonight," she finally said, at last bringing up the topic that had hung over our whole conversation.
"Okay."
"Can we swim now?" she asked, a sly girlish tone in her voice.
"I don't have my suit on," I laughed.
"Me neither," she grinned.
We swam and laughed and splashed and kissed as we frolicked naked in the surf, and for a few minutes we were transported back twenty years, in love again. We didn't make love that night, but knew we could, knew that the same magic still existed between us.
"I'm going home to Sweden for the summer," she told me as I walked her home, my arm draped around her shoulder.
"What? You and hubby? The girls?"
"No, just me."
"But...,"
"The family, the girls, all the cousins, all the Butler aunts and uncles, they'll all be here for the July 4th weekend. Then I'm gone. On the seventh. Alone!"
It was late in the afternoon on the fifth, the day after the parade and during the annual Butler family party, that I walked up the beach and through the sea grass, refreshed from a swim, that I saw the two of them, sitting quietly on the steps leading up to my yard in their party dresses, watching me somberly as I approached.
"Still swimming naked, eh professor," Isobel muttered grumpily.
I simply sat down between them and put a wet arm around each of them. They both leaned their heads against me, but for ten minutes none of us spoke, until Samantha finally rose and said, "We have to get back Izzy."
"Hey," I called when they were twenty feet away, "will you write me?"
Neither turned but I'm sure I heard a mumbled, "maybe" as they turned onto the beach.
I flew to Stockholm on the seventh; Mrs. Brigitte Butler only laughed when she found me sitting in the next seat to her on the plane...
I foresee a future now, a future that involves my two daughters, a future in which I see the four of us sitting at a dinner table, laughing, talking, sharing like any other family...
But I also see the four of us entwined, sweaty, naked, making love ...
I wonder, can the two dreams coexist?
THE END
If you've made it this far, please take a sec and cast a vote. All you have to do is click on a circle and then click vote – piece of cake! Of course I'd prefer a five but, if you're so inclined and feel you must, I'm quite prepared for other scores. I prefer any vote as opposed to you not voting.
.... So please! Remember; kind, considerate, intelligent, beautiful, fun, happy, smiling, aroused, loving people always vote! Comments and e-mails are also appreciated and always replied to. I love to hear your observations, ideas and opinions.
Also, please take the time to vote on other stories you read on the site – there are thousands of authors around the world slaving away at their computers trying to produce works that will entertain and please you.
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LEPRECHAUN TALES
JUNE 25th 2004 – MIAMI, FLORIDA
'Oh God, not another bloody Doctor,' I thought to myself despairingly when I heard Mom say she had found a new expert for my condition. But even as I cringed inwardly I also felt that jolt of hope that invariably surged through me whenever the possibility of cure or improvement was mentioned.
"Mom!" howled Patty in anger before I could respond. "I thought we'd all agreed that Jimmy doesn't need any more of these quacks hurting him."
"This one is different," Mom asserted boldly, not cowed one bit by her daughter's ferocity.
"There's nothing wrong with Jimmy, Mom, he's perfect just as he is," Pattie wailed back.
"This Doctor told me today he thought he could help us, help Jimmy," Mom insisted defiantly.
As they argued back and forth, I watched the two of them, the only two people in the world I loved, and the only two people in the world who loved me.
My mom, Bridget O'Scoury, nee Olaffson, a tall blond of Icelandic extraction, she was thirty-six that spring, a vibrant beautiful mother who was indefatigable in her desire to make my sister Patty's and my life better.
Her daughter, my only sibling Patricia, Patty, was simply perfect. No really – no shit, this girl is perfect. She's eighteen years old, just a year older than her younger brother – that's me – but she had already been High School President, Valedictorian, and Volleyball Star and had been accepted into Duke Medical School starting in September. Plus she's 5' 10" tall, a slim but full breasted beauty whose magnificent cascading red hair and freckles are the only things she had inherited from our Irish born, and long gone father.
And then there's me, the last of our family trio, the one the two females were now arguing about. I could tell you I'm handsome and blond and blue eyed and intelligent and funny – all true by the way – but the only thing that counts is that I'm small, really small, and that's the whole effing problem. I just turned seventeen and stand 47 inches tall and weigh 83 pounds. Impossible you say – not if you're a dwarf my friends.
Oh, Mom and Patty always referred to me as their Irish Leprechaun; an impish character that brought great fortune to the O'Scoury clan of Miami, Florida but the fact of the matter is I was a midget and everyone hates midgets.
'Not true,' you protest as you think of something nice to say about us. 'Little People' or maybe "Height Challenged' you'd call me and insist you'd never discriminate against me or my kind. 'Oh. You're so cute,' I'd heard exclaimed so often it made me want to puke.
'Fuck you, you bastards!' I've lived seventeen years and I can guarantee you that the only two people in the world who've treated me like a human being were now arguing about me and my condition across the dinner table. The rest of you have treated me like shit my whole life.
"He's coming to dinner tomorrow night Patty and that's that," I heard Mom insist with a finality that brooked no more argument as I came out of my reverie and rejoined the world.
"But Mom," Patty cried in frustration, knowing she'd never change Mom's mind.
"Who's coming," I asked, coming out of my reverie.
"A bloody old German," Patty spat out, "he's not even a practicing doctor apparently. Supposedly retired three years ago," she added, her dripping sarcasm of course aimed at her mother.
"Don't listen to your sister Jimmy," Mom directed at me, "Herr Professor and Doctor Clickstein is a world famous authority on Leprechauns, well you know, midgets, and he's coming to see you tomorrow."
"Yes Mom," I agreed meekly, surprised that I was happy we were back on the trail of a cure for me.
"You two," Patty groaned in exasperation but I knew she was as excited as Mom and I.
It's been about fifteen years since Mom realized that something was wrong, that I wasn't growing like other children. And since that day she (and later Patty) has been trying to find a cure for my condition.
Actually, in one way I'm supposedly lucky. I'm what the doctors call a 'proportional dwarf', which means that, unlike ninety-five percent of midgets, I am perfectly formed, just small. I don't have the large head, the disproportional upper body, or the short legs of so many of my kind, my brother freaks – yes, that's what most of you really think we are, me and my kind.
But the doctors, first in Boston and later here in Miami had been able to do nothing to help me. Oh, they had poked and prodded, had pontificated, had given me various drug cocktails...but basically they were full of shit, happy to study me, always promising hope that was continually dashed.
Mom had pulled me out of the last study I'd been in about fifteen months ago, finally disgusted with the self serving asshole who had been playing with my head for the previous two years. We had all agreed after that debacle that there wasn't anything more we could do, that I'd just have to live with my condition.
And now Mom was at it again...
~~~~~
"So, at last, you're here, the person who's causing all these problems," were the first words that met me as I stumbled into the living room the next night, greeted by the most extraordinary sight, an impossibly tall, old man with wild, frizzy gray hair and scraggly beard.
Who's this weirdo, I thought to myself as I stared openmouthed at this apparition who stood at least six and a half feet tall, dominating the room. "Huh," I finally mumbled as my eyes fell on Patty sitting in the corner, clearly trying to stifle an 'I told you so' smile.
"Doctor?" I stammered.
"Professor and Doctor Adolph Clickstein, at your service young man," he responded gravely, but his serious mien was softened by a friendly twinkle in his eyes.
After a few minutes of perfunctory conversation we went into the living room where Mom had prepared a full roast beef dinner with all the trimmings for our supposedly exalted guest.
Patty couldn't stop herself from attacking the doctor almost from the second we sat down to eat, weaving a tale of broken promises we'd all received for fifteen years from confident doctors.
"Sometimes I think you guys never think about the patient," she finally charged. "Jimmy's got feelings Doctor Clickstein; I don't want him hurt again just to satisfy your ego."
"Is that why you want to become a Doctor yourself, Miss O'Scoury?" he asked Patty. "To do better?"
"Maybe," she agreed.
"I do know something about suffering, about pain Miss, and then he slowly rolled up his left sleeve, and silently exposed a line of faded blue numbers.
"Jesus," I gasped as I stared at that incredibly ugly tattoo, recognizing immediately what it signified.
"The Nazis?" Mom whispered.
"I'm sorry Doctor," Patty started before the doc interrupted her.
"Don't worry, don't worry, it was a long time ago. I shouldn't have shown it to you," he said quietly, all our attention now on his soft words. "The only reason I did is because I want you all to know that I won't do anything to hurt Jimmy, I've seen enough," he said with a sigh. "Now maybe I'll be able to help you and maybe I won't, but Jimmy, I promise you I won't lie to you or give you some cock and bull story or prolong any treatment that's not helping you."
A certainty that he was going to help me coursed through my body as I heard his words – I didn't know how but I knew it with an almost religious conviction.
"Now ladies," he continued, motioning to Mom and Patty, "I think Jimmy and I should have some privacy while I conduct my examination."
"But I always...," Mom started before Patty grabbed her arm and led her from the room.
~~~~~
"I've studied your file Jimmy," he started, tapping the ten inch medical file that Mom had amassed over the years as he talked. When he added, "Unfortunately, most of your previous doctors weren't much better than quacks, and the last one, Brown, is both a fool and a charlatan." I couldn't help but laugh as he continued. "But I guess you figured that out, didn't you?"
Seeing my nod, he continued, "I believe I can do you some good son, we'll see." He quickly gave me a physical, measuring and examining me with a professionalism I'd never felt in all the previous ordeals I'd undergone.
"You have two problems Jimmy," he finally announced. "One, of course, you know - the whole question of your size or lack of it. But there is another one, one maybe even more important for your future happiness, and that's the fact you still haven't gone through puberty, you're still a boy and are in danger of never becoming a functioning man."
I flinched at his direct words, but then became engrossed as he talked, for a half an hour he explained everything carefully, and then outlined a course of treatment while welcoming all my questions. He finally ended by asking how much I wanted him to share with Mom. "Its up to you son, I'll just tell her what you want."
"I don't have any secrets from Mom or Patty Doctor," I replied.
~~~~~
I was just wearing my underwear when Mom and Patty filed back into the room, neither of them able to disguise their curiosity, their hunger for good news.
"Jimmy's not had the most enlightened doctoring in the past," Doctor Clickstein started ominously. "However, there's still hope ladies!" he exclaimed. "As you ladies know, Jimmy is short. But he also has another problem, and it's this problem that I'm going to concentrate on."
"Take off your shorts Jimmy," he ordered me. "As you can see, Jimmy has no body hair, no pubic hair, no sexual development at all. His penis is like a little boy's, at seventeen he still doesn't get erections, hasn't ever experienced ejaculation."
"But Doctor," Patty interjected, but the doctor went on relentlessly.
"The most important thing I can do for Jimmy right now is to make sure he becomes a man. My treatment will concentrate on inducing puberty and ensuring he has a future sexual life. The idiots who were treating him before completely ignored this problem."
"Will you be able to do it?" Mom asked.
"Yes, Mrs. O'Scoury, I can almost guarantee that I can induce puberty in your son. I can't tell you how big a penis he'll end up with, but it will get hard, and Jimmy will be capable of fathering a child." For the next ten minutes he outlined the treatment, the drugs he'd use (among others, HGH and testosterone), the time frame, the results expected, the side effects, what I had to do, etc., etc.
I think the three of us were relieved when he finished, all of us at last confident we had someone who knew what he was talking about.
"And Jimmy's height, he'll never get taller?" Patty asked fearfully.
"Not necessarily Miss O'Scoury," the doc answered. "The thing about the onset of puberty is that the body explodes into action. I'm actually hoping that some height gains will be made. No, no ladies, don't get your hopes up too much. As I've already explained to Jimmy, a best case scenario is he might grow another 12-13 inches, in other words, at best he just might get to five feet tall. My own best guess is he'll probably add five or six inches, maybe end up at four feet six."
"How long until we see results, how long will the treatment last sir," Patty, the aspiring doctor, wanted to know.
"One year miss, one year from today we'll sit down together again and review everything."
GROWING
The next year was the happiest in my life! And simply because within weeks I, and Mom and Patty, knew that that Doctor Clickstein's treatment was working.
Oh it wasn't easy. And yes I was still mercilessly hounded by most of my classmates, and yes I was subject to stares and open disdain almost everywhere I went, and yes when Patty left for North Carolina and Duke in September I lost my greatest friend and supporter, but...
But I was growing taller. I was also becoming a man. I added two and a half inches of height that first summer and finally saw the first blond pubic and underarm hairs burst through the surface of my skin. And my penis started to get bigger, yes slowly, but still... and then in September, just days after Patty left for school, I had my first hard-on, yes just a timid three incher but...
And as the chemicals coursed through my body, changing me fundamentally, I also started to exercise, to work out, finally motivated now to make as much as I could from my body. I ate Power Bars and protein/creatine mixes (all under the Doctors instructions) while daily I lifted weights and did aerobic training.
School was still shitty – nothing changed yet there – but I finally had a reason to live and spent much more time on my schoolwork, eager now to get a scholarship and be able to go on to University eventually.
By Christmas I was four feet six, a veritable giant I thought, and enough hair was now growing on my face to make me believe I'd be able to grow a respectable beard or mustache someday in the future.
I turned eighteen in late February, and that night had my first full blown wet dream, waking happily as my now almost seven inch prick spurted sticky cream all over my stomach.
Even Doc Clickstein had been surprised at how my penis had grown, admitting to me one day in March that he'd only hoped for maybe four or five inches when fully hard. "And now look at you, more than seven inches now and still growing. You're going to be a giant of a man with the ladies, my boy," he told me laughing.
He measured my height and weight monthly, tested my growing muscles and of course paid special attention to my penis, its length and girth were constantly monitored. In April he also had me tested for sperm count and potency and proudly announced one week later, "You set records my boy, you're off the chart for sperm count, you'll father many babies young man!"
But I think it was the May measurement, the Doc's, "Mein Gott Jimmy, over nine inches, you're bigger than me!" when something clicked in my head, when I finally accepted that I was the equal of anyone, that I didn't have to apologize any more, that I was a man.
JUNE 25th 2005 – MIAMI, FLORIDA
"So ladies, the years up, what do you think?" Doctor Clickstein asked as soon as we arrived laughing in the room. ('We'll give them a show', the doc had promised me the week before, 'let's give them a real surprise')
As I watched Mom and Patty throw themselves at the good doc, and heard them heaping praise on him, I was tingling in anticipation, wondering how they'd react when they realized the final secret.
"Yes, yes ladies, we've had some success, we've been lucky"
"Bullshit," Mom, who never swore, exclaimed. "You're a genius professor, we can never repay you," she said as she rained kisses on his blushing cheeks.
"Yes, well... anyway let's get to the results," he finally said, grinning as he pointed to the picture he had placed earlier on the wall. "This is a full size picture of Jimmy taken exactly one year ago. Only forty-seven inches tall, eighty pounds, no muscles, his penis..." he trailed off as we all looked at what I'd been.
"Jimmy. Take off your shirt and shorts please. Stand by the picture. Voila ladies, the new Master O'Scoury. One hundred and thirty-eight chiseled pounds on a five foot and one half inch tall body. And capable of growing a respectable beard," he laughed, and you could hear how proud and how happy he was for me in the tone of his voice.
I jokingly flexed my biceps, posing for my happy family.
Neither of the females asked, but I could see their eyes continually drift to my groin as I posed. They of course had seen the outward changes in me over the past year, but had no idea just what had happened below my waist.
"Yes I can see you're curious ladies, no don't deny it," the Doc went on. "And yes, happily we did also have some success on the sexual question. Jimmy does have erections, does ejaculate, will be able to father a child."
I could feel both Patty and Mom's eyes boring into me, trying to see exactly what was hidden beneath my boxers, but afraid to ask.
"Do you think Jimmy; I mean do you mind showing your Mom, your sis?" Doc Clickstein asked, words we'd already practiced. And as I slowly slipped the shorts down, letting them see first the thick blond thatch, and then even more slowly exposed the thick shaft, inch by inch, the good doctor added, "the treatment worked extraordinarily well on .."
"Jeeeessssus Christ," Mom groaned, awe in her voice, "you're even bigger than your father was."
"Oh my Gawwwwd," Patty gasped at the same time. "How big is it anyway?" she finally asked.
I had been already semi-hard as I lowered my shorts and exposed myself, but as Mom and Patty stared, my prick stretched and lifted, bucking upwards as it filled with blood.
"Just about nine and a half inches," Doctor Clickstein announced happily, and you knew that my big cock was one of his proudest achievements. He then went on to tell the rapt females that my penis was in the top one point three four per cent in terms of displacement volume; and that my sperm quantity and potency were the highest he'd ever recorded.
His final words before we left the office were, "Of course, in legend, leprechauns are noted for the large size of their organs and their sexual potency. You O'Scoury's may have been right in thinking Jimmy a leprechaun," he finished, with a twinkle in his eye.
We were silent on the drive home, and I could see Mom and Patty adjusting to this new me, clearly stunned by this new development. Finally Patty started giggling, and then laughing said, "You must have the biggest prick in your school, what are all those assholes going to say now?"
There was a new feeling in the O'Scoury house that night, an all pervasive happiness that had been missing for many, many years.
~~~~~
MY FIRST - PATTY
"Are you still awake?"
"Uh huh," I answered to my sisters whispered question later that night, both of us lying in our beds in the room we'd shared all our lives.
"So?"
"So what?"
"So, are you still a virgin?"
"Patty!"
"C'mon, tell me," she giggled as I heard her moving across the room.
"What!" I squealed as she slipped under my sheet and fitted her body against mine.
"You sleep naked?" she asked, surprised.
"Its summer now, I ...anyway I've had the room to myself for the last year...and you do," I sputtered.
"You surprised us, Mom and I, I mean," Patty whispered in my ear.
"What surprised you?" I asked, but knowing, and excited, felt my cock growing, moving toward Patty.
As I scrambled to move away from her, scared my now long penis would touch her, she whispered, "This Jimmy," as I felt her hand encircle me.
"Patttttyyyy," I yelped as her palm closed around me, "what are you doing?"
"I'm just checking it's really yours, not a strap-on or something," she giggled as she tugged at me. "So, you never answered, are you a virgin?"
"YES, YES," I moaned as she lightly moved her hand over me.
"How come?"
"Please Patty," I cried as I felt my balls stirring.
"I'd have thought the girls at school would be lining up for you," Patty whispered, her mouth just inches from my ear, her hand caressing.
I could feel it starting, felt the first spurt start deep inside me, felt my cock buck wildly in Patty's hand as my first string of cream exploded up my shaft and sprang outward. "Nooo... oh god, ohhh shit," I groaned as indescribable pleasure flooded through me, each subsequent ejaculation sending another intoxicating jolt to my brain.



"Jesus, I'm sorry Patty, I couldn't stop it," I finally moaned, my cock still hard in her hand.
"It was my fault," she laughed as she reached over and turned on the bedside lamp, allowing me to see the thick strands of white cum lying on her naked thighs and stomach and hanging from her breasts. "I've never seen so much," she added giggling as she dipped a finger across her nipple and pulled a string of my sperm to her mouth. "And the doctor said it was so very potent," she laughed as she licked her lips.
"But Patty," I protested, mesmerized as my eyes followed her finger as she slipped it between her lips and sucked my seed deep into herself.
"Its sooooo good Jimmy," she gushed happily as she fed herself another finger full. "Would you like some my little brother," she offered as she moved another cum filled finger towards my lips. "Open your mouth, c'mon, now stick out you tongue," she ordered as she pushed her finger into me, and then pulling it out, lowered her mouth on mine.
"Grrrrrlabutrerbnmm," I sputtered as her tongue found mine.
"Jesus," I cried when our lips finally separated.
"What?" she teased.
"I've never been kissed by a girl before," I admitted.
"Mom and I've kissed you."
"I mean...you know, a real kiss...not like that."
"Did you like it?"
"But you're my sister Patty...Yes, yesssss," I almost yelled.
"So how come you haven't gone out with one of your little classmates? Have you gone on a date at least?"
"They all hate me. I'm still the stupid, fucking midget to everyone!"
"Wait til they find out what you've got between your legs, my handsome little brother. They'll be falling all over themselves in their rush to fuck you."
"Yeah right," I bristled.
"I'll spread the rumor far and wide, 'Jimmy O'Scoury has got the biggest prick in Miami'," Patty finished laughing. Seeing the blush spread on my face she insisted, "Its true Jimmy, I've never seen one so big."
"Really?... When did you see any Patty? Are you a virgin?"
"I've seen a few," she laughed, "and no, I'm not. So anyway, at school, what do the other boys think, say now, when they see you in the shower, now that you're taller, so much bigger?"
"Are you changing the subject sis?" I challenged, but then answered anyway, proud of how I had finally turned the tables on the bastards. "They used to laugh at me, not just at my height but also about my penis. They were always trying to make fun of me. Even told their girlfriends that I had no hair, that my penis was less than an inch long... laughed at me in the halls,"
"Those fucking bastards," Patty snarled.
"But this term, hah, slowly they watched me get bigger. At first they continued to tease, but now in the last three months, I've got bigger and bigger... finally bigger than any of them, now they don't know what to say. I hate them."
"It's so beautiful sweetie," Patty responded as her hand grasped me again. "So big and beautiful, he deserves a kiss too," she whispered as she moved her head downwards.
The second I felt her tongue flick over my glans, my cock hardened so much it hurt. "Ohhhhh," I groaned as she popped my cockhead into her mouth, and then lay back groaning as her two hands pumped me while she sucked and licked me. For a second time that night I came; I watched transfixed as her head bobbed on my shaft as I pistoned my seed into my sister's mouth and throat.
"I love you Patty," I finally managed to say as I lay panting, "So much. You and Mom are the only two people I've ever loved."
"I love you too sweetie, and mommy does too," she said as she slid on top of me, letting me feel her nipples against my chest as my semi-hard shaft was trapped between our two bodies.
"Do you want to do it... you know, make love...with me?" I hesitantly begged.
"Of course! Do you think I'm going to let some little high school slut take my brothers virginity? Noooo way!"
"Now Patty?"
"We'll have all day tomorrow when mommies at work."
"But Patty....I want to now," I cried as my prick grew hard once more.
"He'll have to wait til tomorrow," Patty laughed as she lightly touched the monster lying between our stomachs. "I want you all rested up," she finished, giggling as she slid off my body and nestled against me.
I finally slept but then woke up about four a.m., startled out of an erotic dream by the spouting of my cock, taking seconds to realize, to remember that it was Patty beside me, Patty whose bum was being drenched by my lava-ing sperm.
"Don't you ever sleep?" Patty mumbled, momentarily awakened by the pole bumping against her rear, by the feel of my liquid oozing down between her legs.......
...Patty was already up and out of the room when I awoke just after eight to Mom's tapping on the door, her call of, "I'm leaving now honey, see you after work," just penetrating my foggy brain.
~~~~~
"C'mon, wake up sleepyhead, it's almost nine-thirty," were the next words that I heard.
"Patty?"
Pulling the sheet from my body in one quick pull, I heard her gasp.
"What?"
"God, is it always hard?"
Looking down I saw my penis standing proudly tall, arching upwards from its golden bed of hair. "Lately, he's always like this when I wake, and most of the day too," I admitted, but then looked up and saw Patty.
"Oh Jesus Patty," I whispered reverentially as my eyes feasted on my sister, standing naked next to my bed, drops of water from her shower glistening on her skin. "God, you're beautiful," I said as I jumped out of bed and took her in my arms.
"Well it's about time, you sure didn't say anything about my body last night, whether you liked it or not," she mock complained. "You didn't even touch my breasts, my nipples, don't you like them?" Patty demanded as she cupped her hands under her still damp tits and lifted them up towards me.
"Christ Patty, they're beautiful, the nicest I've ever seen," I worshipped.
"Well, now you say it. Besides they're probably the only ones you've ever seen."
"I've seen pictures..."
"Would you like to touch them Jimmy, kiss them...lick them," she interrupted as she pulled my head down towards them.
I cupped one of her milky, white orbs in each of my hands as I moved my mouth over the surface of her firm flesh, ignoring her nipples as I licked the moist droplets from her freckled skin. Finally I pulled one puffy nipple into my mouth, and her distended, hard bud seemed to grow even longer as my tongue circled it.
I was suddenly ravenous for my beautiful sister, and eagerly sucked and stretched each nipple in turn, and wished that I could taste the milk these pointed cones had been designed to provide.
As I continued to suck and lick her, one hand slid downward, involuntarily drawn to the moist juncture between her now spread legs. All of a sudden I was aware of her moans, her cries, as I trailed a finger along her hair lined slit. "No Jimmy...please...oh fuck... yes, oh yessss," she groaned as I made her arching nipples dance under my tongue.
How can a man describe that first time he slips his finger between the folds, feels the slippery moistness of his lover as she draws him inside. My mouth went hungrily back to hers as I pushed first just a knuckle, then the whole finger up her hot, clutching, throbbing channel.
As our tongues dueled wetly she arched her hips against my probing finger, wanting more, finally groaning out a demand, "Fuck me Jimmy, fuck me now, pleassse baby." Pulling me on top of her as she fell back on the bed, she grabbed my thick pole, trying to stuff it into herself even as we fell.
"Pleeeease Jimmy," she pled again as I landed on my knees and arms just above her and flinched as I felt her rub my cockhead between her distended lower lips. "Push baby, push it in," she begged as her heels locked around my back.
"Aaaaaaaahhhhhhh, Oh fuck Jimmmmmy," she cried as I pounded down into her, in one stroke driving all nine and a half inches deep to her center.
For minutes I went crazy, the feel of her cunt on my cock transforming me into an unthinking animal, a primal urge taking over and demanding the release of my cum inside her. She told me later she screamed and howled as I repeatedly pistoned in and out of her but I didn't hear, and I didn't feel a thing when her finger nails raked across my back.
I felt her first orgasm, felt her juices pour over my penis as I pounded, and felt her spasmodic twitches ripple through my cock, but it was only minutes later, when a second wave orgasmed out from her, that my horn released its pulsing load into her gaping womb, flooding her with my maleness.
I fucked Patty three times that morning and then she sucked me off slowly, and although unable to swallow all of my long pole, she delighted in the taste of my cum.
Mom said nothing at dinner, even though it was obvious something was up, and I realized only later that she not only accepted what we were doing but encouraged it.
For the next week Patty and I slept together, delighting tirelessly in each others body. Patty admitted the second night she'd slept with quite a few boys, even some men, over the previous two years, "But Jimmy, never, ever someone like you!"
Wednesday of the second week she told me she was going away for the weekend, that I'd be alone.
"But Patty?" I wailed.
"Its only two days silly," she laughed, but then whispered when she saw my despair, "Mommy wants you honey."
"What? How? ...I mean, how do you know?" I stammered.
"Don't you think Mommy likes sex too?"
I really hadn't thought about Mom's sex life before, but with Patty's words wondered, knowing how beautiful, how attractive Mom was. "Who does Mom sleep with Patty? I mean she hardly ever goes out."
"I think she's pretty frustrated Jimmy. I'm sure she must like sex as much as we do."
"She does?"
"Yes! So what do you think you should do this weekend?"
"Is that why you're going away?" Seeing her smiling nod I asked, "You want me to? You don't mind?"
"Wouldn't it be nice if the three of us could spend the summer together? In bed. And remember, I'm going back to school in the fall. I don't want you to be all alone. But I think I'm also going to find you some other girls before I leave."
"You are?"
"Not just yet though," she beamed as she moved on top of me, kneeling on my thighs as she grabbed my arcing cock. "So is he excited about me or Mommy?" Patty chuckled as she slipped my prick into her moist cave.
Later, lying drained, "Are you sure mommy wants to sleep with me?"
"Just make sure she does buster," she threatened in mock seriousness.
MY SECOND – MOMMY
"Jimmy, is that you?" Mom asked as I opened her door and slowly moved towards her bed, my naked body gleaming in the moonlit room.
"I didn't know...I mean I wasn't sure mommy," I stammered as Mom switched on the lamp and then turned back to me.
"Oh darling, of course I want you," my naked Mom insisted as both of her hands groped towards the long pole that was stretching to reach her.
"I wanted to before...after Patty and I...we didn't know what you wanted...that's why Patty went away for the weekend," I explained even as one of my Mom's hands grasped my straining cock while the other circled around my butt and pulled me closer.
"I heard you Jimmy, you and Patty, at night...I wanted to come into your room... so bad honey," she whispered as her eyes locked onto mine. "I want you in me my love," she moaned as she drew me down into the bed.
Its funny, you get used to a woman, and then all of a sudden you're with someone new, someone different, someone who touches you in a new way, someone who tastes different, someone who can take you somewhere else...
Mom was shorter than Patty, but at five-eight was still tall, and her breasts and hips were fuller and rounder than her daughters. I immediately moved a hand to her breast, surprised at how it overflowed from my fingers as I explored.
They weren't quite as firm as Patty's but my hands loved the velvety feel of her round orbs and as my lips latched onto one erect nipple, my hand massaged, almost milked, her other breast.
Mom was purring like a cat while I sucked first one, then another, finally complaining, "You haven't changed a bit."
"What," I mumbled through an engorged nipple.
"When you were a baby, oh God, you suckled so ferociously, always wanting to get the last drop."
"I did? How long did I breastfeed?"
"Two years," she sighed, remembering.
"Two years!....Did you like it when I sucked you mommy?"
"I like it better now,...ohhhhh," she groaned as I pulled her teat with my teeth, stretching her even as my tongue licked its sensitive tip.
Her fingers had now found me, and forming a warm tube, she locked them around my shaft and then over the ridge and onto my sensitive cockhead.
"Mommmmy," I cried as she pumped me, and the struggled to free myself, wanting urgently now to be in her.
"Yes baby," she gasped as I pushed it into her sheathe, the same sheathe that had expelled me out into the world eighteen years ago. As I filled her, as I thrust repeatedly into her welcoming channel, I had an almost maniacal feeling overcome me, a desire for my boiling sperm to impregnate her.
"Oh Mommmmy," I screamed as my boiling cum rushed up my shaft into the womb of the woman who had carried me for nine months. Her hips arched upward, meeting, welcoming every spurting stream of my seed.
"Baby, Oh baby," she murmured when we fell apart spent, our juices joined, oozing from her distended pink gash, dripping from my trembling, semi-soft prick.
Sliding down my sweating body she took it easily between her lips, licking upwards from the base as it grew longer, quickly filling to its full majestic length.
"Mommy!" I gasped as she swallowed me whole. I couldn't believe she'd done it; Patty struggled to get half of me inside her mouth. My hands slipped to her head, guiding her, holding her, pumping her as her tongue and lips bathed me, insistent, until finally, throbbing, I flooded outward.
...Patty walked in on us on Sunday afternoon, Mom on all fours on the rug while I was fucking her doggie style. She stood in front of us as she undressed, stripping silently as she watched my hips thrust my cock again and again into my moaning Mother.
"Patty," Mom finally gasped after her cunt had drawn the last drop from me, "so tell us, how was your weekend..."
Night after night, day after day the three of us made love. July quickly turned into August and then one day in mid August Patty asked, "Who would you like to have sex with next anyway Jimmy?"
"But I've got you two," I protested.
"What about the Ling girl, she was a real sweetie," Mom suggested. "Do you see her when you do their lawn?"
"She's been in Hong Kong, she's only getting back next week," I told them.
"She has beautiful, long, black hair, and a sexy little body," Mom remembered.
"She's about your height Jimmy," Patty laughed. "Maybe you'll do better with someone your age, someone your size," she teased.
"As if I can't satisfy you, you tall bag of bones," I laughed as I rolled her over on her stomach and took her from behind.
"Well...ohhhh...you're not... ohhh God...bad for a midget," she finally admitted between gasps as I pumped into her clenching, moist cunt.
MY THIRD – SOO LING
"Gosh, she's really a pretty girl," I thought as I watched Soo surreptitiously from under the wide brim of my straw sun hat. She had come out minutes earlier and had sat down in her string bikini on a lounge chair on the patio at the edge of the pool.
She had seen me mowing at the end of the yard when she had come out but clearly hadn't recognized me, ignoring the gardener she thought her Mother had hired as a matter of course.
We had gone to elementary school together, but then she had been whisked off to a private school somewhere up north, Connecticut or New Hampshire I thought I'd remembered. So I hadn't seen her much over the last few years and of course she'd never seen me this tall.
Heck, I thought suddenly as I mowed ever closer to her, I am as tall as her. Immediately an erotic thought of sex with a woman my size flashed through my mind. She had actually been one of the nicer kids to me when I was young; perhaps her small size and her own Asian alien-ness had made her less critical than my other classmates.
She lay now with only three small, white triangles of cloth covering her, held all together miraculously by impossibly thin strands.
Perfect little tits, I thought, as I watched her, firm, orange sized breasts spilling on all sides from the small pieces of cloth. I could see a couple of long, curly black hairs escaping from the little thong, hairs that matched the long, silky strands that reached three quarters of the way down her back.
I had slowed almost to a stop as I neared her and suddenly felt her eyes on me as mine traveled across her groin. Meeting her eyes I saw a quick fury at my audacity flash through them, but even so she civilly asked, "Are you new here, I don't recognize you. I'm Soo, Mrs. Ling's daughter."
"Ah so," I intoned as I semi bowed to her, "the number one daughter has returned from her studies in the north."
"Unnhh?" she frowned, obviously wondering what the fucks with this jerk? But when I doffed my hat her frown turned to confused recognition. "Jimmy? My God, is it really you?... I mean, how did you get so big?" she demanded as she jumped up from her chair and hugged me. "You're as tall as I am," she gasped as I held her against me, a flabbergasted look now plastered across her face.
We talked for a good half an hour, catching up with each others life. I liked her! I was also surprised that I wanted her, having believed that with all the sex, and love, I was getting from Mom and Patty that I'd have no interest in anyone else.
She'd told me she had a boyfriend, but complaining, said, "He's up north, from Boston, I haven't seen him all summer. How about you?"
I lied! I don't know why, it just came out. "I've been going with someone too." I started.
"Oh, do I know her?" she asked, trying to hide her disappointment.
"She's older," I continued to lie. "Twenty-three, she works," I added, thinking of a girlfriend of Patty's she'd told me about earlier that week.
"Twenty-three! What's she do?"
"She dances," I blushed.
"You mean...like topless?"
I blushed and nodded and wondered why I had made up a stripper girlfriend; I realized Soo was interested in me just as I was. Later when I let her convince me to have a swim with her before I left, I knew she couldn't help but notice how my cock stretched the Speedo-like suit I wore, again and again I saw her eyes flicker down to my groin.
Before leaving, I promised to come and see her again, and even went so far as to invite her to come to the beach with Patty and I some day soon.
"Oh, I always liked Patty. How'd she do at Duke? I'd love to see her again; you know I want to go to med school when I graduate."
"I'll have her call you."
~~~~~
"I saw little Soo today," Patty announced at dinner two days later.
"Oh."
"You didn't tell us she was home," she chided. "Or that you have an older girlfriend, a stripper Jimmy?"
"What?" Mom demanded but I knew they were teasing me.
"Yes, I invited her to join you, me and your girlfriend at Haulover Beach tomorrow."
"You didn't," I groaned. "She said no, right?"
"No, she's looking forward to seeing you, all of you," she giggled, clearly thinking of how we'd all be naked together on Florida's number one nude beach.
"But I don't have a girlfriend Patty," I complained.
"Oh yes you do. I called Nicole. And when I explained everything she happily agreed to do a little favor for her friend's only brother.
"What exactly is Nicole like?"
"You'll see," she laughed, a hint of warning in her voice.



~~~~~
"Oh...my...gawd," Soo couldn't help gasping when we emerged from between the grass covered dune and she was faced by hundreds of naked bodies. "I don't think I..."
I smiled sideways at Patty and saw she was trying as hard as I not to laugh, neither of us wanting to make her any more nervous than she already was. Poor Soo was trying to keep her eyes down as we walked by naked body after naked body, her cheeks blushing crimson.
"Is it okay here Soo?" Patty finally asked as we reached a spot right by the water in a less crowded area of the beach.
"Oh yes, fine Patty," the embarrassed girl replied quietly.
After spreading a couple of sheets and dropping our coolers and chairs, Patty and I quickly stripped and then rushed into the breaking surf, leaving the embarrassed girl alone. Returning, we found Soo sitting quietly on the sheet, wearing her little bikini.
"I don't think I can do this," she started tentatively as we sat down on each side of her.
"That's okay honey," Patty said, "do what you feel comfortable with, that's all. Don't worry about us."
"Its not that I've never seen a man before, its just...I mean so many.."
"So I guess you don't want to put sunscreen on me," I chuckled as I poured a big drop into my palm.
"Don't be such an ass," Patty admonished, but when I lifted my thick cock off my thigh and slowly slathered the white cream over it, taking extra care on my cockhead, I could feel both girls eyes devouring me.
Within ten minutes Soo had undone her top, and shyly watched my reaction as her firm little tits burst into view. Soon after we went for a swim and when we arrived back soaking at our towels, Soo quickly slid the panties down her legs. "I don't like sitting in a wet suit," she explained as she nervously watched my eyes hungrily latch on the thick, black pubic thatch between her legs.
We were getting along fine and I was staring to regret the subterfuge Patty and I had arranged to impress Soo when we heard, "Jimmmy, Jimmy, I'm here," yelled down the beach.
"Sorry sweetie, I got tied up in traffic," Nicole apologized for her lateness as she bent down and kissed me on the lips, a kiss that lasted second after second.
"Hi Nicki," I gasped to a girl I'd never met before when we broke apart. "You know Patty, this is Soo," I introduced, stunned by this incredible goddess who stood next to me.
"Hi Soo," Nicole said with a warm smile on her face as she slipped the straps of her summer dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the ground. All three of us were staring, mouths agape at her extraordinary breastworks when she stepped out of the flimsy, purple, silk thong and stood in front of us naked.
"You're completely shaved," Patty observed while Soo and I gasped.
"The clients prefer it like that," she answered, spreading her bare nether lips with her hands, opening herself to our inspection. "Do you like it? I know Jimmy does, don't you sweetie?" she crooned.
If Soo hadn't been completely stunned by the arrival of this sex goddess, she might have realized I was as astounded as she, unable to believe that Patty knew someone like this and that she'd put on such a show for someone she didn't know.
We all had fun that afternoon, three beautiful naked girls and I. No teenage boy in the world could have asked for anything more. And they all wanted me, yes even the gorgeous Nicole. She drove me home that day, part of our plan to keep Soo jealous, and as we drove Nicole let me know in no uncertain terms that she'd be quite happy to see me again.
And when I jumped out of her car I had her home and cell numbers on a card that advertised South Florida's premier strip club.
~~~~~
Later, in bed that night, Patty recounted the conversation she and Soo had had as they drove home. Patty told me she had started by asking if Soo liked me.
"Gosh yeah, he's really handsome...and smart too. But gee, like what kind of chance do I have against her?" she'd complained.
"Ha, he told me he really liked you, in fact said you were really hot."
"But she's a stripper! And look at her body. I mean she's a perfect ten for gosh shakes."
"She's too old for him," my sister responded impatiently. "He'd be much better off with someone nice like you," she insisted.
Patty then went on to tell me that Soo, after a few minutes silence, finally asked, "Do you think it would fit Patty? I mean, how long do you think it gets anyway? Christ, he had the biggest one on the beach! Your brother is a medical impossibility."
"I know," my sis answered wistfully to the little Asian. "I've never seen such a big one, let alone had one in..."
Apparently they were both giggling when they got home and Patty's last words to Soo were a demand that Soo promise to give her all the details if she ever did it with me.
"She is soooo, soooo hot for you Jimmy," Patty told laughing as I knelt behind her on Moms bed, my thick prick slowly moving in and out of her welcoming cunt.
~~~~~
I called her two days later, asking her if she'd like to go see a movie with me that night.
"But what about Nicole?"
"She's working tonight. I hardly ever get to see her these days," I complained.
"Oh really? Okay, sure, I'd like to," she finally agreed.
She was wearing a little, sexy, silk summer dress when I picked her up later that night, a mini dress that came to just mid thigh and with a neck scooped just enough so that I could see the tops of her braless tits. As she walked towards me I could see the little bumps of her nipples and the darker color of her areoles as her firm breasts seemed to dance under the thin, shimmering fabric.
As we watched the film, a chic flic romance – ughh, I slipped my arm behind her, and caressed the back of her neck, her hair, her ear and cheek, before gently moving my hand downward over her shoulder to her breast.
"Jimmmmy," she protested quietly as I cupped the firm orb, but then felt her shudder as my thumb and finger lightly pinched a now straining nipple. Moving my now confident fingers to the décolleté vee of her top and then under the soft material, I felt her adjust her body, allowing me even easier access to her hard tipped orbs.
I jumped when I felt her tongue lightly twirl in my ear and then looking down saw her lift up her miniskirt and slip a hand under a lacy, almost see through pair of miniscule, thin green French panties.
I was spellbound, watching her fingers as they again and again thrust between her legs, and jumped when her other hand closed on my straining shaft. Minutes later we rushed out giggling, well before the end of the flic.
"Let's go to my place," she insisted panting as we kissed passionately in the lobby. "We could go for a swim, maybe some other things," she teased as she skipped away.
"What about your parents?"
"They're away tonight," she whispered, "visiting my Aunt and Uncle in Palm Beach."
"But I don't have a suit."
"I thought you liked swimming naked," she teased back.
It was a typical steamy, hot South Florida evening, over ninety and humid, so we eagerly rushed to her pool when we arrived, doffing our clothes as we ran, and jumped hand in hand naked into the refreshing water.
Within seconds I had pulled her into my arms, letting her feel all of me as I tasted her sweet lips. "Oh Jimmy," she shuddered as my hands moved caressingly over her back and small, firm bum. "But what about Nicole," she asked, even as she ground her nipples against my wet chest.
My only answer was to grab her two rear cheeks and lift her up as I spread her with my fingers, opening her to the fat head that rested at her gate.
"It's too big," she protested even before she had felt an inch of me inside herself.
"Shhhhh baby," I cautioned as I moved a hand between our bodies and taking my prick in hand and after rubbing him up and down her pink slit finally aligned him perfectly for her penetration.
Thrusting upward while pushing her downwards, I felt my penis struggle to enter her, felt her stretching to accommodate me as my hands pulled her thighs further apart.
"Oh Jimmmmmy!" Soo wailed as I drove another three inches deeper. "Is it all in? Oh God ohhhh," escaped from her mouth as I stuffed even more into her. "Pleasssse, noooo," she cried as I buried my full nine plus inches to the hilt.
"Its all in baby," I crooned in her ear as I started to lift her up and down, all the while kneading her firm ass, letting a finger tease her little anal bud each time I dropped her on me.
"Unnh.....unnnhhhh....unnnnnhhhhh," Soo grunted in an increasingly urgent cadence as her pussy started to drip lubricant on my thrusting piston. She had locked her legs around my waist and each time I dropped her on my hard cock she sent a rippling wave cascading across the pool.
Soon I felt the wave of sperm building inside me and the first tremors of her orgasm hit just as my cum boiled up my shaft and engulfed her.
"Fuck!" she finally said as we stood trembling and interlocked in the pool.
"What?"
"Poor Kim Sung."
"Who?"
"My boyfriend... I mean my old boyfriend," she beamed. "Christ, you're still hard."
"You don't approve?"
"Take me inside Jimmy. My bed...I want you to fuck me in my bed," she pled.
I took her twice more before I finally slipped from her bed at three in the morning, and left, despite her cries of, "Stay Jimmy, please stay," after promising to return the next day.
With my shoes off, I tried to creep into bed without waking Mom or Patty, but seconds after entering the room, the bedside lamp came on and I faced my smiling kin.
"So, how was Miss Ling?" Patty smirked.
"The movie was okay," I shrugged as I quickly slipped out of my clothes and under the sheets. "Night Mom, night Patty," I intoned as I curled up on the side of the bed.
"WHAT ABOUT US?" the two of them cried in unison as I felt their hands everywhere on my body.
"But," I protested to no avail. And as Mom rode me while Patty planted her pink slit over my mouth I wasn't sure whether I should thank or curse the good doctor who'd made all this possible.
It was mid-August when I'd slept with Soo and over the next fifteen days I was constantly making love, Patty mornings, Soo afternoons and some evenings, and nights with Mom and Sis.
Just days before the girls were to return to school the three of us returned to Haulover, one last afternoon of nude sunbathing before the summer ended. "She's beautiful, so beautiful," Soo started as she watched sis walk towards the water.
"Who honey?"
"Your sister."
"Yeah, she's nice."
"Do you ever want to have sex with her?"
"Huh, she's my sister."
"She the sexiest woman on the beach. Look at her Jimmy," she ordered as she watched Patty standing knee high splashing in the surf. "I'd like to fuck her if I was a man."
"But your not sweetie," I answered, hugging her to me. I was tempted to tell her, shit, I'd wanted to bring her home to Mom and sis for two weeks. "Besides, you're the prettiest girl here."
"I wish," she whispered in my ear while I wondered if she believed me, knowing she'd sensed the sexual electricity between Patty and me.
"I'm going to miss you Soo," I promised as the sun continued to bake us.
"You've still got Nicole; all I've got is..."
A week later, during the first week of September, first Soo and then Patty left for school, leaving Mom as my sole lover. But I knew there would be others – already I was thinking...watching... planning...
I knew I was going to fuck that bitch Christy, Miss Prom Queen Slut, she'd been making fun of my size for years...
And Mrs. Joanna Simpkins, my stuck up guidance teacher who'd once suggested in her prim, superior manner that maybe I'd have a future in the circus...
Or LaTawanda Jones, a golden skinned beauty who had driven me wild with her long sexy legs all last term...
But earlier tonight I went to the 'Pink Pussy', which just happens to be the number 1 strip club on Miami Beach and just by an odd coincidence was the club where Nicole was presently working.
She was standing on a stool, dancing naked for an old guy in the corner, rubbing herself against him when she saw me reflected in the wall mirror. "Jimmmy," she yelled as she hopped from the stool and ran into my arms. "YOU CAME"
...But that's another 'Leprechauns Tale'.
THE END
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In Part 1, Jimmy, a sexually underdeveloped dwarf was treated by a German doctor and after one year of treatment had grown over one foot, so that he now stood about five foot one inch tall. But it was his penile size and his sexual capacity that the Doctors treatment radically changed, giving Jimmy a huge cock and the desire to use it. In part one, in the summer previous to this present story, Jimmy had made love with his beautiful sister Patty; a neighbor, the Chinese girl Soo; and of course his mother.
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Leprechaun (noun) a mischievous Irish elf
In Irish folklore, a small (but well hung) man with magical powers, often dressed in green
LEPRECHAUN TALES Part 2
My summer of sexual initiation was finally over, my sister, my love, Patty, had returned to university, it was just Mom and I at home now, my final year of high school was about to begin. I was ready for new experiences, new women...I was keen to use the big cock my doctor had made me...ready to show my friends and enemies I was no longer a midget between my legs...that I was a man at last.
NICOLE - EXOTIC DANCER
She was standing on a low stool, dancing naked for an old guy in the corner, when she saw me reflected in the wall mirror. "Jimmmy," she yelled as she hopped from the stool and ran into my arms. "YOU CAME"
I had just arrived minutes earlier in Miami Beach's number one strip club, 'The Pink Pussy' and one look at Nicole and you understood why it was number one and how it lived up to its name.
At twenty-three she was at the height of her beauty and exuded a sexuality that was overpowering, undeniable...even as she had run over to me I had seen thirty sets of eyes follow her, drinking in her splendor, jealous of the attention I was receiving.
She was about five foot seven but her upright posture, her pulled back shoulders, and her firm, proud breasts made her look taller, and as she moved, her long, dark blond hair bounced over her shoulders and back, the soft tendrils seeming to caress her with each step she made.
My eyes involuntarily followed her soft curves, the long arch of her neck leading to the high, round, pink capped hills on her chest, and then slowly down lower, across her flat stomach, stopping for a second at her navel before my eyes found her shaven mound and the pink slit below.
"You've seen me naked before," she laughed as she followed my eyes, referring to the day we'd spent together with my sister at Haulover Beach weeks before. "I was hoping you'd come," she added, and then, grabbing my hand led me to a table in the darkest recess of the club.
I had arrived at the club on a Friday night around eleven-thirty, driven to see Nicole again by the loss that week of Patty and Soo, both of whom had gone back to school, leaving me with only Mom for my sexual gratification.
"So, did it work? Did my performance at the beach help you with your little Chinese friend?" she asked excitedly as she hovered atop a stool between my legs. "Did you fuck her?"
As a favor to my sister she had played my girlfriend that day, trying to make my neighbor Soo jealous, helping me in the conquest of that little Asian pearl. Seeing my blush at her questions she laughed and then demanded, "C'mon, give me the details," even as her fingers slid onto my thigh and slowly slipped upwards.
Shyly at first, and then more confidently, I described my seduction of Soo, told Nicole how I'd been sleeping with her for the last three weeks, described our lovemaking, our lust.
"She was lucky," she interrupted with a sigh. "I almost decided not to help," she said as her fingers found my now fully erect shaft, impatiently grasping it through my pants.
"How come?"
"I almost decided to take you home myself...if I hadn't promised Patty...well I,"
"But everyone here wants you...you can take anyone home you want to...somebody rich ... or handsome...or famous..."
"Well then, I'll take you," she laughed, "I'm finished at midnight...I'll dance for you til then," she added as she stood on the stool, spreading her legs, opening her pink insides to me as she pushed her shaven mound within inches of my face.
We left soon after, and as she drove me to her condo on South Beach she only used one hand to direct the little convertible beamer, the other was tightly circled around my fat cock which she had slipped from my pants, pumping me in tune to the techno music that blared from her speakers into the tropical night.
"God, dancing must pay well," I said, as I looked out the window of her fourteen hundred square foot, sixteenth floor beach condo. She had a northwest corner and from the living room I could the moonlit beach to my right, Ocean Drive and the clubs of Washington Street straight ahead and the lights of downtime Miami to my left.
"Do you like the view Jimmy," she asked hoarsely as she hugged me from behind, her hands pulling me back as she slipped her fingers down the front of my shorts. As she unzipped me I turned to face her, and felt my cock jump upwards just before it was trapped between our bodies.
"I've been dreaming of this big guy," she said grinning as her hand found me, "and he's not leaving this apartment until he can't do it again."
"That could be weeks," I boasted laughing, my penis feeling longer, harder than it ever had before.
"We'll see," she laughed, then slid down my body to her knees and quickly engulfed my cockhead between her lips.
"Jeeeesus," I groaned as I watched her slowly swallow my cock, stunned at how easily she was able to take my full length. She grabbed my rear cheeks, even inserted a finger in my ass, as her tongue, her lips worked from my balls to the tip of my straining spear, licking off the first drop of pre cum before swallowing me again.
"Niki, slow down baby...pleasssse..." I moaned, pulling her shoulders, trying to raise her off my cock before I exploded.
I heard the liquid plop when her lips finally released me, felt her tongue move across my navel, my stomach, felt it stop for a second at my nipple, felt her little bite there before I pulled her to her feet and met her tongue with mine.
"I'm so fucking wet Jimmy," she cried as she wrapped one leg around my back. ""Lift me Jimmy, put it in, fuck me," she ordered as I grabbed her ass and lifting, moved her so her wet pussy was just above my bucking prick.
"Yes honey, yeeeeeeeesssss," she squealed as I slowly split her with my fat shaft. "Fuck me hard honey, stuff it all in," she insisted.
And I did! And she welcomed me into her molten channel as her ankles locked behind my back, and then still holding her, I turned and pushed her so that her back was against the glass door that separated us from the balcony.
Each thrust brought a grunt from Nicole, a grunt that was accompanied by a clenching around my shaft of the muscles in her cunt, muscles that gave a quick, lubricated squeeze before releasing me.
"OhhhhBayyybee, oh god, yesssss" she screamed as the tremors of her first orgasm pulsed through her, her womb opening and closing in tandem with my bursts of sperm that were now shooting into her.
We fucked five times that night, a primal, elemental round of fucking that was simply about sexual gratification. Simply put, our bodies were made for each and we acted accordingly. There was no need of long seductions or foreplay, analysis or questions – we just fucked – then we both came. Then we did it again.
There were no rules, no taboos as we coupled, both of us just reacted and fulfilled the others desire. I felt good when I was in her and knew I satisfied her as she'd never been satisfied before.
I didn't go back to her club again that fall; instead we spent our free days tanning on the beach followed by slow lazy fucking on her balcony overlooking South Beach. We had a hunger for each other that was insatiable, and even though she started seeing a wealthy older businessman, a relationship that got increasingly serious as the weeks flew by; she refused to stop seeing me.
"I'll always want to fuck you Jimmy, even when I'm an old married woman," she promised just days before she got engaged. And I was elated by the other news she told me in the days leading up to Christmas...
CHRISSIE – PROM QUEEN SLUT
My first day of my senior year of high school started off badly – my assigned locker was next to one assigned to Chrissie Anne Brown, Miss Bitch herself, the girlfriend of my lifelong nemesis, Andrew Clark.
How much of an asshole are you anyway, I'd often wondered over the years about 'Andy', Andy who had mercilessly made fun of me since the first day we'd met in kindergarten thirteen years ago. Kids of course can we cruel, and someone like me, who had been born a midget, had been the object of ridicule all my life.
But Andrew, at eighteen, full sized, a good athlete, popular, the boyfriend of the prettiest girl in school, for some reason still thought it was humorous to make fun of me, to belittle me in public.
"Oh God, its you," Chrissie muttered when she came up and saw me opening my locker, the locker next to hers. "Wait til Andy hears," she added as she started to laugh.
"Hi Chrissie, how was your summer?" I asked smiling, an instantaneous decision echoing through my brain. I'm going to fuck this bitch, I thought; fuck her until she's begging me never to leave her. "You look great," I added.
"What?"
"Your hair, it's nice, you've changed it, the color, the length, the way it hangs...its sexy."
Clearly surprised she still finally managed to answer, unable not to respond to a compliment, "Oh thanks, you really like it?"
"Oh, if only I was six feet tall and called Andy," I crooned, my hand on my breast, "I'd be in heaven." Just before I walked away I could see the confusion in her eyes before a small grin appeared in the corner of her mouth, a grin I could see she was struggling to control.
The thing about Chrissie is that she's not only the prettiest and sexiest girl in school; she's also one of the smartest. All through elementary school she and I had competed to be number one in the class, and I knew that the years when I had come out on top were the real genesis of the dislike she still felt for me.
But everyone else liked her, and she had become one of the most popular girls in the high school, a popularity that was merited by her niceness to everyone but me. I often thought that if she hadn't been seeing Andy, a romance that was now entering its fourth year, she and I probably would have buried the hatchet and become friends.
"Are you on steroids or something?" she asked me peremptorily as she whisked up to her locker the next day and stood looking at me.
"Yes."
"You are? You're much bigger than you were last year, aren't you? You're not really a midget anymore, are you? The girls at lunch were talking about you."
"What did they say?"
"Oh, nothing really. Just that you were pretty big now," she answered.
They're were lots of people milling through the halls but no one really close to us, so I just leaned over and whispered, "My new doctor has been treating me for over a year, it's nine and a half, cripes, almost ten inches long now...and pretty thick...I think it could be the biggest one in school."
"Uhhh...ten inches...what are you talking..." she started, but then, as realization hit her, she couldn't stop the blush that flooded over her cheeks nor stop from glancing towards my groin. "That's disgusting," she blurted just as her boyfriend arrived on the scene.
"Hi baby," Andy chirped as he took her in his arms, a possessive grin on his face. "Yes he is disgusting hon. I heard they let you back in," he sneered at me, "I guess they still haven't got that school for retards and dwarfs open yet, eh?"
"Andy don't," Chrissie interrupted, "just leave him alone."
"Sure baby," he agreed as he turned back to her, "I gotta go; I'll see you at lunch."
"Such an intelligent, compassionate, mature man, our good, old Andy," I said as we watched him retreat down the hall, "It's just too bad he's got such a small prick."
"Shut up you little dwarf," Chrissie hissed as she slammed her locker and stomped off.
~~~~~
She glared at me each time we met over the next couple of days, not even bothering to say hello when our paths crossed.
"Why are you still here?" she demanded three afternoons later when she appeared at her locker at five fifteen, perspiring lightly under her cheerleader's uniform, clearly just back from practice.
"Sis boom bah," I said grinning.
"Screw you loser."
"Actually Chrissie, I don't have time for pom poms. I'm taking some advanced math classes with Mr. Davis, he's helping me with calculus, it should help with my SAT's, he's promised to write a recommendation for me to Duke."
"Duke? You're not smart enough to go there. He didn't offer to write anything for me," she complained, stamping her foot, "I'm his best student. Besides, who wants to go to Duke anyway, they're all rapists up there."
I was almost too mesmerized to answer, the way her perfect, firm, round titties were moving under the white school sweater, obviously unencumbered by any restraining bra. As my eyes hungrily moved over her she demanded, "Well, aren't I?"
"He told me you were a good student, for a girl anyway. In fact he told me he's never had a blond girl who could even add before," I said smiling.
"Liar! ...You think you're so smart, don't you?"
"All right, I'll test you," I challenged. "What longer, six inches or twenty-five centimeters?"
"That's too easy....twenty-five centimeters is equal to ten ...oh you pig," she ended, her words trailing off.
I moved into her, pinning her against the locker with my body, letting her feel my full size as I crushed her breasts with my chest. She struggled to push me away but for second after second I held her, my hands digging into her firm ass cheeks, pulling her into my cock.
"You're an asshole, you little, midget prick," she hissed when I finally released her, her hand flashing through the air and slapping my cheek.
I spun her easily, surprising her with my strength, and pushed her face first against the cool steel of the locker. "Is Annnndy the only man you've ever slept with?" I taunted as my fingers slipped under the soft wool of her sweater and found and cupped and squeezed her luscious orbs.
"Noooooo, stop," she ordered as I felt her nipples growing under my fingers.
"So you've fucked somebody besides Andy?"
"No, no, just him, just him," she cried before I finally let her go.
"So I'll be your second," I said laughing as I turned and walked away.
"NEEEVVVVVER!" She screamed to my retreating back.
~~~~~
I ignored her for the next week, going about my school life as if she didn't exist. When we were at our lockers at the same time, or when our eyes met fleetingly in class, I could see I made her both nervous and excited, and often saw her biting her lip, knowing she wanted to talk.
"Pig!" she finally hissed at me one day a week later when I arrived at my locker.
"What?" I laughed, knowing she'd found the gift I'd left in her locker, a gift I'd bought the night before at 'Boutique Venus', the local sex shop. I'd carefully wrapped it in silver paper, the ends held together with pink ribbons.
I was sorry I'd missed her unwrapping it; I wished I'd seen her eyes when the 9 inch long, lifelike (even to blue veins and ribbed cockhead), fat, plastic penis had appeared.
"You're an ass," she continued but I could see that at some level she was amused, even titillated by the gift.
"Try it, maybe you'll like it," I kidded. "I know, I know, Andy boy is pretty small, is he even six inches long when hard? It won't be easy to take it all, but Chrissie," I said, now whispering, "I know you can do it, sweetie. Hell, with all your cheerleading splits and stunts, no problem..."
She was retreating as I finished, her backpack over her shoulder, anger burning in her deep blue eyes...of course I knew she'd try it, play with it, insert it...who could resist...
~~~~~
For the rest of the week she stayed away from her locker, and each time I got a fleeting glimpse of her, she was arm in arm with Andy, seemingly clinging to him to protect herself from the evil dwarf.
"So?" I asked casually the next Monday morning.
"So what?" she replied aggressively but I could detect a tremor in her voice.
"Did you like it? Were you able to..."
Her blush betraying her she stammered, "You're disgusting."
"I'm a little longer than it of course, but still, I think you..."
"Liar," she cried, "you couldn't be bigger, it hardly fit..." Seeing her embarrassment I laughed, even as she rushed on, "I mean it probably...oh, screw you," she ended lamely as she turned away.
For the next couple of days we both kept our distance from each other, for my part I was quite happy to let her stew in her own juices for awhile, knowing that every night she was returning home to that giant dildo, knowing that each night she was laying in bed, pushing it into herself, all the while wondering what it would be like with me.
Thursday at lunch time I cornered her in the stands overlooking the football field, I had earlier that morning heard her promise Andy she'd come watch him while he practiced.
"Go away," she ordered between bites of her sandwich.
"Hi to you to. Can I join you?"
"No!" For seconds I just sat there, watching the football team running through their plays. "What do you want anyway?" she finally asked.
"I want advice," I answered, a shy look on my face.
"About what? And I don't want to hear any more about your"
"Don't worry, it's not that. It's just...I wonder ...listen, do you think I have a chance with Judy?" I blurted.
"What? Who?"
"You know, Judy Marshall...I mean she's really good looking and hot..." I stammered.
"Why would she ever want to go out with you?"
"I don't know. Heck, I'm good looking, intelligent, I'm nice...good in bed..."
"Yeah right! You're short! Besides, she's got a boyfriend. And what happened to me? I thought you were so eager to sleep with me."
"She's really pretty...I mean you are too of course, but ... she is the head cheerleader...and besides, I think she and I will go better together."
"She's not that pretty," Chrissie finally spat out, the anger now obvious on her face, an anger I'd known would come. The two girls had been rivals all through high school of course, competing over boys, over marks, over status and just this week Judy had been named head cheerleader, a job both had wanted. "And why pray tell, would you and she go better together?"
"Listen, sorry, maybe I shouldn't have asked," I apologized. "I prefer you, its just that you hate me and also..."
"Also what?"
"Well, its just that Judy's boyfriend, you know, Tommy, well he's pretty well built...you know, his penis," I whispered, "I just thought maybe that...well that Judy could sleep with me easier than you...that she's already had someone pretty big, not as big as me, but.."
"Are you crazy? Do you think that bitch would be better in bed than me? I can take as good as you got Jimmy O'Scoury," she almost shouted.
"I'd prefer you sweetie," I said laughing, then I bent over and kissed her quickly on her sultry lips.
"You never wanted Judy," she sputtered, angry at how easily I'd duped her.
"Of course not," I agreed with a real warmth in my voice, "Why would I want anyone but the most beautiful girl in Miami?"
Looking back as I skipped down out of the stands I could see a bemused look on Chrissie's face and knew she'd soon be in my arms, a slave to my kisses.



~~~~~
Friday, during the conversations I overheard around my locker, I learned that Andy was going to be away for the weekend, that he was off to Gainesville and the university on a recruiting visit. I also heard Chrissie tell one of her friends that her parents were going to be away, leaving Saturday morning and not returning til Sunday evening.
"No, I think I'll just hang out in the backyard by the pool, I have some reading to do," I heard her say when someone asked if she wanted to go to the beach Saturday.
She was an only child, was Chrissie, and when I jumped over the gate leading into the backyard the next morning around eleven, and when I had snuck down the path and slipped into the thick foliage of the back garden, peering around the green fronds, I found her alone, lying topless by the pool, her only covering a tiny black thong that barely covered her pubic fur.
I watched spellbound for minutes, lightly stroking my penis through the thin shorts I wore. Her eyes were closed as I approached her stealthily, and I stood over her, blocking her sunlight for seconds before she finally opened her eyes.
"Ahhhh," she screamed, just seeing a male standing over her, not recognizing me as one arm rushed to her chest, trying to cover her tits, her nipples.
"Your soooo beautiful," I said reverently.
"YOU!" Chrissie shouted as she jumped to her feet, her modesty forgotten in her anger at me. "GET OUT," she ordered as she pointed towards the gate, her breasts jiggling delightfully.
Her eyes opened wide in surprise, or maybe awe, when I slipped my shorts down to my ankles, watching my still hard prick as it snapped upwards against my stomach. As I turned and dove headfirst into the pool I heard her, "you can't...don't," just before I went under.
I swam slowly back and forth, my head turned in her direction as I went lap after lap, watching her as she stood, still topless, shaking her head as she looked down towards me. She finally sat, sat down on the edge of the pool with her legs and feet dangling in the cool water.
"Hi," I said as I swam over, moving my head between her spread knees as my hands came to rest on top of her thighs.
"What do you want?" she asked but I felt the warmth, the interest in her voice.
"You," I said as I pulled her from the side of the pool and felt her slide down my body. Her lips were shy, our kisses awkward at first, but then her tongue darted hungrily into me and her arms locked around my neck.
"Ohhh Jimmy," she moaned as I moved my lips to her breast, drawing her hard nipple between my teeth. As I tasted her, licked her, sucked her, I moved my hands to her hips and quickly undid the strings holding up her thong, then cupped her little ass in my fingers and lifted her, rubbing her pussy up and down against my throbbing shaft.
I carried her up the stairs, her legs locked around my back, and then gently lowered her to the cushion lying on the grass. Kneeling between her legs I brought the big bulb of my cockhead to her gates, rubbing it up and down her already lubricated slit.
"Jimmy," she groaned as I pushed the head into her, its large diameter spreading her completely. "It's too big," she squealed as I looked up and saw her staring down, mesmerized by the spear pushing into her.
"Did you practice with it?" I asked. "With my gift, I mean." Seeing her shy nod I pushed further, deeper into her, felt her slippery, juicy insides stretch to receive me. Each stroke, each inch of deeper penetration was met by a guttural, "Uhhhhh," and then with my furious last push she screamed my name, "Jimmmmmmmmy," a scream of full acceptance.
I pulled slowly out, just leaving the head embedded, and heard her plaintive cry, "No Jimmy, leave it in," just as I drove back into her. She was so juicy; she just had one of those rare pussies that seemed to continually gush around my thrusting prick.
She was also a screamer, a yeller, a squealer whose continual grunts and yells threatened to rouse the neighborhood. I felt her orgasm start, sensed her confusion, knew she had never known these feelings when in Andy's arms. "Oh Jimmy," she wailed as my saucy cum started to spurt inside of her, flooding her channel with my seed.
I pulled out, and moving back, knelt between her knees, our juices dripping from my cock. "It's still hard," she whispered in wonderment, almost in awe that I was still ready.
"Kiss it Chrissie," I ordered as I moved up her body, and with one hand circling my prick at its base, I offered her the sticky treat.
"But I never did that with Andy," she protested as I ran the gooey head along her lips, letting her get a first taste of our mingled saps.
I fucked her again after she'd laved me, slowly working her, bringing her again and again to sexual fulfillment before I again emptied my seed in her.
She was so eager to experience everything, to learn, to feel something she'd never imagined. "Andy was never like this," she complained as we rested after a fourth coupling, "I mean we only ever did it once at a time...I mean, he never was ready again after one time."
"What? You mean you've been sleeping with him for months and only once a night? How many days a week do you fuck?"
"I don't know, maybe once every ten days. He said it was better if we didn't do it too often."
"That faggot! And you never sucked him?"
"No."
"Did he ever go down on you, eat you?"
"He said it was dirty."
Laughing, I threw her back and burrowed between her legs, quickly finding her crimson clit with my tongue. She was soon writhing and thrashing, her squeals of pleasure echoing as she came for the first time under a lapping tongue.
I stayed all day and night, as we continually explored the limits of our sexual desires, my doctored prick continually ready for every demand of the newly awakened Chrissie. The eager student even tried to swallow me, stretching her jaws painfully even to get six inches between her bulging cheeks.
And she loved the taste of my cum, again and again over the weekend she slipped a sperm covered finger between her lips, claiming that she'd never tasted Andy. I almost felt sorry for him now, but still, knew that I still was going to make him pay for the abuse he'd heaped on me for the last ten years.
~~~~~
"What the fuck do you think you're doing, you fucking, retard midget, let her go! I'll kill you, you bastard," I heard screamed down the school hall as I stood entwined with Chrissie Monday morning in front of our lockers.
Every student in the vicinity were gaping as Andy rushed up and pushed me against a locker, a look of hate spread across his face. "Chrissie?" he howled in pain as he pushed me again.
"She wants a man Andy," I announced loudly, "Chrissie's tired of your baby penis, your gay friends."
"I didn't say that," started Chrissie before I interrupted her.
"She wants me Andy, not some fag," I announced to the stunned, milling crowd. "Now get lost."
For a second I saw indecision in his eyes, saw the desire to smash me down, but then he broke and as tears started to flow from his eyes, turned and fled.
"I gotta go after him," Chrissie cried but I held her, pulled her to me, mashed her lips under mine, and then told her, "Your mine now baby!" And she was all that fall...
MRS. JOANNA SIMPKINS – GUIDENCE TEACHER
I can still remember the advice Mrs. Simpkins had given to me, three long years ago at the end of my first high school guidance session, "Well Jimmy, if all else fails you can always join the circus. I understand they're always looking for midgets."
She had been Miss Boyle in those days, the dark haired daughter of a Fundamentalist Christian minister, and a recent graduate of some second rate bible college in rural Oklahoma. How she had ever convinced any school board, let alone Dade County's school board to accept her, was a mystery to any student who subsequently spent any time in her office listening to her dribble.
She was only twenty-seven years old, four years out of school, but dressed and acted like a librarian from the nineteen fifties. Even in the tropical climate of South Florida she wore long sleeved, high necked, old fashioned blouses and long, dark, heavy tweed skirts.
She piled her long, auburn colored hair on the top of her head, held up in a neat but bizarre hairdo by perhaps twenty old fashioned hair pins. She had married Reverend Simpkins about fifteen months ago, he a gangling Texan she'd met at their college in Oklahoma.
Her father, who ran a large and prosperous congregation up in Broward County, was sponsoring Simpkins, backing the younger man's satellite church in inner city Miami. Why the two newlyweds had set up in an area that was populated by Central American immigrants was a mystery, especially as neither spoke fluent Spanish.
And yet, in spite of all this, Mrs. Simpkins was a striking woman, neither her clothes, nor hair style, nor lack of make up could hide the strong, long legged, full busted girl lurking behind all her finery. And as I entered my final year I wondered if I could somehow open up this reserved churchwoman, let her finally experience what God had made her body for.
It was mid September; the start of my senior year at Miami's Washington High and not much had changed, Mrs. Simpkins was still my guidance teacher and still as stunned as ever. Over the three previous years I had learned how to handle this strange young woman. I simply moved all our conversations towards her favorite subject – Christianity – and let her talk while I nodded sagely.
"Hi Mrs. Simpkins," I said breezily as I entered her office three weeks into the new school year.
"Oh, hello James," she started hesitantly, looking down at my file, clearly confused, not recognizing me immediately, probably due to my new height. I was still short at 5'1" but after having grown 13+ inches in the last fifteen months could no longer be considered a midget. "You're taller," she finally added.
"Praise the Lord ma'am," I intoned.
"Praise the Lord," she echoed back stupidly.
"You look lovely Mrs. Simpkins; you must have had a rewarding summer. Did you and the Reverend go somewhere?"
"We went to Guatemala on a mission for six weeks," she started excitedly and I knew I'd hear all the details over the next hour.
Finally after forty-five minutes of church stories she flipped open my file and said, "You did surprisingly well on your exams last spring Jimmy, actually very well. You know, I never thought of you as a potential university student but you never know. What are your plans?"
"I'm hoping to study math, computers and science at university ma'am," I explained.
"Oh science. I don't know Jimmy. Daddy doesn't approve of a lot of these new fangled ideas. 'The work of the Devil', he says."
"But Mrs. Simpkins, what about computers? Surely you use them in your ministry?" I exploded, forgetting for a second my resolve to silently get through the hour.
"Pornography young man, just filth and works of the devil," she insisted, reddening as she spoke.
"I read something about 'Intelligent Design' on the web the other day ma'am," I told her, unable to resist tweaking the ignorant woman. "It was very interesting," I added, "I never really believed in Darwin and all that. What's your opinion of evolution?"

"Do I look like I evolved from a monkey?" she demanded. "I didn't know the proponents of 'Intelligent Design' were able to get their voice heard on that Internet thing," she said with interest in her voice.
"Oh yes Mrs. Simpkins, Christians are finally getting their voices heard out there. Its one of the reasons I want to study computers and science," I lied.
"It is?"
"Yes ma'am, I think it's important that computers serve God. We Christians have to get his ideas into the twentieth-first century."
"I don't know. The Reverend and I don't really know much about all that."
"I could show you."
"But..."
"I'll bring my laptop down after class; I'll show you some of the important Christian sites. You definitely don't want the Moslems or Jews getting ahead of you, do you? Or the Pope."
"No, no..."
"Good, I'll come back at four," I told her as I backed out of her office.
~~~~~
Of course, like almost any other subject you search the web for, millions of sites were offered when I typed in Christian and then Jesus on yahoo for the now fascinated teacher. Fuck, I thought, as I led her through a sampling of sites, a high school guidance teacher who can't operate a computer.
She smells nice though, clean and fresh I thought, as we sat facing the screen, my arm lying lightly against hers. I even tentatively put my arm on the back of her chair, her excitement making her oblivious to my thigh pressed against hers, my fingers softly caressing her shoulder.
"You must show the Reverend," she insisted, "Can you come to our home some night, explain it all, give us lessons?"
I immediately agreed, but as I went to shut down the computer, I momentarily clicked to a site that I knew showed a daily picture of a beautiful, young naked girl. She saw it; I saw the flicker of surprise in her eyes as I hit the close button, a small first step in the eventual seduction of Mrs. S.
~~~~~
Two nights later I ventured into an area of Miami called Little Panama, a small but densely populated inner city barrio that housed most of Miami's burgeoning Central American immigrant population. It was a one square mile area of small, tightly packed homes and three and four story apartment buildings, tucked between the blacks to the east in Overtown, Little Haiti to the north and the Cubans of Hialeah to the west.
It wasn't an area of the city I'd ever visit normally, but the Metrorail got me pretty close to the Simpkins house and church so that I felt my odds of surviving the trip intact were relatively good. It was a small storefront church, two rows of benches fronting the plain altar and the large cross on the wall behind.
Their house was simple, a two bedroom, one floor, cement structure that sat on a small lot behind the church. But someone, Mrs. Simpkins I guessed, had tried to brighten it up, two flower beds were planted brightly on both sides of the newly painted, bright blue front door.
He talked Texan, did the Reverend, call me Billy Joe, he insisted, and I immediately sensed the hunger that lurked just below the surface of this thin but wiry looking Pastor. It just took seconds in front of the screen for him to realize the implications, the value, of the technology I was showing him.
He had the hard stare and body of a rodeo rider and I wondered if he hadn't turned to God as an easier way to make a living than getting thrown to the hard dirt floors of small town arenas. And whether the choice of his wife hadn't been a strategic decision based on her fathers power and influence as much as her good looks.
"This can definitely help us honey," he said to his wife as he watched over her shoulder, and I knew the help he was thinking of was measured in dollars and cents and not saved souls. "You're going to have to learn everything, you'll be our expert," he ordered as he bounced on the balls of his feet. "Are you willing to teach Miriam son?" he asked me.
"Well," I hesitated.
"We can't pay you boy, we're just poor Christians," he quickly interjected.
"Well, maybe at school, at lunch or after school, I can't come way out here," I temporized. "And there are lots of computers at school of course. I'm sure Mrs. Simpkins could get the school board to buy her one..."
"Good idea son, good idea. And you can call the Missus by her name, its Miriam, when you're teaching her. That's okay isn't it hon?"
"I guess," his wife stammered, not completely sure she wanted to get involved in all this computer stuff.
I finally escaped around ten after we agreed to start Miriam's lessons the next week. Mom was asleep when I got home, so I just slipped under the sheet and curled against her without waking her; just happy I'd survived my visit deep into the barrio.
~~~~~
"You need your own website Miriam, that's our first order of business," I explained as we sat side by side in her office after school ended the next Tuesday.
"A what?"
She turned out not to be as stupid as she had always seemed, and when faced with a specific task that interested her, was quite capable of working in an organized and diligent manner. That first afternoon, with my leg pressed against hers, with our heads just inches apart, I awakened her interest in the possibilities of the technology.
I led her to home page after home page of various Christian churches, finally eliciting a forceful, "We need one of those, I don't know why Daddy doesn't have one."
My comment of, "I bet he'll be pretty proud of you if you can get one up and running," was all I needed to say to set her going.
I slowly explained what was required, what jobs we'd have to do...
~~~~~
Two days later we met again, this time at noon, as we both had a free period after lunch and so had two hours to work. As I became more comfortable with her I started to probe the defenses of the young bride.
"You and the reverend don't want to have babies Miriam?" I asked innocently after a half hour of work.
"What...what did you say?" she demanded, startled away from the flickering screen.
"Well, I don't know...you've been married quite a while...I thought maybe it was against your beliefs or something..." I stammered.
"We're Christians Jimmy, not some weirdos, of course we want children."
"Oh good, I thought maybe...you know...maybe you didn't believe in sex or something," I said, purposely blushing.
After we had worked silently for a few minutes Mrs. S whispered without looking at me, "We're trying Jimmy...just so far, no...no luck."
"Oh, I'm sorry ma'am, I'm sure you'll get pregnant soon...God willing."
After another half hour of hard work, our legs almost stuck together the whole time, I asked, "What do you and the Reverend think of premarital sex Miriam?"
"It's evil Jimmy, the work of the devil! What kind of question is that anyway?"
"Well, I just wonder what you tell all the young teens who come to your Sunday school. I mean, it's everywhere. Topless girls at the beach, sex on the internet," I said as I clicked on a site that featured explicit pictures of couples making love. "Gee, everyone here at Washington High does it," I added.
"It's disgusting," she stammered as her eyes followed the parade of pictures that flickered continuously across the screen. "I'm sure not everyone does it, surely you haven't," she finished, not taking her eyes from the monitor. Finally after getting no response for second after second, she turned and looked into my eyes, "You haven't, have you?"
"I have, yes ma'am."
"Ooooh Jimmy, that's terrible. With who"
"A few..."
"What? More than one? That's awful. The poor girls!"
"But it feels so good Miriam," I said quietly. "I mean, when you put it in and it feels so good...gosh, look at those two," I said pointing to the screen. "Didn't you do it when you were in high school Miriam?" I asked as I lightly traced my finger over her neck.
"No, of course not. I was home schooled Jimmy, Daddy didn't let me date in high school. And at Stillwater Bible College there was no kissing let alone..."
"But...you like it now, don't you?"
"We're married Jimmy. Now let's stop all this tomfoolery and get back to work," she ordered.
When our time ran out she suggested another two hour session Friday but I started to decline, saying, "I always go to the beach on Fridays Miriam, I've got a three hour gap, eleven til two."
"This is God's work Jimmy," she bristled.
"Well...well come to the beach with me then, I'll bring my laptop...bring a bathing suit."
"The beach! I never go to the beach," she answered shrilly.



"Well next week then."
She finally agreed to come, God and the Reverends project was too important to delay.
~~~~~
We made an odd couple that Friday as we arrived on South Beach, a short muscular teen in shorts and tank top accompanied by an older woman dressed like a Puritan from one hundred years ago. I spread the king size sheet on the hot sand and then quickly stripped down, leaving myself only in a European type suit, hardly more than a thong.
I could see her struggle to stop herself from criticizing me and my immodest wear, and also saw the flicker of interest that flashed in her dark eyes as they raked across my muscular chest and down to my groin. Her fingers were tentative at first when I asked her to put sunscreen on my back, but then slowly her movements on my skin became more like caresses, and when I turned, offering her my chest, I felt her tremble as she brushed over my now hard nipples.
"You'll have to bring a suit next time," I said cheerfully after returning from a quick dip.
"I can't swim, I don't even have a suit," she said ruefully.
"I'll teach you," I promised. "Look at those girls," I said pointing to three Latina teens who were frolicking topless at the waters edge, their small, black tipped breasts jiggling delightfully, "wouldn't you like to be in their place?"
"Its immoral, disgusting, Satan's work," she replied automatically but I sensed the young girl who'd love to escape, even if only for an hour, from her straitlaced life.
I refused her offer to come to the church on the weekend to continue our work, promising only I'd help her again the next week.
~~~~~
"I told you, I don't have a suit," she bridled when I insisted we go to the beach again the following Wednesday.
"I'll drive," I insisted, taking the keys. I turned north after I had crossed the causeway and when she asked why we weren't going to South Beach, I simply smiled and said, "Surprise."
And she was surprised, no shocked, when I led her through the tunnel under the A1A and then through the sand dunes and onto the beach, Haulover Beach, where upwards of a thousand people were tanning and swimming nude.
"Give me the keys Jimmy," she hissed, "I won't stay here!"
"Well then fine, you can do the computer stuff yourself," I told her, and then turned back towards the beach and started to walk away.
"Please Jimmy," she pled when she finally caught me, "I can't, its ....its just wrong..."
"I thought God made us in his image Miriam," I challenged as I continued down the beach. "How disgusting can it be to be human?" I demanded as I spread my sheet in an open space among a sea of naked bodies.
Miriam sat on one corner of the sheet, and rested mute as I disrobed, her only sound a gasp when my cock slowly emerged. I handed her the bottle of lotion and ordered her with my eyes to apply it.
I didn't think she'd dare touch it, but she did, her fingers finally arriving at my cock after having coated the rest of my skin. She stared into my eyes as she silently spread the white cream over my thick prick, the only hint of her nervousness the slight trembling in her fingertips.
She said nothing when she finished and I leaned over and started to undo the buttons on her blouse, stayed mute when I slipped the shirt off her shoulders and unsnapped her bra. "God, you're beautiful Miriam," I crooned as my hands moved to her waist.
"No! I'll do it," she almost shouted as she undid the zipper and then in one move of her hands lowered both her skirt and panties.
She was shaking as I applied tanning cream to her legs, her stomach, and felt her large, long nipples harden under my fingers as I cupped her tits. She had full, round breasts, larger than any I'd touched before and I felt myself lengthening as I caressed her. She had wide, padded hips and where her legs met grew a luxurious, thick growth of auburn curls.
"C'mon, let's go in the water," I ordered as I stood and pulled her protesting after me.
"I'm scared Jimmy," she pled as I led her into the surf.
"I'll protect you Mrs. S," I promised as we waded in and soon were chest deep, her round, mahogany tipped orbs bouncing in the waves. We didn't get much work done on the website that day but as we played in the waves I saw a new woman born, saw how her shedding of her clothes had somehow also thrown off the straitjacket she'd been wearing all her life.
We worked again Friday, this time in her office and this time we got a lot of work done. "When can we get the site up and running Jimmy?" she asked as we finished for the day.
"Maybe one more week Marian," I promised.
~~~~~
Wednesday, we worked again, but this time Fridays smile was gone. "What's wrong Miriam?" I finally asked.
For minutes she said nothing but then finally blurted, "Are you sleeping with Chrissie?...it's just," she added, "some of the teachers were talking, they said Chrissie and Andy broke up...that you and she are...well, an item."
This was the same week I'd fucked Chrissie, just two days after my embarrassment of Andy in front of the whole school. "He's a homosexual Mrs. S, he was going to ruin Chrissie's life," I explained, "I had to do it.".
"Oh," was her only answer, clearly uneasy by the word homosexual, and her eyes rapidly returned to the screen and work.
Leaving that day I suggested we work Saturday, that we might be able to go online with one days more work.
"Really? The Reverend is getting impatient, he wants so much to impress Daddy," she admitted.
"Good, lets work at my place, Mom said it would be okay."
~~~~~
I had the site up and running when she arrived Saturday morning. She was surprised and elated when I typed in 'Mrs. Miriam Simpkins' on yahoo and up came the church site.
"Oh Jimmy," she cried as she took me into her arms and kissed me, a kiss that slowly changed from a quick buss to a hungry exchange of tongues.
"Oh God, I'm sorry Jimmy," she said blushing, but I held her, didn't let her go when she tried to pull away. I led her to Mom's bedroom, her bed, knowing as I gently pushed Miriam backwards that Mom wouldn't mind at all.
"We can't Jimmy," she protested as I lay on top of her, "your Mother."
"She's gone for the day Miriam," I answered as my fingers moved to buttons on her blouse. She didn't help me as I undressed her, and as I watched could see her fighting the demons she'd always associated with sex.
That indecision was only broken when I whispered, "Please Miriam, please make love to me." Just those few simple words somehow broke through all the defenses she'd built up over the years, finally releasing the floodgates that, when opened, revealed an incredibly highly sexed woman.
She turned out to be a better lover than guidance teacher! Once she accepted her adultery she became like a woman possessed. She engulfed me in her arms as our lips met with a ravenous hunger.
She rolled on top of me and sat astride me as I reached for her large hanging tits. Looking down my body I could see my cock, large and rampant, seeming as if it was growing from the thick fur at the base of Miriam's stomach. "It's so big," she chortled in delight as she put her hand between our bodies and grabbed it.
"Slut," I laughed as she positioned herself and then slowly lowered herself onto my straining spear, splitting herself on my steel lance. I squeezed her big tits as she bounced atop me, then pulled her forward so I could get a nipple between my teeth, biting her as the first tremor started deep in my balls, the prelude to my sperming finish.
"Ohhhh, oh Jimmy," Miriam wailed as my cum erupted inside her, stickily flooding into every square inch of her throbbing pussy.
I rolled her on her back and climbed up her, insistently pushing my still hard, moist prick between her huge tits. Holding her breasts together, I tit fucked her as I worked her hard nipples under my fingers, finally sending another load shooting upward to her gaping mouth.
I let her suck me, clean me with her lapping tongue, then hard again I turned her, put her on hands and knees, then fucked her from behind, my hands pulling her breasts back each time I thrust.
After, we lay apart, on our backs, panting, cum dripping off my cock and from between her legs. "We shouldn't have," she started, suddenly Mrs. Simpkins again.
"Shhhh, we did Miriam...and we're going to in the future."
"We can't, I can't," she pled. "It's wrong...what about Reverend Simpkins?"
My cock answered, filling her, making her cry in ecstasy, letting her know there was no going back.
~~~~~
Reverend Simpkins was delighted by the website, and as he started to get hits, feedback from all over, he insisted that his wife continue to work with me, continue to learn, continue to improve. So all fall I fucked her, delighting in her lush body, knowing as I saw her tummy grow, that my baby was soon to be born...god willing...
EPILOGUE
"So, talk!" Patty demanded as we lay entwined on Mom's bed, a light sweat still coating our bodies from our energetic coupling.
"About what?" I asked drowsily.
"About all these sluts you've been sleeping with while I've been away."
Patty had just arrived home hours earlier for her Christmas break, I should have been surprised she knew but wasn't. "Mom, what did you say," I complained, but couldn't help grinning, I was proud of my conquests.
I started to tell her about Nicole, only to be interrupted by her laughing, "I knew she was going to seduce you, my god, she loves sex."
"She's getting married."
"Huh? To who? When?" Patty demanded.
"He's an older guy, thirty-five or something. He owns two restaurants on South Beach, he's rich. She just told me two weeks ago. They're getting married New Years Eve, we're both invited," I explained.
"So you don't sleep with her anymore?"
"She's not married yet Patty."
"You pig!"
"Oh yeah, she's also pregnant."
"Oh My Gawd," both Mom and Patty spat out at the same time.
"I'll be a grandmother," Mom moaned, understanding immediately who the father was.
"It's gotta stay a secret Ma."
"What about that cheerleader with her faggy boyfriend. What's her name, Chrissie? I hope she's not carrying your baby," Patty asked.
I told her of my seduction of Chrissie, how I'd embarrassed her boyfriend in front of the whole school. "And no, she's not pregnant," I finished.
"Good, I never liked that little prick. Every since he started picking on you in elementary school," Patty fumed.
"But Mrs. Simpkins is," I said quietly.
"WHAAAAAAATTT! Christ Jimmy, haven't you heard of condoms? Mother, didn't you explain the facts of life to your son?" screeched my pretty sister. "Who is Mrs. Simpkins anyway? God Jimmy, I've only been away for four months."
And then after I explained, she blurted, "Jesus, not Miss Boyle. When did she get married? She's fuckin nuts."
Both Mom and Patty laughed as I told them of Miriam's seduction, only getting pissed off when I told them the Reverends web site was up and running, and apparently attracting both attention and money to the Simpkins.
They finally fell asleep and as I lay between Mom and Patty I laughed to myself. No, Chrissie isn't pregnant yet, I thought, but she will be....And I'll be drinking milk from two women next summer...and I've always liked Miss Potts, the gym teacher...and I've never slept with a black girl...I wonder what Lasatonda will taste like...
THE END
Part 1 of this tale has been opened 19000+ times as of today and over 250 kind, considerate, nice, sexy, loving, good looking people took the few seconds required to vote on it. It would make my day, maybe even my month if 500 or 1000 people voted on this one.
So please, take a sec and cast a vote. All you have to do is click on a circle and then click vote – piece of cake! Of course I'd prefer a five but I prefer any vote as opposed to you not voting. So c'mon!
Comments and e-mails are also appreciated and always replied to ... I'd love to hear any observations, ideas and/or opinions – thanks.
Also, please take the time to vote on other stories you read on the site – there are thousands of authors around the world slaving away at their computers trying to produce works that will entertain and please you.
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I started to write this story as an ode to all the sweet young coeds that descended on Miami and South Beach for the College Spring Break. There is nothing quite like this annual migration that brings America's best bodies and brightest minds to our sandy shores. And the real Rebecca was a true delight!
Then I woke up one morning and the story had changed to the following.
Oooh Rebecca!
Reader Warning – This is an Interracial Incest story that in challenging two taboos may be too much for many readers. Please exit now if in doubt. For everyone else please enjoy....I did in writing it!
BECKY'S SOUTH BEACH SPRING BREAK
Rebecca Meets her Black Half Brother
Friday, March 10 2006 – South Beach, Miami, Florida
"Oh look Mandy," I cried as we turned left off 5th Street onto Ocean Drive and saw the white capped blue waves breaking on the famous beach to our right, while on our left the architectural splendor of the Art Deco district flashed by.
I could feel the excitement of Ellie and Crystal behind me as Mandy slowed her red A-6, as engrossed by the passing scenery as the rest of us.
"There it is!" Ellie screamed in my ear, her arm pointing over my shoulder to a hotel just ahead. "Look out Miami Beach, four hot sluts from Auburn University are now in towwwwn," she yelled through the window to the passing world.
"Shut up Ellie," Mandy chuckled, but the truth was we all wanted to start yelling.
Christ, we actually made it, I thought to myself. Four quiet, serious Auburn sophomores ready to rock South Beach. For just a sec I thought of Kent, off bass fishing somewhere in Arkansas for spring break, knowing my boyfriend would be more than pissed if he knew where his sweet little girl was.
We had left our apartment just a block from the campus of Auburn University at nine that morning, and after ten hours of anticipation, we had finally arrived. And we were ready to rock and roll.
Each of us nineteen, all of us happy, upper class, white Alabama natives, and each of us with a steady boyfriend at school. But...
...but something had happened to us in the last three or four months, some kind of sophomore fever that had invaded our bodies and brains, bringing with it a malaise, a questioning that none of us had ever experienced before. A desire to explore who we were...
Suddenly we weren't happy with our perfect little Alabama, upper class, vanilla lives. Our bass fishing and football tailgating boyfriends, our sorority... Sundays in church.
So we'd decided to go to South Beach for spring break! Get drunk! Smoke some dope? Fuck some Latinos! And were we nervous...and excited...and happy...and scared.
"I wonder why they call it the 'Clevelander' anyway?" Ellie asked about our hotel as we cruised up to it, "Like duh, we're not in Ohio."
No, it would only take anyone less than a millisecond to realize that we weren't in Ohio. This was big, bad Miami! And we had all decided we weren't going to miss our chance at freedom, the first time any of the four of us had dared to roam from our ordered lives.
Amanda, Mandy to all, sophisticated?, farm girl, blond, athletic, cheerleader, 5'6", perfect, kind, pink capped breasts, trimmed blond pubic fur that hardly hid her charms, sexy, funny, wanting to try something new...
Ellie May, short, 5' 3", thin, dirty blond hair, surprisingly big tits, shaven pussy, crazy, horny, nice, who on the drive down had promised to find, 'two hot young Latinos and fuck their brains out - guaranteed'...
Crystal, our red neck joker, 5' 7", her rich black curls cut short around her head, always talking sex, small breasts with fat nipples, thick, black pubic triangle, her big dark eyes always seeing amusement, making us laugh...
And then of course me! Rebecca de Scouries, Becky to most, raised just outside of Tuscaloosa, another farm girl...but, like Mandy, I'd grown up on more a gentleman's farm, both our Daddies had money, influence...I went to private school, was coddled...an only child...maids and the like...
I'm tall, 5'10", 'a giraffe', Crystal would snicker, long auburn hair that bounced over my shoulders as I walked, brown eyes with a fleck of gold, full high firm breasts (just a good big country handful), topped by silver dollar sized mahogany areoles that housed my secret weapon.
"You got the biggest, longest nipples in the world Becky," Amanda had announced to the class when we showered together for the first time back in high school after PE class. And they were sensitive!!
I lost my virginity because of them. It happened in my senior year of high school, an innocent eighteen year old bloodied by some boy from the University of Alabama (and me a girl from an Auburn family!) only because when he started tweaking and pulling and kissing my little monsters I got so hot before I knew it I was on my knees undoing his zipper. I was just rolled under his crimson tide! Shit, I guess somebody had to be first!
I had a couple of other boys the summer between high school and college, and then one other during initiation week before Kent found me. I'd just figured out (after thirteen months with him – I'm a slow learner) that Kent wasn't the answer, that I wanted a little more than bass fishing, football, NASCAR and beer for the rest of my life.
And that's why I was in Miami with my best friends. We all wanted to try some new cock! Really, that's what we'd decided. Big, anonymous cock! Have a week of fun but then be able to leave it behind when we went home. We'd already all agreed that whatever happened in Florida was to stay there, that once we were home our lips would be sealed.
We checked in to our efficiency on the third floor of the 'Clevelander', a large room facing out across Ocean Drive to the beach beyond. Two double beds, a cot, a couch, dresser, table/chairs, kitchenette, TV with 47 channels, and of course the view – all for only $1063.00 for the week. Not bad – only two-sixty something each, tax included.
After hurriedly unpacking we went downstairs to the outdoor, poolside bar to check the scene. We were tired from the drive down but excited, all of us eager to taste the hidden pleasures of this beachside city. And then we ran into Rod!
He was sitting at the tiki bar when we came down, the bar that sat near the pool, the bar that looked out over the multitudes that continually flowed in a colorful parade along Ocean Drive. Just as we went to sit down at a table on the patio we heard his deep, friendly laugh and for seconds we all watched him openmouthed as he sat talking to a little, well tanned blond (apparently our barmaid) across the bar.
He was a beautiful man, beautiful in the same sense the statue of David is beautiful, a muscular body topped by an obviously intelligent mind. He was a deep bronze, his mixed blood, his mixed genes somehow producing perfection.
"Oh my God," whispered Crystal, "do you think he's a movie star or something?"
Finally, after what seemed like minutes, but was probably mere seconds, Amanda hissed at the three of us, "remember our agreement girls,"
"What agreement?" panted Ellie, her eyes fixed on our Adonis's back.
"Remember...No Niggers...Northerners, they're OK, Latinos, definitely, Russians, Germans, Italians...even bloody Frenchmen...Asians sure, but...no...niggers."
"We don't use that word anymore Amanda," I corrected knowing immediately that somehow I was going to end up in this god's bed.
"People of color then," she amended with a glare.
And we had discussed it in the weeks leading up to this trip. We were still southerners. Oh, it's not the forties or fifties, no one talks much anymore about the clan, the Auburn Tigers football team is more black than white, hell blacks are on the Birmington city council...
...but it's not the north. Unsaid but understood truths were ingrained in every girl who went to my private school...a black boyfriend?... it was almost too scary to think about. Having sex with one...still a forbidden fantasy in our circle...
We watched him for a while, had a couple of drinks, some food, talked with a bunch of kids who were just finishing their spring break, learned what bar was hot, etcetera. The four of us were in bed by midnight, high, but not drunk, excited, happy, all of us somehow knowing this was going to be a special week.
We slept two to a bed that first night, Mandy and I in one, Ellie and Crystal the other.
"Night Becky," Mandy whispered in my ear as one of her fingers lightly caressed each of my nipples in turn through the thin tank top I was sleeping in. God, she knew how to get me going! But as I finally drifted off to sleep it was the golden god at the bar I was dreaming of...
Saturday, Day 2 South Beach
There seemed to be thousands of us on the beach the next day, kids from Michigan and Penn and Dartmouth, Hoosiers from Indiana, Kent Staters, engineers from V Tech and RPI and even MIT, blue bloods from Yale...and surprisingly they're were about as many girls as guys.
Crowds of students were everywhere, milling around, talking, drinking; all of us checking out the bods on display everywhere you looked. Our hotel, the 'Clevelander' was the unofficial headquarters of spring break and every afternoon hosted pool parties that featured dancing to local bands and ended with wild, drunken wet t-shirt contests.
On the beach we coeds were amazed at the European and local girls who tanned and swam topless, brazenly displaying their breasts in front of the whistling and watching college boys.
We lost Ellie early in the afternoon, she disappeared south down the beach, promising, "I'll find a couple of hot Latinos before the tide turns."
She was back two hours later, strutting topless towards us between two young teens. "ELLIE!," Mandy squealed when she saw her friend, shocked more by Ellie's bouncing bare breasts than the fact she had found her two men.
"We're going to the room for awhile," she told us winking, and then led her two beaus through the crowd of horny college boys.
"I can't believe it," Mandy complained as Ellie sashayed away, "I mean we just got here!"
We officially met Rod that afternoon on the beach, his nonchalant, "Hi girls, I think I saw you guys last night at the bar. You all staying at the Clevelander?" his opening gambit.
"I'm surprised you noticed anyone," teased Crystal, "the way you were monopolizing our serving girl."
"Not notice beautiful girls like you four," he crooned as his eyes found mine, then slipped lower.
"Yeah right," I mumbled as a blush spread across my cheeks.
"You girls aren't from Alabama by any chance are you?" he asked, suddenly doubtful.
"Auburn Tigers!" beamed Mandy proudly.
"Ohhh," he grunted, a wariness now in his voice. He stayed and talked for a few minutes more but we all sensed that for some reason his interest had waned.
"What's his problem," Crystal complained as he walked away. "I thought he was getting ready to ravage the three of us with his big prick and then bingo, he's off."
"We don't know he's got a big prick," Mandy objected.
"Oh yes we do," I said, the sadness I felt at his rejection of us evident in my voice. "Let's go see how Ellie's doing," I suggested.
"He's just playing had to get Becky," Crystal told me as we walked across the sand. "That boys interested in you honey, just you wait and see," she prophesized.
"What about me," Mandy asked.
"No chance sweetie, he can see you don't do black men."
"But neither do you, or Becky," she complained.
Ellie wasn't in the room when we returned, the only evidence of her passing the rumpled sheets on both beds and a lipstick message written on the bureau mirror, 'I'll be back tomorrow...yummmmmy.'
The three of us ended up at 'Crobar' that night, a hot, 'in' local club that was filled to its rafters with horny college kids. Mandy, tired, left early and Crystal and I ended up drunk in Dartmouth South, a wing of our hotel populated by boys from that august school and unofficially renamed in its honor. I can't claim to remember much of the night, and woke up in bed with two good looking juniors. But through the throbbing of a wicked headache I realized we all still had our underwear on and a quick inspection down below confirmed I hadn't made love with anyone.
Shit, two nights in Miami and I still hadn't got fucked! I wondered if Kent had hooked any big bass yet, wondered if his fishing was better than mine.
Sunday, Day 3 Haulover
Ellie finally sauntered back into our room around eleven in the morning, a big grin on her face, looking surprisingly good for someone who'd spent a night in the arms of two eager Latin lovers.
"So?" Mandy asked.
"Twoooooo ...is...definitely better...than one," she laughed, "Much, much better."
"God you're such a little slut," Mandy said, unable to keep the smile of her face.
"So what'd you guys do last night anyway?" she asked back.
"Mandy went home early, she was tired, poor girl; big Becky passed out in the arms of some Dartmouth freshman, and I...well, so I had to lie back and represent Auburn..." Crystal boasted as she cupped her little tits in pantomime.
"I didn't pass out," I protested, "they did."
"They?" Mandy asked.
"You all did. Can you believe it Ellie, I wake up this morning, naked in bed, entwined with a handsome, well hung young man, then I look over and in the next bed is Miss de Scouries snoring in her bra and panties."
"I shouldn't have had those last two shots," I explained ruefully.
"And her dates were lying passed out on the floor fully dressed," Crystal finished to the guffaws of the other two.
"They weren't," I protested grinning.
"So, what will we do today?" Ellie finally asked as the laughing subsided.
"Where are the Latin twins today?" I enquired sweetly.
"They're busy today, have some family thing...and they are not twins...I'll see them tonight. We're going on a road trip tomorrow and Tuesday though."
"What?" we all chimed in.
"Just the three of us...maybe we'll drive up to the Cape."
"We're going to a special beach today," Crystal then informed us. "I heard about it last night at the bar. Its only about ten miles up the coast."
"The beach is just across the road," Mandy complained.
Twenty minutes later Crystal had us all packed up for the beach and quickly herded us down to the car, all the while deaf to our repeated questions.
The sign said Haulover Beach Park at the gate leading into the parking lot but it was only after we'd walked through the trees and then between the dunes that we understood where we were.
"They're all naked," I almost shouted as we emerged onto the soft sand and were faced by nudists as far as the eye could see.
"Noooooooo, no way," insisted Mandy as we walked aimlessly, all of us awestruck by the sights.
I could see even Crystal was surprised, her mouth hung open for second after second. Knowing they're be naked people and seeing them all at once isn't the same thing.
"Now this is more like it," Ellie finally blurted out, and then after undoing her suit top and handing it to a still confused Mandy, ran towards the ocean's edge, her large jugs bouncing delightedly, clearly happy to be free.
"Oh Jesus," we heard Mandy moan as Crystal and I ran laughing after our topless friend.
Even Mandy finally succumbed; fifteen minutes later the four of us were laying or sitting naked on our towels, none of us oblivious to the stares of every man within a hundred yards. The arrival of four young, beautiful college girls was a pretty exciting event even for a beach like this, we found.
We became experts that day on limp cocks – shit, we saw more of the male anatomy in a half hour than the four of us had seen in nineteen years. We laughed, had fun, swam, posed, even talked with the unending line of men that approached us, whether we were on the beach or in the water.
It was a neat way to meet guys, we finally decided laughing, at least a girl knew up front what a guy would be trying to get into her later. It was funny, the guys seemed more natural as they tried to hustle us, there were no secrets, it was all there right in front of you.
Of course he had to spoil it! I didn't see him approaching, just heard Ellie's quick intake of breath as she looked over my shoulder and heard Mandy's gripe, "What's he doing here?"
When I turned it was obvious what he was doing. He was simply making the other thousand men on the beach feel inadequate while causing all their girlfriends to fall in lust with him.
"He's seen us," Mandy mumbled just as Crystal jumped up, arm waving.
"Over here Roddy," she sang out as I watched Rod veer towards us, his hand entwined with the little blond, the sexy barmaid from the Clevelander Bar.
I was shy as he approached, could feel the blush rising, and nervously grabbed my towel and placed it on my lap, wanting to protect my charms from this god.
"My sweet Alabama girls," rang out across the beach, his deep, sexy voice attracting the attention of every person on the beach who wasn't already looking at him.
"You know Babs," he said smiling, introducing his friend.
"Why don't you guys join us?" Crystal invited while Mandy and I sent silent daggers at her.
You couldn't help yourself; you just had to look at it as it hung down between his legs. It was one of those things you'd heard about, almost an urban myth, but here it was hanging just two feet from my gaping eyes.
"Are you following us by any chance?" Ellie brazenly asked Rod after we'd been sitting and talking for a while. "You seem to appear wherever we are. The bar, the beach yesterday, today..."
"No, my dear, but if you're planning on going swimming now I might just follow you to the water," he answered back. "Are you going swimming Miss Becky?" he asked me, his eyes roaming over my skin, noting my bloody nipples eager response.
"No," I stammered, the stupid towel still sitting in my lap, protecting my modesty.
He finally chased Ellie and Mandy into the water, the two girls shrieking as he grabbed them and threw them into the breaking waves. I was jealous immeadiately, felt an incredible urge to run after him, grab him, kiss him, fuck him on the soft sand.
I almost choked when Crystal's next words penetrated my brain, words she was directing to Rods cute date. "Does it really all fit...I mean it's huge...where does it go?"
Confused, then shy for a sec, Babs then giggled and said, "I'm still sore. We went out Friday night, he doesn't stop...went all night...it's like he's this fantasy lover Gods sent me for being good or something. It was like winning the lottery."
"But," I started.
"You couldn't live with him. He'd either kill you or drive you crazy," she finished with a sigh.
We left soon after, I think all of us knew that much more of a naked Rod and we'd simply attack him and take him on the spot. The only comment about him we made on the drive back to the hotel was my, "Remember Mandy's rule girls...no sex with...".
Crystal, Mandy and I partied hard that night, or at least I tried to. But I just couldn't get the image of Rod out of my mind and when the other two wanted to leave with two rugby players from Michigan, I begged off and went home.
Ellie's yell of what turned out to be delight woke me around three-thirty and I opened my eyes to see her and her two Latin eighteen year olds cavorting naked on the bed next to mine, the lights blazing.
"What?" I screeched before I realized what was going on.
"Your big friend wakes up," the boy I learned later was Manuel said as three sets of eyes turned to watch me.
"Sorry...I didn't...I mean," I stammered as I watched the two boys and their bouncing, firm pricks.
"Okay Missy," the other, Luis said, "no problemo. You like to join us? You very pretty too," he added as he looked appraisingly at my body.



God, I'm naked, I thought as I looked down at my exposed breasts, my hair covered groin, felt my nipples grow...
"Yeah, c'mon Becky," Ellie added as she jumped from her bed to mine, the boys quickly following.
Why, why did I do it, I asked myself the next morning as I lay sticky in my bed, alone now after refusing to join them for their car trip up to the Cape. But I smiled to myself, remembering just how good it was to make love with not one, but two happy, smiling, young eager high schoolers.
At eighteen, they were less than two years younger than us, but somehow they had an exuberance that no boy I'd ever been with had. Maybe it was the Latin thing...or the Miami thing...or just maybe it was the group I'd hung out with all my life...they weren't...
They weren't huge, no giant Rod here, each had six and a half or seven inches, thick enough but not exceptional, but somehow they'd learned how to make love...and do it often! It was the best sex I'd ever had!
Front and back! I was the rich, white cream between their brown bodies in our oreo cookie. I loved it, loved how my body responded to their eager pricks. They made Ellie and I come again and again.
Monday, Day 4
It was noon Monday before Mandy and Crystal crawled home, and two pm before the three of us had rallied enough to go to the beach. Mandy, who'd apparently ended up in Michigan the night before, had stumbled in disheveled, braless (and panty less?) walking bowlegged and bedraggled, but with a wide, dreamy look on her face.
"They were nice," was her only comment as we walked to the beach.
"She was very bad Becky," Crystal confided with a grin.
We were all half asleep when we felt someone plonk down among us on the bedsheet we'd spread on the hot sand.
"Roddy boy," welcomed Crystal, still hung over from the night before, "You've finally decided that the girls from Auburn are the most beautiful and desirable, have you?" she asked the golden god who had settled between us.
"Shit no! I'm just hiding from those horny northerners, I need a rest," he laughed.
"We saw you at the bar last night," Mandy added as she stretched languorously, leaning into Rod as she moved. "You didn't talk to us."
"I didn't see you Miss Beckie," Rod countered as he ran a hand across my stomach, a teasing caress that took my breath away as his fingers came to rest at the top edge of my skimpy bottoms. God, put them lower, I begged silently as my nipples started to throb.
"I was tired, went home early," I answered, knowing he could feel me tremble under his hand.
Turning to Crystal, he told her, "You may be beautiful but I'd never sleep with girls from Alabama."
"What," we all echoed in unison.
"Why not?" I asked.
"You rich southern girls, you're too fucked up, about black men, I mean," he complained. "With a northern girl I can just go and have fun, get laid. With girls like you there's just too much history. The clan, and lynchings and..."
"Not any more," Mandy protested for all of us.
"Yeah right! Which of you three would be willing to take me home to meet the parents?" he demanded laughing.
After watching our embarrassed non response he went on, but real anger had now crept into his voice, "besides, it was some racist, white Alabama bitch that had me and just threw me away."
"Huh? Your mother?" I whispered.
"White, southern, redneck trash. But she was too fuckin good for little old me, her black baby," he hissed back, all pretense of civility now gone.
The three of us were too shocked to speak, the venom in his words too hateful.
"I'm off," he finally added as he jumped to his feet.
"No wait," I pled.
He turned back for a second, a smile now spread across his face, his anger seemingly forgotten. "You three are better off without me," he grinned, "besides I've got two little sweeties from Kent State who are just dying to meet me."
As he sauntered off down the beach Crystal spat out to us, "we are better off without that prick."
But there was a wistful tone to her voice and I couldn't help adding, "But it is a Biiiiiiiigggg Prick Cryssie!"....
Tuesday, Day 5
Tuesday morning the three of us woke late, hung-over, in our room for a change, but between Mandy and my naked bodies lay a big, blond, muscled guy. From Penn I finally remembered, we'd met him at the pool bar. Looking over I could see Crystal, naked in the next bed, her leg draped over her friend from the other night, the guy from Dartmouth.
He's pretty big, I noticed as I rose from the sheets, watching his soft cock lying on his thigh. Is he as big as Crystal's friend I wondered as I compared the two boys. About the same, both hunks, I decided smiling.
As I showered, more of last night came back to me, an image of me sitting mounted on our blond, facing Mandy who sat facing me, her pussy lowered over our guys lapping tongue. I remembered kissing her as I fucked him, and then Mandy lowering her head, sucking my nipples as the three of us exploded in orgasm. Johnny's his name, I suddenly remembered.
The four were awake when I exited the shower, and I couldn't help but watch the scene as I slowly toweled the water off my now excited body.
Mandy was on top of Blondie, lowering herself repeatedly on his hard spear, grunting each time she impaled herself. Crystal was on all fours on her bed, her laughing eyes watching me as Dartmouth took her doggie style.
I kissed Johnnie lightly on the mouth before turning to Crystal. "You little slut," I exclaimed as I walked over to her and kissed her deeply. And as our tongues probed I could feel every thrust that her eager beau made...
Rod was on the beach when we finally showed up later, lounging on a beach chair while two pale northern girls hovered at his side, looking like little Roman slave girls ready to do anything to please their master. He nodded at us, a broad, triumphant smile on his lips.
"Who's he think he is?" pouted Mandy as we watched entranced.
Mandy went off with Blond John that night, Crystal was back with Dartmouth and I found a premed from DePaul. He was good...excellent even...but I was thinking of Rod while he jerked spasmodically inside of me.
Wednesday, Day 6
Ellie had arrived sometime in the night and I awoke to find her under the boy from DePaul I'd brought home six hours ago.
"I hope you don't mind?" she asked when she saw I was awake. "He just looked so yummy sleeping next to you."
"Be my guest," I laughed as I headed to the shower....
Rod deigned to drop by and talk to us on the beach around noon, his two Kent Staters apparently gone to Sarasota on the west coast of Florida to visit family.
"How could they possibly leave you?" teased Ellie.
I had figured out by now that he liked us, and that in fact somehow it was I who was drawing him to us. His eyes continually strayed to mine, and to my body, as he talked.
"I was just too much for them," he boasted as he posed in front of us.
The girls had decided to go to Key West for a couple of days, to see the sights before returning Friday night and our Saturday morning departure back to school. I had decided not to go! "We're going to the Keys tomorrow," Crystal told him, "Would you like to come?"
"With four crazy girls from Alabama?"
"I'm not going Rod," I told him, "there will be lots of room, you'll only have to satisfy three horny girls."
"BECKY!" Mandy protested.
"I'd love to girls but my schedule's full," he declined as he stood to go. "Maybe I'll see you on the beach though," he said to me as he left.
"I told you Becky," Crystal laughed, "that boy definitely has the hots for you."
Thursday, Day 7
I saw the three of them off the next morning and wondered just for a second why I hadn't gone with them. "C'mon Becky, you'll have fun, the Keys are great," Ellie's last demand before their car headed south.
I was still standing at the curb when I heard the voice, the voice I knew I'd hoped to hear. "They left you all alone Miss Beckie," his deep voice echoed in my brain, a touch of amusement clear.
"Uh huh," I said as I turned and smiled up into his handsome face. "So what are we going to do today?" I asked, surprising him with my frank, appraising glance.
Quickly recovering he took my arm and answered, "How about we start with breakfast, and then maybe the beach, then"
"So you do sometimes hang out with Alabama girls?" I interrupted smiling. "And what about after the beach?"
He was too smooth, too experienced to be any more than momentarily nonplussed and quickly replied, "And then we'll see Miss Beckie."
God, you little slut, I thought as I watched Rod shovel his eggs and grits between his pearly white teeth. He's so full of himself...Christ, what would Daddy and Gramps think if they saw their little girl groveling, panting in front of someone they'd regard as no better than a field slave?
"Cat got your tongue?" he asked between bites.
You'll get my tongue big boy, I thought as I suggested mischievously, "Can we go back to Haulover today?"
An hour later we pulled into the parking lot at the Haulover Beach Park and as we skipped hand in hand through the dunes and onto the beach I could feel he was as excited as I. He stripped quickly after we had laid our beach towels on the hot sand, but stood proudly, displaying his maleness, turning slowly, letting every women within thirty yards have a good look at his hanging prick.
"God you're conceited," I told him as I approached with a tube of sun screen in my hand. "Now don't get excited Roddie," I teased as I slowly massaged a big dollop of the white cream over his nipples and across his hard, ribbed stomach.
"Some little, dumb, white southern girl ain't likely to get a man like me very excited," he sassed back but then gasped when I reached his balls and gave him a hard squeeze. "Bitch," he hissed as his cock started to fill.
"Unbutton me please," I asked mischievously as I moved toward him.
He took his time, making sure that as he undid the buttons on my dress that he also got a lot breast and nipple contact in, and then slowly slid the straps off my shoulder and let it fall to my feet, leaving me topless, covered just by filmy thin, red lace panties.
"My panties?"
"Southern slut," he whispered hoarsely as he bent and pulled the panties down, almost ripping them in his haste.
I sat down on the towel, and then, after handing him the sunscreen, I lay back, arms behind my head, my legs spread, open for him, inviting him, luring him to the pink slit hidden in my pubic thatch.
"Slut," he snarled laughing as he knelt next to me, positioning himself so that his long, thick shaft lay on my thigh as he creamed my tits with the sun block.
I fuckin jumped as he cupped them, then involuntarily arched off the sand when he took both nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and teasingly caressed and stretched them. "Jesus," I finally gasped, feeling the dampness between my legs, not caring what the hundreds of people surrounding us thought.
"So, you do have a little life in you," he smirked, happy he could so easily arouse me. "What would your boyfriend, what's his name...Kent...what would good old Kent think if he saw you naked, writhing on the sand under a black man's hands... fuck, what would your cracker father think," he laughed.
"Shutup," I hissed as I rolled over on my stomach, "do my back."
"Oh, I'll do you from the back white girl," he crowed as he dug his greasy fingers into my firm cheeks. I quivered when for just a sec he rubbed a finger across my anus, almost scared, wondering what it'd feel like.
We spent most of the day on the beach, talking, teasing, arguing, threatening, arousing. He was nice, smart, and funny, but couldn't help insulting and demeaning me every time I started to like him.
"Fuck, so what? You're a goddamn orphan, okay, but Christ, look at yourself," I finally exploded. "You're smart, good looking, you go to UVA Law, you got everything going for you. You even got a so-so prick," I added grinning.
"So-so prick my ass baby," he groused.
"Just stop with the bellyaching. You've got it all."
"Fuck you! You grew up with a Mom and Dad, even if they are stupid rednecks, a big house, money, clothes, private school...I had fuck all...a goddamn, half breed, nigger orphan...my so called white mother just said, 'see ya baby, have a good life, no place for you in my life'.
"So to get even with your mom you screw every white girl you can. Treat them like shit?" I demanded.
"Southern bitches!"
"You're a southerner. Do you think it would have been easy for her? An innocent young white girl, pregnant with a black mans baby, alone, probably scared shitless...it's a fuckin miracle she didn't abort you."
"She should have kept me, raised me," he argued back.
"Yeah right, dream on, an eighteen year old unmarried white girl in Alabama."
"Fuck you!"
"That's your job," I laughed, trying to lighten the mood, and then daring him, asked, "Shall we go? Or don't you want to fuck little old me?"
"Bitch," he hissed again, and then as we walked back towards the car, promised, "You'll never want to see good old Kent after tonight baby."
"Promises, promises," I sang back.
He kept his promise. We kept the promise.
Oh, he tried to make it difficult; he couldn't help heaping the bullshit, trying to prove something only he understood. I didn't care! In two days I'd be gone, back to Alabama, I'd never see him again. But I'd have been properly fucked!
I wanted him. I was going to enjoy him no matter what. Just thinking about it on the way home from the beach had my panties sopping. Two seconds after slamming the hotel door shut my dress and his shirt lay in a heap on the floor, my ripped panties dangled from his hand, I had his zipper down, my fingers were pulling him free.
"Shit baby, slow down," he groaned as I stretched him out.
"Oh fuck Roddddddd," I moaned as his lips found a waving nipple, enslaving me.
"You like that, don't you," he crowed as a finger slipped inside me.
"Just fuck me," I demanded as I threw my arms around his neck, and with him still standing in the centre of the room, jumped and locked my legs around his back, trapping his huge, rearing cock between our stomachs.
He grabbed my ass, lifted me up; I dropped a hand between our bodies, held him, positioned him as he slowly lowered me over it.
"Jeeeeeesus...oh fuuuuuck Rod," I yelled as he pushed me down, forcing more and more into my throbbing channel.
He carried me, half impaled, to the bed, setting me down on the soft sheet without releasing me.
"It's too big," I complained as I looked down and saw how much was left outside, but held on to him, my words belied by my ankles pressure on his back, by the juice my pussy was lubricating him with.
"You like it, don't you baby," he demanded as he started to thrust, slowly working his way deeper and deeper. "Tight, little, white cunt likes big Rod, doesn't she," he gloated as he filled me, each thrust igniting every nerve in my body.
I didn't hear anything else, I was lost in a land I'd never dreamed of, groaning, moaning, screaming as my body orgasmed, my womb pulsing open as my back arched impossibly under his ravaging body. I had a second, a third orgasm as he continued to work me, small continual explosions that rose up from my centre until I felt the first spurting flood of black sperm burst inside me.
He went on and on, I could hear him now, almost whimpering with each buck of his engorged shaft.
We fell apart, spent...gasping...sweat pouring from us...I could feel his still warm seed oozing out of me and over my thighs...wondered for a second if some would find my womb...my waiting egg...didn't care...was happy...
"What?" he finally demanded as he watched me grinning.
"Nothing," I smiled back as I lowered my head to his semi-hard juice covered rod. Ran my tongue from his balls to his leaking cockhead, once, twice, again...again...felt him harden under my lips...
"Fuck me lover," I ordered as I crawled over him, "fuck you sweet little Becky."
"You're just a stupid white, bitch slut," he complained as I lowered myself. But when I looked down into his eyes as he added, "nothing special at all," I knew he was lying, knew that for some reason I was very special to this beautiful, angry man.
"You liked it, didn't you," he demanded later as we lay in each others arms. "Most girls can't take me, I'm too big...but you loved it." I heard the complaint, the disappointment in his voice as he talked.
"You're unhappy I enjoyed it?" I asked, a big grin on my face.
"No, no," he lied.
"It was made for me," I laughed.
"What," he grumbled.
"This funny little golden thingy," I answered as I circled my fingers around the fat shaft. "It fits perfectly in my slippery cave," I teased as my hand pumped him. "Look at how big he gets when I touch him," I continued to tease as he grew. "He can't resist his sweet, white girl with her pink centre. He's never been so happy, never been in such a nice pussy."
"I've fucked twenty better than you," he boasted as he rolled me onto my back, pinning my arms as his free hand slid across my stomach.
"Liar," I laughed.
"Bitch!"
Eat me Roddy! Lick me," I begged, spreading myself open.
"You all want a tongue on your clit," he complained as he licked down across my stomach.
"Pleeeasssse, pretty please," I pled. "Do you have a long tongue too?"
"Bitch," was his last word and then I felt his moist lips, his wet tongue slide onto my aching little pink nub....ohhhhhh fuck he was good...
I held his head imprisoned between my thighs, but soon it was I who was imprisoned, thrashing under his long, thick tongue, finally crying as my discharge flowed towards his waiting lips.
"Now it's your turn. Suck me baby," he ordered as I lay panting beside him, my orgasmic tremors finally dying.
"It's too big," I giggled as I moved my head downward. Impossible to get much more than the thick head past my lips, still, I could taste our now sticky mixed juices on its end. Again and again I ran my tongue up and down his shaft.
"Cum baby, cum in my mouth," I finally begged as my hand pumped him mercilessly, licking his tip on each stroke. "I want to taste your cream Roddy, your sweet cum." And then, when his cock started to jump in my hand, each spurt filled my mouth easily, and I struggled to swallow before the next hot flow of seed spat into my open mouth.
Finally, mouth full, I climbed up his body, found his mouth, kissed him, let him taste his sperm on my tongue.
"Jesus, aren't you ever satisfied?" he complained later when he felt my hand slip onto his balls.
"I love you!"
We fucked again, showered, slept, woke and made love, ate a late dinner, kissed, swam in the ocean... went back to bed, kissed some more, slept til morning...
Friday, Day 8
"I finally found him you know Becky. Last summer," he suddenly said as we lay locked in each others arms early the next morning.
"Who?" I mumbled.
"My father."
"You did? So you do have family. What's he like?"
"I'd been looking for five years."
"Where's he live?"
"Birmington. He's married. Has three children."
"So you do have a family! Alabamans," I crowed. "All your complaining and you've got a bigger family than me. I always wanted a big brother. What did he say when he met you? You have met him haven't you? Does he look like you?"
"He was just a young guy doing summer work on some rich mans farm," he explained. "This sassy, sexy white bitch, the old, rich guy's daughter, kept hanging around him, teasing him, making him so hard he couldn't even remember what the fuck he was supposed to be doing.
He was just a poor backcountry nigger, hardly ever seen a white person."
"So they fell in love?" I asked.
"Love shit! She just wanted to try black cock, that horny bitch," Rod hissed back.



"She's your Mom."
"Yeah, for five minutes. Until she threw me away. Dad never knew. He was long gone by the time the shit hit the fan. Christ and lucky too. If that girl's pa had found the nigger that had knocked up his daughter he wouldn't a lasted two minutes. He'd a been lynched so fast..."
"But you like your Dad?" I interrupted.
"Yeah, he's okay. Surprised as hell he had a twenty-two year old son. His kids are all under ten."
"What'd he say when you told him?"
"I didn't even have to tell him, as soon as he saw me he knew. I'm lighter, a bit taller than him but anyone would know. Shit, his wife answered the door, looked at me a sec and then turned and yelled, 'I think your brothers here, but I don't know this one'."
"So everything's perfect with the world now," I said as I lowered my lips towards his.
"Except for that fucking bitch."
"That poor girl! A young, naïve girl, probably was a virgin, didn't know anything about these fat fellows," I laughed as my hand circled Rod's prick. "And then some smooth talking, good looking man comes along and seduces her, bloodies her with his long shaft, hurts her, scares her..."
"BULLSHIT!" he yelled as he rolled me on my back and then drove into me. "That hussy seduced my Daddy. He was scared shitless. Christ, making love to the big mans daughter. White slut! After a couple of weeks of secret meetings, fucking the boss's daughter he ran...couldn't take it any more. Knew they'd eventually be caught...that he'd be..."
"So he left her?" I demanded even as my body arched in pleasure under Rods now insistent pounding.
"Don't try to blame him bitch."
Even with both of us angry, we again easily reached orgasm together. It seemed are bodies were designed to pleasure the other and even though he continued to insist I was nothing special, I knew he'd never had as much pleasure from a woman.
As we lay panting in each others arms, sticky with each others juice, I asked, "Can we be friends, lovers, just for today, no arguing?" I could see the scowl starting as I went on, "Listen Rod, I'm going to be back in Alabama tomorrow, you back to Virginia. Lets just enjoy one day, please?" I finished.
An almost imperceptible nod was his only answer.
We showered, then screwed as we showered, had breakfast, walked the beach, talked like lovers, friends (living our truce now), returned to the room, made love, swam in the ocean, coupled as we stood neck deep in the surf, hundreds of beachgoers unaware as Rod slipped his penis in and out of my aching pussy in time to the breaking waves.
I liked him. I was in love.
We fell asleep in each others arms, spent, happy...and somehow I knew that he loved me too.
Saturday, March 18
"I finally found her too," were his first words when we awoke in each others arms early the next morning.
"Your Mom?" I asked groggily.
"The bitch!"
"Did you talk to her? Get her side of the story?" I asked, now fully awake.
"I was going to go to her house, wait until she was alone, and when she answered the door I was going to rape her. Just throw her on the floor and fuck the shit"
"Are you crazy? You didn't...surely you didn't," I pled.
"Oh I saw her. From a distance. But I didn't talk to her or touch her," he admitted, a gleam now in his eye.
"Why didn't you try to talk to her, or write her, I'm sure she"
"The hell with her! I found out she had a daughter," he told me with obvious excitement in his eyes.
"You have a sister?"
"I decided I'd do her," he laughed.
"You raped her?" I asked aghast.
"Did it feel like rape?" he demanded.
"Huh...What?"
"You're just like your momma," he gloated.
"But what do"
"I'm your big brother Beckie. They kept you but just threw me away. I wasn't good enough for gramps and mommy...but you...the little, white princess..."
"It's impossible! Mom would never...I mean she married Dad when she was only twenty, when they were both students..."
"Would never what? Fuck a nigger?" he demanded.
Suddenly I knew it was true. Something I'd never have believed before today was instantly accepted in the deepest recesses of my brain. For just a second I was elated, I had a brother!
And then all the implications hit! "YOU FUCKED YOUR SISTER TO GET EVEN WITH YOUR MOTHER," I screamed, anger and sadness battling for my soul.
"I thought... I mean I didn't know I'd like you," he stammered as he watched the tears coursing down my cheeks.
"Screw you, you prick," I cried as I rushed to pick up my dress, my underwear from the floor.
"Rebecca, please...we can talk about," he started as he tried to take me into his arms.
"I loved you, you bastard," were my last words before I slammed the door shut as I fled down the hall.
~~~~~
"God, where have you been?" Ellie demanded when I burst through the hotel room door, my bra and panties dangling from my fingers.
All three of them were wide eyed, taking in my disheveled state, my wild hair, the tears on my cheek...
"Are you okay honey?" Mandy finally asked as she ran to me and took me in her arms.
I cried for minutes before finally pulling away, explaining, "I'm ok, I'm just a little fucked up...I'll just grab a shower...don't worry." I fled to the bathroom, let the steamy heat of the cascading water revive me. I tried to keep a smile on my face when I finally emerged, asking, "When do we have to leave anyway?"
"Ten minutes hon, do you want me to help you pack?" Mandy offered.
"No, no, I'm ok," I insisted and five minutes later the four of us were trooping through the lobby laden down with our luggage and our Florida purchases.
"Do you need a hand?" I suddenly heard my brother ask from behind me.
"No, leave me alone! FUCK OFF!"
"I shouldn't have done what I"
"Fuck you, it's a little late for that Rod," I hissed as I turned to face him.
I could feel Mandy's and Ellie's and Crystal's eyes on us, sensed their surprise when he tried to grab my arm as I pulled back, felt them move between us as I rushed away...
~~~~~
For the first fifty miles of our trip home the three of them were quiet, mute until finally Crystal couldn't keep it in any longer, "C'mon, tell us, what was it like? I mean, is it even possible to get that big thing all the way in?"
Mandy and Ellie, after taking quick looks to check how I was taking the question, and noticing the shy grin that appeared on my lips, finally exploded into fits of laughing. "You slut," Mandy said shaking her head. "What was the one thing we agreed not to do Miss Stupid de Scouries? The one fucking thing?"
"But it was so fucking incredible! A giant, gold prick, how could I not want to," I sputtered gleefully.
"The second I saw that asshole, the first night by the bar, I knew, I just knew he was trouble," Mandy added as she shook her head.
"So...talk," Crystal insisted.
"It fit," I giggled. "Just."
"And?"
"My nipples felt like they were an inch long... He's got a magic tongue...He lasts and lasts"
"Christ, why didn't you share him with me?" Ellie complained. "I let you try Luis and Manuel."
"You what?" croaked Crystal. "When?"
"That's for Becky and I to know," she told her two open mouthed friends.
"Who? Those two Latino boys?" Mandy squeaked, "I don't understand."
For hours as we drove north the four of us relived the highlights of our week, the boys, the fun, and the memories. But as we laughed I could sense their unasked interest in Rod and I, I knew they wanted the details – what was it like with a big cocked, black man, what had we argued about.
But I kept quiet. And then, when we crossed the state line, four innocents finally safely home, I grabbed my cell and called Mom.
"Hi."
"Are you okay sweetie?" was Moms hurried question.
"Safe and sound. We just arrived in Alabama," I laughed, incredibly happy to hear my Moms loving voice.
We talked for minutes, no details from me, just generalizations about the sun and sand, hints at the boys we'd met, 'mainly just northerners ma', I disparaged.
"Mom, I was thinking....when school ends...I thought maybe you and I could..."
"You and I what honey?"
"Maybe we could go to Dallas, or even New York, just the two of us I mean...a shopping trip, go to the theatre...a girls trip, just you and I," I finally suggested.
"I'd love that honey...you'd really like to go with your old mother?"
Crystals grinning comment after I'd hung up of, "God you're a slut. Two Latinos teens fucked, blond John, a giant, golden cock mounted, who knows who else you've left screwed, your poor boyfriend innocently fishing, and you, you still connive to get Mommy to take you to New York to shop," brought gales of laughter from all of us.
But I wondered, as we drove the last few miles on the freeway, just how that coming weekend with Mom would go, knowing we'd end up talking about her son - my lover and brother.
"So, where are we going next year anyway?" Ellie finally asked, "I hear Ibiza is really hot. Do you think it'll be hot enough for Auburn's 'Fab Four'?"
"Shut up," erupted the rest of us.
And then, as we turned onto our street a sudden question came unbidden to my tired brain, 'Would it be too bold of me to fly up to Virginia next weekend? Or should I wait for a couple of weeks to pass, wait for the letter or call I knew would come...'
...fuck it, I'll book a flight for next Friday, I quickly decided...I've waited long enough for this godamm brother to finally arrive...he's not getting rid of me that fast, the bastard...besides, just thinking of him, of his big...I'm wet, my nipples already ache for...
Epilogue
The plane is two hours late in getting to Virginia on Friday night, a security baggage delay on top of a weather delay, getting me to the Avis counter only at eleven-thirty and to the street in front of his townhouse after twelve.
Fuck, no lights, no answer to the doorbell, to my knock...should I hang around, wait, or get a room first...I'll wait...
Headlights wake me, shit its three-thirty, I groan, yawning as I check the clock. God, there he is, still bloody gorgeous, escorting some bimbo towards his door. At least she's black, I think, the first black girl I've seen him with. Is she his girlfriend, I wonder, sudden murderous thoughts exploding in my head.
I wait; watch the lights go on, then soon after off, and then after another ten minutes wander towards the door, wheeling my overnight bag behind. I ring the bell, wait..., knock on the door, wait some more...then really hammer on the door until finally I hear movement, complaining through the thin wood door.
It's the girl, her demand, "shut the fuck up, I'm coming," reverberates towards me. I feel her eyes on me through the peephole, then after she opens the door she spits out, glaring, "Who the fuck are you? It's fuckin four in the morning?"
She's just in a loosely belted robe, and when she half turns to answer Rod's yelled question of, "Who the hell is it Tamika?", it opens, revealing a black, lush body, large, dark nippled breasts hanging loose, her thick pubic triangle of bush concealing her sex completely.
"Some tall, white girl," she yells as she turns back to me, a question in her eyes.
"Rod ordered me, from the agency you know," I explain brightly. "He thought you might like a threesome tonight, a special gift, I brought some toys," I explain, as I point to my bag.
"He fucking what? TOYS! I don't need fucking toys. RODNEY," she curses as she turns back into the apartment and rushes towards the bedroom door. "You think I'm going to share you with one of your fuckin white sluts?" I hear screamed as I slowly disrobe.
"What are you talking about?" I hear him protest as I lower my lilac, silk panties to my ankles and step out of them.
"I didn't order no white bitch," he yells as he rushes from the bedroom closely followed by the girlfriend with her clothes in her hands.
"Hi honey," I whisper as I melt into his arms.
"Becky? What are you doing..."
"Don't know the white bitch eh?"
"I can explain sweetie," he sputters as I hold him.
"Screw you," are her last recognizable words before the door slams shut behind her departing back, although I do hear curses retreating down the street.
"So, you're happy to see me," I laugh as I grasp the thick pole that rises between our bodies.
"That wasn't for you," he complains, but with a big grin on his face. "What are you doing here anyway?"
"So you didn't miss your beautiful, little sister? Her perfect body. The best pussy in the world," I tease.
"Why would I?" he asks as he lifts me up, spins me, carries to me to the bed, lays me down, mounts me, fills me, fulfills me...
"I love you Rod," I whisper as we both come minutes later....
THE END – it's up to you to imagine what happened next....
If you've made it this far, please take a sec and cast a vote. Of course I'd prefer a five but, if you're so inclined and feel you must, I'm quite prepared for other scores. I prefer any vote as opposed to you not voting.
For your information, thanks to you, my recent stories have been getting many more votes than my first stories on the site – while my early stories were lucky to get 100 votes (I have one, which has been on the site for a year, that has only received 7 votes!), my more recent ones have been getting three, four and five hundred votes. My Xmas story, 'Swimming With the Dolphins' got over seven hundred and another story, 'Daddy, I Whispered', set a Literotica record when it received over 3000 votes in under four months. Thanks to everyone who took the time. Each vote counts and is appreciated.
Many good stories on this site from other authors, good authors, struggle to receive 25-50 votes total! So please vote for all the stories you read on this site. Authors need feedback – good and bad.
Comments and e-mails are also appreciated and always replied to. Ideas for new stories are also always welcomed.
I'm presently working on a story (Mature Category) of an older professor who seduces a beautiful, young 18 year old Italian-American girl.
And I'm still trying to get another story, a serial killer story set in the former East Germany, through the Literotica censors – hopefully I'll be successful soon.
Thanks, Jim Scouries
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FRIDAY – LATE JUNE
"God, why does your whole family think they have a right to move in with us every summer?" Dwayne complained through a mouth stuffed full of food.
He looked closer to fifty than his actual thirty-five years did my fat, balding husband. Watching his jaws chewing like a cow's cud I couldn't help but wonder what had happened to the thin, funny boy I had fallen in love with so long ago.
"Daddy owns the farm, or have you forgotten?" I asked sarcastically. "Remember, he lets us live here, rent free."
"We still have to pay the electricity, the garbage, the cable, the water," he mumbled between bites.
"It's not all summer anyway; Daddy and sis are only here for a week," I answered with a whine, still angry my family weren't staying longer.
"Yeah, but we'll have that nerdy, city boy with us all summer," he spat out as a fat dollop of thick gravy slid down his chin and dropped onto his shirt.
"Mandy said Jimmy junior has really grown up in he last year. She says he's turned into a real man."
"Doesn't like NASCAR, can't fish worth shit, doesn't like guns; he's a little twerp."
"He's taller than his grampa now. Mandy told me he's all of a sudden got ten girls chasing him wherever he goes."
"I thought wonder boy spent all his time studying and playing with his computer. That momma's boy won't know what to do with his dick if he ever grows one."
"DWAYNE! And you better be nice to everyone or else."
"Or else what?"
"Oh, and by the way Mr. Dwayne Prentice, I've decided to finally buy a computer and Mandy promised that Jimmy would teach me to use it."
"You don't need a computer honey," he complained, "sheeit, you already waste enough time with your little pots."
"My little pots! Screw you, you bastard" I bristled, "you know we make a lot of money with my pottery."
"What's for dessert?" he asked laughing.
Even after twelve years of marriage he's still capable of pulling my chain, of pissing me off, I thought, as I lay seething in bed later that night. I had first seen Dwayne Prentice when I was a fifteen year old freshman at Conway High, a naïve schoolgirl who was instantly taken by the handsome, older first baseman for the visiting Florence team.
He turned out to be nineteen. Why he had even talked to me that day I'm not sure. He said later that I was the cutest girl he'd ever seen, that he'd decided to marry me after he'd seen me stand and cheer for one of the Conway boys.
"Yer hair was so pretty honey," he'd say laughing. "Thought you were an angel."
He came right over after the game. Right up to me! All my school chums were amazed. He spent a half hour with me before their bus arrived to take them home. He didn't talk to any of the junior or senior girls that were hanging around, listening to his every word. Of course I fell in love!
I got his address, telephone number. Wrote him. Wrote him gushy girl teenager's letters. I didn't see him again for a year. Then he drove over the next summer and took me on a real date. I think Dad was more bemused by the whole thing than anything else.
I was sixteen and he asked me to marry him as the sun set over the Atlantic as we sat on a blanket on Myrtle Beach. "Not this year, I know you're too young, but after you finish high school, when you're ready," he added quickly.
I would've married him that day!
But, on a beautiful summer day three years later, under a canopy by the pond on our farm, I did finally marry my Dwayne. A tall, blond, nineteen year old virgin, with absolutely no experience with men, let alone sex, was driven away by her handsome new husband to a cabin in the mountains.
Even today looking back, it's hard to blame Dwayne. Any other half-way aware girl would have realized exactly who he was after dating him just once. I just didn't know any better! He was one of those good old boys who love beer and fishing, who'd drive twelve hours through the night to see Dale drive, and who'd spend night after night playing cards as he drank beer with his buddies.
He loved me and was more than happy with me as his wife. He just didn't have much of a sex drive. Oh, he'd make love to me, seemed to enjoy it some, was proud other men thought me beautiful, but...
But even at twenty-four he was happy to do it once a week or every two weeks, that's all he needed to satisfy himself. And maybe, maybe if I'd got pregnant, had had two or three children I would have been happy, would have settled into a family life.
I didn't. We didn't. And slowly over ten years Dwayne got fatter and fatter and I got unhappier and unhappier. The only thing that kept me going was my Pottery and my summers with my sister Amanda and her son Jimmy. And Mandy was only staying for a week this year!
SATURDAY
Daddy had flown up to Savannah and Mandy's house on Friday and they had leisurely driven up here Saturday, arriving in the afternoon after a stop for lunch.
At first I thought Jimmy junior was Dad when he climbed from the car, and I had rushed right into his arms with the words 'oh Daddy' on my lips before I realized this was my nephew.
"Oh my gawd, Jimmy?" I squealed as I hugged him. "Look at you! Mandy, what have you done to this boy?"
He grinned sheepishly as I kissed him, finally retreating from my arms as he said, "hi Aunt Chris and then turned to shake Dwayne's hand, who seemed stunned by the sight of the six foot plus tall boy in front of him.
"Jesus, your Auntie told me you'd grown boy, but sheeit, I didn't expect...," he stammered.
We spent the rest of the afternoon, dinner, all evening, doing what any family does after coming together after a long separation; we talked and laughed and ate and drank, gosh even Jimmy junior had a couple of beers, and then we all went to bed both tired and happy.
SUNDAY
"He's becoming a man, it seems just yesterday that," I started wistfully as Mandy and I sat together on the deck, watching Jimmy junior and Dad standing side by side talking on the other side of the pond.
"I can't believe he's so tall. I mean he was four inches shorter than me the last time I saw him. Now he's four inches taller..."
"He's six-two. He insisted that Dad stand back to back with him yesterday, that I measure them, tell them who was the tallest," Mandy laughed, "Father was mad when I told him Jimmy was a good inch taller, wanted me to measure them again, wouldn't believe it."
"Daddy's still as competitive as ever I guess," I said, as we both remembered a hundred incidents from our youth when Daddy just had to prove he was best at something.
"Daddy will never change will he?" Mandy asked.
"Jimmy's handsome too. Just like Dad. Gosh, the girls will soon be chasing him," I added, wondering where the years had gone.
"Soon! Hell, my house has been overrun lately by every sixteen to nineteen year old female within five miles."
"Already? Really?"
"He's eighteen Chris, and he's got all those teenage male hormones making him crazy. What do you think?"
"But.."
"And he's big, very big," Mandy added in a sexy whisper.
"Big?"
"Beeeeeeeeeeegg," Mandy added giggling, holding her hands about a foot apart. "As big as Daddy."
"How big....what do you mean Daddy," I started and then blushed as Mandy's meaning slowly penetrated my brain. "His penis, their penises?" I gasped. "How do you know how big Daddy's penis is?" I demanded, shocked even to be thinking about my Father's genitals.
"Haven't you ever wondered why all those women go out with Daddy? I mean last winter when we were down visiting him in Miami, cripes, everywhere we went women knew him. And I don't mean women his age, these weren't retirees, these were good looking girls our age."
"Well Daddy's handsome, intelligent, and a good talker, and pretty rich," I started, but was simply met by Mandy shaking her head while she continued to hold her hands apart.
"He has a beeeg penis Chris," she said still laughing, "and so does Jimmy, hung like horses, both of them. I'm sure Jimmy's already slept with five or six girls."
"JIMMY?" I screeched, completely stunned.
"Ssshhhh, they're coming," Mandy hushed.
"Do you want something Aunt Chris?" Jimmy asked as he and his granddad walked towards us.
"No, sorry honey," I said as my eyes quickly darted from my nephews bathing suit to my fathers. "Maybe you should go up and see how Dwayne's doing with the BBQ."
"You'll see," Mandy warned softly as we walked slowly back towards the house, trailing the men who'd rushed off at the mention of food. "Wait til you see what Jimmy wears when he's doing his swimming laps. God, it's smaller than my bikini bottoms and its gotta hold a big fat sausage," she said giggling, clearly proud of her sons large cock.
"But will he wear it here?"
"Do you remember when we used to skinny dip together?" she asked, changing the subject. "I used to get so excited thinking someone might see us," she finished laughing.
Of course I remembered, and as we walked up the dusty path, thoughts of Mandy and I playing as children as girls, flooded my mind.
FIRST WEEK
Jimmy ordered high speed, internet cable service on Tuesday, insisting that it was essential to his sanity. "I'm going to be here eight weeks," was his implacable answer to Dwayne's protest. "Besides, Aunt Chris is going to have a computer too, we need it."
"Can't we just use the phone?" Dwayne wheedled.
"It's not expensive Uncle Dwayne; they just add it to your cable bill."
"But," Dwayne started.
"I'll pay," I interrupted, "You go and order it Jimmy."
~~~~
Wednesday I saw Jimmy in his little 'speedo' racing suit for the first time. Mandy hadn't lied! Dad and Mandy and I were sitting by the pond, talking as Jimmy did lap after lap across the hundred yard wide pond.
"My God, he's got bigger there too," Dad said chuckling when Jimmy finally got out of the water and started walking towards us.
"Daddy," I hissed.
"Well look Chris, I mean shit, you can't miss much when he's wearing that little thing. He looks almost as well hung as his granddad," he said proudly.
"Ssshhh Daddy, he'll hear your," Mandy whispered as she giggled. "And Daddy, Jimmy was taller than you. Remember?"
As Jimmy stood talking to us for minute after minute I couldn't help but look, my eyes drawn again and again to the clearly defined shaft, to the thick ridge, to the round head. Fuck, how big is it when hard I asked myself, gosh, he's bigger soft than Dwayne is at his hardest.
"You gotta get your son a new suit honey," Dad ordered Mandy after Jimmy had walked up to the house, "Its embarrassing, I could see the goddam veins on his cock through that one. Looks like a fag/"
"DADDY!" I protested.
"It's true! He gets a hard-on and that little thing won't hold half of him."
"That's just what they wear for their training Daddy; normally he wears surfer shorts when he's with his friends."
"God, those little teenyboppers see him like that they'll rape the poor boy. And what about Christine's proper southern matron ladies, they'll..."
"Daddy stop," Mandy said laughing, "he's just a boy still. Besides, you're embarrassing poor Chrissie here."
"Are you embarrassed honey?" he asked as he patted my knee. "Hell, she's married Mandy. Once you've seen one, you've seen them..."
Both of them were laughing as I tried to stop the blush from exploding across my face, but I couldn't believe how casually my sister and dad had talked about sex.
I dreamed of giant, thrusting penises that night – 'Scouries' penises. Oh god!
~~~~
The cable company arrived Thursday morning and within a half-hour Jimmy had us in the twenty-first century. "It's a wireless setup Aunt Chris," the enthusiastic teen explained, "now all we have to do is order your computer and we both can be online at the same time."
"Where can we buy one? I'm sure Conway doesn't have a store that sells them. Should we go to Myrtle Beach?" I asked.
"We're not buying golf clubs," my exasperated nephew said sarcastically, "we'll buy it on line tonight."
"Ohhh!"
After dinner all of us gathered around Jimmy as he logged onto the Dell site. Even Dad and Dwayne gave their advice as we collectively decided on screen size, and ram, and hard disc capacity, and programs, and who knows what else. "It's coming Monday," Jimmy finally announced. "And you also get a printer and a camera thrown in as part of the deal," he added proudly.
"Just like that? That's all we have to do?" I asked wonderingly. "Thank you sweetie, I never could have done it without you," I said as I hugged him and gave him a quick peck on his cheek.
Even Dwayne was impressed, and graciously conceded that, "you sure know computers boy. I'll bet you could help us down at the office."
~~~~
He then proceeded to set me up an e-mail address and then sent me my first e-mail. It's weird, it was addressed to chrissiescouries (we finally had to settle on my maiden name, there were simply too many Prentices) @yahoo.com and it simply said 'Aunt Chrissie is the best, luv u Jimmy', but I felt a thrill when I opened it, knowing I had finally arrived in the future.
Mandy and Dad and even Dwayne then sent me e-mails – god, I was so popular and proud. "Wait," warned Amanda, "once they find you you'll be hearing about every gimmick in the world."
"Yes, every sexual enhancement product in the world," Dad said laughing.
"Do you need help Dad?" Mandy teased father as Dwayne explained the world of spam and penis enlargement e-mails to me.
Jimmy showed me how to send e-mails and some of the other tricks and then they couldn't get me off the computer. Even Jimmy finally went to bed, although I could see he was worried leaving his valuable machine in the hands of his non-techno Aunt.
My first official e-mail was sent at about one-thirty in the morning to jimmyscouries@; I was too giddy to be thinking straight;
'thank you honey for being so kind to your stupid old aunt. i'll try to make it up to you.... you're so sweet...and handsome... i'm going to owe you big time...all the pies and cakes you want...and trips to the beach... i promise to be your obedient slave auntie for the summer... i'll be nice to all your little girlfriends...your moms so lucky...ah, if I was only eighteen again...sigh...luv ya...chrissie xoxox.'
I shouldn't have sent it I admonished myself as I tried to sleep. God, what'll he think of me? I'm acting like a fifteen year old. But as I fell asleep it was the bulge in that little red bathing suit that was the only thing I could think of.
Friday the four of us drove to Myrtle Beach for the day; swan and talked, took pictures, laughed, had fun...
When I checked my e-mail late that night there was one new message. It was from jimmy: 'u r all i'd ever want...what little girlfriends?...LUV U xoxoxox
What are you getting yourself into you idiot, I asked myself as I lay naked between the sheets. He's so young, he's your nephew!
SATURDAY
"I'm going to miss you, I only seem to really have fun when you're around," I told Mandy as we sat alone down by the pond late Saturday afternoon, her week with me almost up.
"Me too. I wish I didn't have to take this course this summer. I'll be back the last week of August though."
"I love you."
"How are you and Dwayne honey? We haven't talked...I know it's not"
"I'm going to leave him."
"WHAT! You've finally decided? Have you told him?"
"No! I'm going to wait, til after the summer, September maybe....maybe when you come back we can talk, you can give me some advice..."
"Are you worried about what Dwayne will do?"
"No, I think he'll be happier than I to finish it. As soon as he gets over it he'll realize it's best for both of us."
"Good. I'm so happy you decided," Mandy said as she leaned over and hugged me, then kissed me on the lips. "And you'll have Jimmy with you all summer at least. That is if he doesn't run off with one of those little strumpets that were chasing him today," she added, referring to three little Conway girls that had materialized at the farm earlier in the day.
"Even Dwayne was impressed by those young girls. Are these girls more developed, more wild than we were at their age?" I started to ask before remembering.
I blushed when Mandy said, "Jimmy's eighteen and I'm only thirty-five little sister."
"Oh God, I didn't mean,"
"Hey Chrissie, just so you know, I love you too my beautiful little sister." The tears were falling down both our cheeks when taking my arm she said, "Now let's go and have a quick skinny dip before dinner."
"What! No way," I giggled as Mandy pulled her top over her head. "They'll see us," I said pointing back to the house.
"Jimmy's gone with the girls to town," she laughed, her full breasts bouncing, "and Daddy and Dwayne? ...shit, neither of them can see twenty yards with the beer they've been drinking."
We laughed and shouted and giggled and hugged for twenty minutes before we ran laughing naked from the water, girls again. "I wish you'd come live with me," I whispered as we toweled off.
"What was all the noise down there," Dwayne asked as we sashayed into the yard a few minutes later wrapped in towels.
"We went skinny dipping," boasted Mandy, "if you boys hadn't been so interested in your beer and the baseball game...."
"Sheeeeeit!" we heard from my husband as we darted through the door.
And a couple of hours later, as we all sat around the dinner table, when Daddy informed his grandson in vivid detail of how he'd missed his Aunt and Mom cavorting naked in the pond, I thought my nephew was going to have a heart attack.
"You did what?" he screeched at both of us, "But...why'd you do it when I wasn't there?"
"Yeah Jimmy, while you were running after those little teenyboppers, you granddad and I had a show of our own, sexiest thing I ever saw," Dwayne added leering.
~~~
Sis and Dad left Sunday, Mandy off to her seven week creative writing course in Colorado and Dad off to Greece with a 'friend', although he never would admit the age of this 'friend' or where he had met her.
"Remember Dad, you're not getting any younger," I teased as a parting shot. "You are sixty-six."
MONDAY
"HEY! It arrived," yelled out jubilantly broke me out of my reverie.
"Jimmy!," I gasped when I looked up and saw my nephew standing in front of me dressed only in a pair of white boxers.
"It's here Aunt Chris. When did it come? Why aren't you computing away? Why are you sitting here with dirty hands?" he asked rapid fire, grinning wildly.
"I've been waiting two hours for you to wake sleepyhead," I smiled back. "I was afraid to open it without you, I got so nervous I came in here and started to work," I explained as I held my clay covered hands up.
"You should have wakened me," he insisted.
"You were snoring when I looked in," I said with a little smirk. "And it looked like you left your pj's at home," I added with a sly grin.
"I was?" he said blushing and I knew that he was wondering what I'd seen, was wondering just how much of his body had been covered when his Aunt had peeked in.
"Yup." He'd been naked, lying on his stomach when I'd entered, I'd watched for second after second before finally retreating, his bare, white ass, his hard buns, drawing my eyes even as I fled.
"Well, let's go now Chrissie, but you better get washed up first," he near ordered as he pulled me up from my chair and pushed me towards the door.



"Chrissie?"
"It is your name isn't it," he asked tentatively, unsure of his boldness now as I looked into his eyes. "I mean you don't mind, do you?" he stammered, "I'm sorta an adult now, I don't want to call you Auntie the rest of my life."
"Well, I guess. Seeing you're my computer man this summer," I conceded as I quickly enfolded him in my sticky arms and gave him a quick kiss on the lips.
"Yeckkkk," he protested my gooey hands, but he was smiling now; relieved he'd got away with it. "Now c'mon my beautiful Chrrrissieeeee," he said with a soft, luring emphasis, "let's get this computer rolling."
"Well Mr. Adult, maybe you better get cleaned up and dressed while I'm washing."
"I'm dressed," he laughed as he leapt away from me, his penis, his balls, dancing wildly under the thin cotton.
"In this house we don't consider wandering around in your underwear dressed young man," I said in my most serious voice.
"You better tell Uncle Dwayne then, God, I ran into him in the kitchen late last night and all he had on were a pair of pale blue jockey shorts with a big hole in the rear."
"He did not!" I insisted firmly, while knowing it had probably happened, another one of Dwayne's midnight raids on the fridge.
"It was an ugly sight Auntie," were his last laughing words before he fled.
'BOYS', I thought as a quiver of excitement flooded into every nerve in my body.
~~~~
The next two days we circled each other warily, somehow both of us sensing what was to happen, scared...
I did my pottery in the morning while he slept; Jimmy never seemed to rise before eleven. "I was on the computer til three-thirty," he'd explain when he'd finally wander downstairs, invariably only in his boxers, his 'equipment' all too clear to my wandering eyes.
We'd swim after he'd given me another lesson on the new computer. I don't know which was worse (or better); the two hours sitting in front of the screen, his arm across the back of my chair gently touching me while our thighs pressed warmly together, or watching him by the pond as he sat next to me clad in his almost see through suit.
He had a teenage boys hunger and desire and I knew he couldn't help himself, couldn't stop from trying to impress his older aunt.
"You've got a great tan," he'd said out of the blue Tuesday while I lay on my stomach next to him, still wet from a recent swim.
I sat almost paralyzed when I felt his fingers calmly brush the damp droplets from my back. "You need some sunscreen," he whispered, and then I felt a cool drop of cream fall onto my shoulder.
"No, I'm okay," but almost whimpered as his strong hands massaged the white liquid over my shoulders.
He undid my strap, my "Jimmy!" hardly fazed him as he slowly caressed. Trembled when I felt his fingers slide over my sides and just momentarily touch the side of my breasts.
"Do you sunbath naked Chrissie?" he asked suddenly as his hands slid towards my bum.
"No! Now that's enough young man. Do up my strap please."
I snuck a peek over at him when he'd sat back down and couldn't help but see the tenting erection. Daddy'd been right! That little red suit couldn't hold half of it. I actually almost stopped breathing as his fingers lifted the elastic and struggled to push it down.
Oh Sweet Jesus!
THURSDAY
I was giggling like a schoolgirl as I ran from the pond, heard his shouted complaint of "hey, that's not fair," as I bent over and tried to catch my breath.
"You cheated," he said between huffs as he ran up beside me.
"All's fair in love and war my dear nephew," I said smiling, unable not to look at his bathing suit. I had dared my nephew 'swimming champion' to a race, across the pond and back, he giving me a half pool lead. I was a good swimmer and was in good shape, but still he caught me about ten yards from the shore.
"Racing tactics Jimmy," I added, and although pulling a competitors suit down to his knees as he goes by you isn't perhaps legal in the Olympic Games, it turned out to be a winning strategy against my nephew. "Imagine a strong, young athlete letting an old woman beat him."
The suit was still low on his hips, so much so that his blond pubic hair was in plain view and the first inches of the base of his shaft were exposed.
"I can't believe you did that...I mean you're my Aunt," he complained even as he flexed his chest for me.
"I thought I was Chrissie," I laughed.
"You lied too."
"About?" I asked as I posed with a hand on my hip. God, you're flirting with your nephew, stop it, I ordered myself.
"About your supposed tan lines, I don't see much white on your rear Auntie," he accused.
I looked behind my back, saw how my suit had slipped down in my last mad rush, saw the beginning of my crack, one tanned cheek almost completely bare.
"So, how come you have no tan lines anyway?"
"That's my natural color," I lied as blushing I pulled up my suit.
"Liar. You tan naked, don't you? I don't think your little skinny dip with Mom was the first time you've been nude out here this summer," he teased. "Does Dwayne tan naked too?"
I couldn't help but laugh at the thought of Dwayne's big body flopping nude on the grass. "Don't," I protested when I saw he was ready to add more.
"So do you? Tan naked," he asked with a glint in his eye.
"Maybe. Maybe when I'm all alone," I admitted, looking deep into his blue eyes as I spoke. "But if you tell any..."
"I like swimming naked, feeling my body in the water...the sensation as the water flows over my...my penis..." Jimmy surprised me by admitting. "Do you?"
"Maybe... Sometimes... OK, Yes... Not my penis of course," I giggled like a schoolgirl. Jesus, what was happening to me, I just used the word 'penis' in front of my nephew.
"So you won't mind," he said as he lowered his red suit. "If I swim naked," he added as he watched my eyes flick hungrily to the shaft I'd been imagining for ten days.
"Only when you're alone Jimmy," I meant to order, but he had already turned and was racing into the water when my words reached him.
Oh God! What'll I do now, I thought as I watched the hard, round mounds of his white ass as he stroked out across the pond.
~~~
When I checked my e-mail that night there was one new message. It was from jimmy:
'31 is old? ...it's only u i dream of ...you make me...i shouldn't say...I attached a pic...u r supposed to learn about pics monday...can u open this one?...can we go to the beach together next week?...just u and i ......u r my only girl...luv u - j.s.'
I had no clue about how to open his bloody attachment but I was up half the night wondering about it; and then I dreamt.
Dwayne was home most of that weekend and Jimmy spent most of his time with his new friends from the village. I was horny and excited the whole two days. I missed him!
MONDAY
"I missed you Chrissie," I heard whispered in my ear as I felt two strong hands slide onto my shoulders and down my arms.
"Jimmy, don't," I squealed, "let go, you'll ruin the bowl."
I felt his fingers drop off my upper arms, felt them slide down to my sides near my waist. "I've got to concentrate," I giggled as I tried to recapture the rhythm of the wheel, tried not to lose the shape I'd been trying to create for the last twenty minutes.
"Do you always do your pottery dressed like this," he asked, his lips just inches from my ear.
"It was hot," I mumbled back, still trying to concentrate on the clay shape before me but I knew from where he stood he could just look down and see my full breasts. I'd often just wear short cutoff tank tops while I worked in the summer heat, and this old, ripped one I had on today was wide open as I bent over my work.
Concentrate, I ordered myself even as I felt soft fingers moving over my stomach, as I felt them slide upwards, as I felt two palms lightly cup the undersides of my full breasts, as I felt a thumb tentatively flick over a now erect nipple. "JIMMY," I moaned as I jumped up from the stool, my work ruined.
~~~~
"I'm sorry about before," I heard as I opened my eyes. I'd been sitting on the chaise lounge tanning for the last ten minutes, the only sounds the rhythmically splashes as Jimmy did lap after lap of the pond.
"What?" And then looking added, "JIMMY!" as I saw his nudity.
"You don't really mind do you?" he asked as stood next to my chair, the droplets of water gleaming as they slid down his naked body. "Me swimming naked."
"Only when you're alone Jimmy!" I tried to hiss.
"Okay. But I don't count you, you're family," he said as he plopped down into the chair next to mine. After a minute or two he said, "It's okay to look Chrissie."
"What?"
"I mean, it's natural to be interested in it," he chuckled with a teenager's cockiness.
"You're terrible," I said trying to, but not succeeding, in sounding cross. "It looks normal, healthy anyway," I finally stammered as I let my eyes hover. "You better not burn it," I warned as I offered him some Hawaiian Tropic.
He knew he had the upper hand, even at eighteen sensed his advantage over his old Aunt, and of course said, "Maybe you could do it," as he held his penis in one hand and the tube of sunscreen in the other and offered both to me.
I couldn't help but watch as he squeezed a fat dollop of thick, white cream into his palm and then slowly applied it, stroking his now urgently growing cock through the sticky tunnel he'd formed.
"Jesus," I murmured as it grew bigger and bigger, lengthening finally to an almost incomprehensible size. It'll never fit, I thought, unable to stop a liquid tingling deep in my cunt.
"I have to go to town, I'll see you at dinner," I said as I jumped from my chair and hurried towards the house.
~~~~
He explained attachments, downloading, 'my pictures', simple editing tricks after dinner. Then he watched grinning as I opened his picture from last week. "JIMMY!" I screamed.
"You okay honey?" Dwayne asked looking up from the TV.
"Yes dear," I answered as I stared at a picture of my nephew lying naked in his bed, his huge, yes huge, sexual appendage rising proudly hard against his stomach.
"You are bad," I mouthed at the grinning teen, my threatening wave of a finger only seeming to egg him on more.
~~~~
Late that night I sat in bed, my laptop on my knee, the folder with the secret picture open. The laptop was hot on my thighs as I zoomed in on the picture, slowly it grew until his erection almost filled the screen...I shuddered as my finger slipped across my mound and found and uncovered my throbbing clit...But just as I was...my computer suddenly beeped, announcing a new e-mail, impatient I opened yahoo...jimmyscouries@...
'i dare u to send me a pic of u – naked...luv u'
What a little scamp he was...but as I fell asleep I wondered if he'd like my breasts, my blond curls, my mound, my tanned ass, my pink insides....
TUESDAY
"Hi," I heard sung out in the only voice I wanted to hear.
"Hi yourself," I said as I quickly took my eyes from my work table and looking up smiled. "You're up early," I teased.
"It's only eleven," he answered nonchalantly as he wandered around the table, examining my latest creation. "It's good."
"And you're still wearing your underwear around the house," I admonished.
"Should I take them off?"
"Jimmy!" I warned.
"Do you do any other stuff Chrissie? I mean besides the containers, the bowls, the plates."
"Like what," I asked, suddenly nervous.
"I don't know, people, abstracts..."
I couldn't stop my eyes from darting towards the storeroom door, saw how Jimmy's followed them, saw the curiosity, saw him move towards... "No! Don't!" I ordered as I rushed to intercept him.
"You do then. Can't I see them?" he asked as he approached me, my back resting on the hard plank door.
"They're private," I whispered, panicking at he thought of this beautiful boy looking at my secret art.
"You don't let anyone see them? Not even Mom or Gramps?" Seeing the blush, seeing the almost violent shake of my head, he moved closer, stopping just inches from me, dominating me with his maleness, his size, his smell. "Can't I look Chrissie," he asked as his hand stole to the doorknob.
"You won't tell anyone....promise me Jimmy," I pled as I heard the knob turn.
"I'd never hurt you," he whispered as his bare chest rubbed against me. "I love you," I heard as I felt his hardness poke against me, and then, "OH MY GOD", as the door opened and he saw my treasures within.
He slipped by me, his passion momentarily forgotten as looked around the room, his mouth wide open in amazement.
Watching him I felt an extraordinary elation, actually felt the weight I'd carried for years fall from my shoulders. Someone's finally seen my real work I thought. For minutes he didn't say anything, just moved around the room, picking up various pieces, touching them, experiencing them.
How can I describe them? They were of people, recognizable people. Between eighteen and twenty-four inches tall most of them. Primitive. Exaggerated. Erotic. SEXUAL. Mouths and breasts and cocks and cunts and bums. Open. Hungry. Waiting. Like me!
"Mom?" he suddenly asked, holding one of my first works, one of Mandy in the last weeks of her pregnancy I'd done from a picture.
"Uh huh. And you of course."
"It's so beautiful! You've got to show it to her," he insisted. Lifting another, one of me, he turned back laughing. "They're so powerful, so sexy...I want to make love to it," he yelled as he pulled his penis through his shorts and brought the pink painted ceramic opening to his cockhead.
"Jimmy!" I protested, but laughing, unable to conceal my happiness.
"Is this me?" he demanded holding up one I'd done two summers ago. "Its way too small," he complained as his fingers trailed across the tiny erect penis.
"I didn't know," I laughed as I compared the huge, raging reality with the miniscule clay copy.
"God, all the penises are small," he said as he eyes roved around the room looking at the male statues. Look at poor Dwayne," he chuckled holding up one of my husband. "You've even given gramps a baby one. You better not show it to him," he warned.
"We can sell them, you'll be rich, famous," he said suddenly as he danced around me, his big penis dancing in the air.
"No, I couldn't....people would think I'm perverted, sick..."
"I'll set up a web site. We'll sell direct," he enthused as I saw a hundred ideas flash across his face. "Scouries Erotic Ceramics, something like that," he said snapping his fingers.
"But," I protested feebly, liberated finally now that someone had seen them.
"But there's no way we're selling this one," he insisted, "There is no way people are going to think my prick is that small."
"It was done two years ago Jimmy. It's a good likeness," I teased.
"My ass," he huffed. "You've got a do a new one. Today! Okay? Will you?" he demanded as he pulled me to him. "Please."
"Yes honey," I agreed as I felt the silk skinned giant against my stomach, "whatever you say."
I would have fallen at his feet, wanted to feel his perfect piston in my liquid insides, would have licked him from head to toe, would have...but
...but the moment passed and within minutes I was working, eager to create something that captured his sexual power, his beauty...
"So how long is it anyway?" I timidly asked, as I circled him with my new camera, snapping from every angle.
"Nine inches."
"Liar," I accused.
"Measure it!"
"I will!" It was! Jesus! "I want to take a mold of it," I then added as I turned to get my tools.
"Why?"
"Professional secret," I laughed as my fingers roamed over his sack, felt his balls, struggled to fit around the heavy shaft. So I'll always have your cock, I could have told him.
I shooed him away after an hour, told him to go to town, that I had hours more of serious work to do, that I worked better alone.
"Okay, but Chrissie"
"Yes sweetie?"
"Make it even a little bigger....I mean exaggerate"
"You silly boy, most people will already think I've exaggerated."
I made three pieces that day, the first a two foot high statue in the style of my others, his erect cock obscenely pointing. The other two were perfect, life-sized, exact anatomical copies of Jimmy's engorged prick. I fired them all once that night and finally left my workroom exhausted and elated.
But not before stripping, and then using the timer on the digital camera, I took a picture of me standing naked next to the statue of Jimmy I'd just fashioned. And then I took another, this one of me holding the small pricked Jimmy statue in the crook of my arm, his wide open mouth inches from my nipple, my baby finger lightly touching the immature cockhead.
I'll e-mail him that one tonight, I promised myself laughing.
I sent it off after midnight, titled 'jimmy erect', but just as I was shutting down five minutes later I heard the new e-mail alert. jimmyscouries@ wrote,
'ha, ha...u r beautiful though...here's 1for u...luv u...night chrissie...j.s.'
Somehow he'd captured the exact moment; the attached pic showed his penis from the side, you couldn't see any of the rest of his body, just the penis floating in the air, a strand of the whitest sperm snaking zigzag out from the crimson head.
I opened my mouth wanting to catch it! Oh my!
WEDNESDAY
"Morning," we heard mumbled as Jimmy stumbled into the kitchen the next morning at 8 a.m. At least he has shorts on I thought as I drank in his bare chest.
"Golly, the city boy is up early this morning," Dwayne said with a smirk as he looked up from his paper. "Date today Jimmy?"
"No Uncle Dwayne," Jimmy answered yawning, "I just got some computer stuff to do this morning." Seeing his uncle frown he quickly added, "We're playing ball this afternoon. Over in Darlington, some of the guys invited me last weekend."
"You are? That's great son," Dwayne said excitedly, showing more interest in his nephew than he had in the last three years. "What time are you playing? Maybe I could sneak out of the office and watch a few innings."
"That would be great," Jimmy enthused, "We're going to play a doubleheader and have dinner over there before coming home. I might be late tonight Aunt Chris."
"Sheeit, don't worry about that boy. I'll come over sometime in the afternoon; I'll drive you home. Don't worry about dinner sweetie," he said to me as he grabbed his jacket and headed towards the door, "Boys night out."
~~~~
"We can do it Chrissie," Jimmy said excitedly as Dwayne's car retreated down the dusty lane.
"What honey?" I asked. "And don't I get a good morning kiss from my favorite nephew?" I complained.
He simply lifted me and walked me to the wall, pinning me as his tongue forced its way between my lips, wetly searching as it penetrated my mouth. "Morning," he finally breathed into my ear as I stood gasping in his arms. My first real kiss!
"What can we do?" I purred between pants, thinking we could do it right on the kitchen floor, right this instant.
"Sell your art pieces. I worked on a design for a website all night. C'mon, I'll show you," he insisted as he led me resisting towards his room. It wasn't the computer I wanted!
"Look, the opening page will look something like this," he explained when his computer screen came to life.
'GLAZED CAROLINA EROTICA' danced across the screen. "But honey, I can't, people will think..."
He slowly explained how e-business worked, how he could have billing and accounting organized within days. How the site could be up and selling by Monday. "But what about pricing and pictures and descriptions," I asked, suddenly now excited by the possibilities.
"That's why I got up early my beautiful girl," he laughed as he gave me a quick hug. "I have to get the pictures done before I leave for the game. You'll have to work on writing some descriptions, you know, arty stuff," he added as his lips found mine. "And may I say, you taste so sweet this morning my lovely Chrissie. And don't forget, we have a date for the beach tomorrow."



He ran around for three hours, dragging one after another of my works out of the shed, posing them around the farm seemingly on whim. He posed me with some, despite my objections, promising we'd discuss it before my name or picture went online.
"Some naked ones now," he insisted.
"No! Never," I added as he approached me. But I stood still as he slipped the straps of the light summer dress off my shoulders, stayed mute as he fingers undid my bra. "Jimmy," I whispered when he knelt down and slipped the white, cotton panties down my legs.
"You're so beautiful Chrissie," I heard softly and then felt his tongue lightly probe between my wispy blond pubic hairs. I trembled, almost fell, when I felt his wetness, when I felt for he first time a man's lips on my quivering clit.
I covered myself when he stepped back, one arm covering my breasts while a hand shyly hid my now engorged pussy lips.
He made me open up as he posed me next to my statues, a gentle caress, a stare, a quick demand forcing me to obey him. "Just a few more," he finally ordered as I stood naked, trembling in the straw next to my wheel. He sat me on the table and photographed me with the phallic spindle thrusting up between my thighs, dripping drops of watery clay hanging from my nipples.
He left when we heard his buddies' car chug up the lane, his simple promise, "tomorrow Miss Scouries," echoed in my mind all afternoon.
I mailed a carton that afternoon, a straw filled carton that held a statue of my only sister, my truest friend. It was another of my pregnant Mandy nudes, my favorite by far but also my most erotic, my most graphic. It showed Mandy at her most sexy, but had drops of milk at each teat, and protruding from her gaping cunt was a small head – I'd called it 'Jimmy's Arrival'.
The accompanying letter was simple, heartfelt:
'I love you most in the world sister. I've being producing work like this for ten years and never been brave enough to show anyone. I hope you like it, love C.'
I was asleep before the 'boys' arrived home that night, my final task before bed had been an e-mail; jimmyscouries@ – 'tomorrow is the most important day in the rest of my life...your Chrissie.'
THURSDAY
"Wakeup my beautiful sleepyhead."
"Jimmy?" I yawned. "JIMMY, what time is it?" I squealed, suddenly fully awake.
"I was afraid you were going to sleep right through the most important day of your life," he teased with a big grin on his face. "It's only nine, don't worry, Dwayne just left."
"I love you," I simply admitted, all pretense, all restraint now gone, as my arms circled my nephew's broad shoulders.
"C'mon, get up. Let's go to the ocean, to your beach, and make love," he ordered.
He lifted me, carried me gently to the shower. We washed each other slowly, simple caresses that only hinted at the pleasure to come...
~~~~
It was a small cove on the ocean, a small arc of white sand that lay protected beyond a swamp; that sat undisturbed, hidden by a thin stand of pines and then grass covered dunes. Daddy had somehow found it fifty years ago on one of his boyhood excursions.

The family now had a map that with luck would get our four wheel drive truck within a quarter of a mile of the beach. It was a family secret no one not in the family knew and at least once every summer we'd go and spend a day on its pristine sand.
Jimmy, laden down with food and drinks and towels and sheets, sped up as we smelled the ocean air. He was ten yards ahead of me when he burst between the last dune and stood facing the white tipped surf.
"C'mon, hurry," he yelled as he dropped everything in a pile thirty feet from the water and then started toward the sea.
I laughed as I watched him shed his clothes as he ran, and then gasped when he turned and looked back when he was knee deep in the waves. He was hard, his cock reaching high up on his stomach, making me pause as I went to pull my thin top over my head.
He dove deep into the surf as I danced out of my sandals and shorts, the hot sand impelling me forward until my feet touched the cool water.
Surfacing, he called, "Coming?"
"No," I teased, reveling in the feel of the waves as they broke against my shins and knees, each wave forcing a foamy cascade up my thighs and onto my already wet pussy.
He rushed towards me, and laughing, lifted me as he spun on his toes.
"Don't," I squealed, afraid he'd dunk me.
"Your mine now," he growled as he turned and carried me back up the beach, "you can't escape."
"I never will," I promised, the feel of his strong hands supporting my bare back and bum electrifying.
He set me down on a king size sheet we'd brought, spreading it as he knelt over me. I spread myself wide as I reached for him, almost desperate now to be filled. "Please Jimmy, hurry," I pled as I reached for his penis.
"I want to kiss you all over, touch you," he whispered as one hand cupped my head and lifted me towards his lips.
"Later, please I need you now," I cried as my hand finally found him.
One thrust buried him in me in a way I'd never imagined, my primal scream, "aaaaiiiieeeeee," simply an acknowledgement of my fulfillment.
"No, stay" I cried as he slowly pulled back, his hard ridge of cock stimulating every nerve in my cunt as it retreated.
"Shhhhhh," he murmured as he slowly pumped back in. I could feel my insides lubricating him even as every muscle in my cunt tried to clench him.
He went on and on; at first I reacted to his kisses, to his fingers on my aching nipples, to his finger probing in my tight bum, but then simply lost it, screaming, groaning as the first orgasm in my life spasmed through me.
"Hurry, now Jimmy, I'm coming...fill me with your seed, I need...uuunnnnnhhhhh," I finished as I exploded from my womb to my clit.
He simply sped up, short, hard, urgent strokes now as I lay panting, spent under him. He slowed when I started to respond again, my hips now arching hungrily to meet each stroke of his burning piston.
"Jimmy...jimmy......jimmy......oh please, hurry jimmy," I screamed as I felt a second pulsing opening of my insides.
"Chrissieeeee," my nephew finally groaned, just as I felt the first, cum spurting, buck of his cock deep inside me.
Each spurt of his hot cock brought a whimpered cry of 'oh Chrissie' from my love, his hard maleness now a prisoner of my squeezing, hungry cunt. It felt like hot lava as it surged inside of me, the thick, copious outpouring trying to find some place to go in my overstuffed insides.
I didn't realize I was crying until he gently caressed my cheek, wiping my tears as he asked if I was okay.
"Don't, don't take it out," I pled as I felt him start to recede inside me.
"Never my love," he promised as he rolled onto his back, carrying his impaled Aunt on top of him.
Sitting on him I looked down, surprised to see how my lower lips had thickened, flowered wide to accept him, saw how his thick cream was oozing out of me and down onto his thighs. "Look Jimmy, look at my clitoris, it's like a little penis." It was deep pink, engorged with rich blood, free of its normal hood...tingling.
Jimmy's hands moved to me and he had me quivering in seconds once he'd captured it. I lifted up, dropped down hard, felt his cockhead as it rammed my womb door.
"Yes Chrissie," Jimmy demanded as I repeatedly filled myself, "yes auntie, oh yesssss, ride me, fuck me hard." Pulling my head down he captured my mouth, ramming his wet tongue rhythmically into mine in time with my hungry pussy.
We came again, our liquid climaxes again perfectly matched. I slid down Jimmy's thighs, slowly letting his still thick sausage slip out. "No, don't, please leave him in," my love groaned as his crimson cockhead popped noisily free.
"I'm full," I laughed as we both watched as my now unplugged cunt released a flood of his thick spunk. He watched spellbound as I dipped my finger in his pooling seed and then brought it to my mouth. "Uhhhmmmm'" I teased as I licked my finger.
"Give me," he ordered after watching me swallow three fingers full, and then let me pump a sticky finger repeatedly through his lips.
It was still half hard as it lay on his thigh, and I could see the invitation, the hope, the desire in his eyes as I slowed leaned over and brought my tongue to the still dripping eye.
I was watching his eyes as I slowly enveloped the fat cockhead, heard his begging groan as I sucked him in. I could taste my juices mixed with his cum as I struggled to take as much of his again growing prick into my throat, choking for a second before I pulled back.
I could feel him try and raise his hips to meet each suck, knew that he wanted to grasp my head and fuck my mouth. He didn't. He let me pump him with one hand as I mouthed only the top half of his now almost purple piston.
I couldn't swallow even half of his semen, felt it dripping down my chin as he bucked wildly in my mouth.
"I love you," he cried when I crawled up his body.
"I loved you first," I laughed.
"You didn't, I've loved you for years," he insisted.
"I loved you the day you appeared my love," I said, getting the last word. "Oh, I forgot to tell you"
"What?"
"I sent your Momma one of my statues yesterday."
"So you're getting brave," he answered smiling.
"You made me brave...thank you Jimmy...I'll never forget this day. No matter what!"
"It's only noon hour! We still have the whole afternoon," he said as he pulled me to him.
"You can't do it again," I challenged.
"We'll see," he said in his most ominous teenage voice as he rolled me over onto my stomach.
"What? You can't," I protested as he spread my knees and lifted my rear off the sheet, got me kneeling. "It's too big, I've never done it," I cried, worried he was going to take my virgin ass.
"Quiet," he ordered as he slipped into my wet pussy and started to pump.
"This is doggie style,"' he said laughing, a horny teen fucking his eager aunt.
"It feels more like horsy style," I said saucily as I peeked back over my shoulder, knowing my compliment would please my young lover.
We didn't get home til after dark, complaining to a disinterested Dwayne that we got lost in the swamp. I could hardly walk! I could hear the liquid squishing inside of me with each step.
"Oh don't worry about that sweetie," he answered. "But you shoulda seen your nephew playing ball yesterday. This boys a natural when he's got a bat in his hand."
"He is becoming a real man isn't he," I answered as I stood behind my love and tousled his blond locks.
SUMMER DAYS
The hot summer days seemed to fly by. I was truly happy for the first time since I'd been a girl. We were ticking sex bombs, only just waiting for Dwayne's car to start up the road each morning before we tumbled hungrily into each others arms.
I'd pull up my shift and pantyless bend over the kitchen table, wantonly inviting my nephews cock. I'd suck him as he sat working on our web site, each day learning to take more farther into my throat.
He'd spend an hour eating me, licking, probing until I was a thrashing, sweaty wreck. Then fuck me!
I wanted him to be the first to have my bum, but worried, trembled when he inserted a finger, didn't think I'd ever manage his cock. But he was gentle, took his time, fondled my sex as he violated me. It hurt! I wanted more...I'd been waiting so long.
And most of all I wanted his seed in my womb, wanted, needed an endless supply of his white cum inside me, sticky on my skin, on my breasts, dripping from my mouth, leaking from my ass...
He served me blueberries one night...brought in three bowls from the kitchen, one for Dwayne and I and himself...mine was awash in his sperm...I stared into his eyes each time I brought the spoon to my lips... even leaned over and slowly popped a white capped berry between Jimmy's hungry lips.
The days were perfect....I hated the nights...we both did...separated, hungry, I'd lie naked, spread in my bed until I couldn't take it any more...and then would slip naked from my room, wake my lover with my mouth...more cum...
It could never have lasted all summer; even an unobservant Dwayne would have finally caught on. We were saved by happenstance, a serendipitous event that solved all our problems.
"Honey, I got to talk to you tonight," Dwayne started seriously, and ominously, at diner less than two weeks after Jimmy and I had become lovers.
"Yes dear, what," I answered, my eyes flitting nervously to Jimmy.
"Privately," Dwayne added, "maybe after dinner."
~~~~
"They done offered me a job back home in Florence," he blurted when we were alone. Seeing my astonishment he went on, "the regional boss at Allstate called me, it's a lot more money, I'll be sales manager for the county, I'll be close to Mom."
"Oh Jimmy, that's wonderful. You deserve it," I said, meaning it, happy for us both.
"I got to decide by Friday...."
"Of course you have to take it."
"You won't come though will you?" he asked, already knowing the answer.
"It's best honey," I whispered as I sat next to him and hugged my first love.
"I tried to be a good...We don't have to get divorced...sorta separated," he stammered.
"We both did. Now you call that man and take the job. You know you want it." He needed little convincing, in fact had already decided, even knowing he'd go alone. I think he was happy it went so easily. I knew the divorce would be easy and painless, that in a couple of months we sit down and end eleven years of marriage.
Couldn't help wondering what he'd think when he learned later I was pregnant.
He left the next day, only coming back two weeks later to organize his clothes, his move.
I had Jimmy's cock twenty-four hours a day. We smelled of sex! Reeked of it! We were like animals, we were in heat. He, a randy stag, perpetually ready, rutting over his desperate doe, my pink flower open, wet....
I knew I carried his child, knew my barren body would bloom, yet I was still hungry for his maleness. I would have chased most any other man away with my need, but he was needier, his teen body still ravenous for me after a fuck filled day.
MID-AUGUST
He's leaving in a few weeks, to MIT, a full scholarship, says he doesn't want to go...I haven't told him yet...later he'll know his Aunt is carrying his child...he's young...this won't end now...I know he'll be the father of more than one of my children...
As I write these words I sense our future...know that somehow Mandy and Dad and Jimmy and I will be together...
And miracle of miracles, we sold two ceramic nudes last week! One for $2400 and the other for $2900. Laughing, Jimmy raised all the prices. My picture's on the home page, but it's a modest one...so far...
Mandy will be here in ten days...I don't know what I'll tell her...
"Jimmy!" I laugh as he walks toward me, naked...ever hard...
"You're working way too hard Chrissie," he admonishes as he lifts me from my chair and then bends me face first over my desk...
I'm wet! "I've been waiting," I say as I look back at him, simply moan as he pushes deep inside...
THE END
The second story in the series, 'Scouries of South Carolina – Mandy's Story' should be out soon.
If you've made it this far, please take a sec and cast a vote. Of course I'd prefer a five but, if you're so inclined and feel you must, I'm quite prepared for other scores. I prefer any vote as opposed to you not voting.
For your information, due to your kindness, my recent stories have been receiving many more votes than my earlier stories. In fact my story 'Daddy, I Whispered' has received more votes than any other Literotica story this year – so far 4000+ votes!! I thank everyone who took the time, and especially thank those who've posted comments or sent e-mails. It's the feedback that makes writing stories fun.
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SUMMER 2005 – ZINGST, NORTHERN GERMANY
They were splashing in the surf, laughing as they kicked sprays of salty droplets on each other, brazenly presenting their firm, naked young bodies to everyone on the beach like dancing strippers might in some dingy nudie club. My eyes were just two of hundreds that were following the antics of these tall, golden haired, high breasted frauleins.
Their pubic mounds were completely shaven and each time one of them bent over you could hear a collective gasp rise from the beach. With bald pussies and their little pink slits exposed, the two could pass at first glance for thirteen or fourteen year olds, their apparent youth perhaps even heightening the prurient interest these fat German burghers were paying to theses nubile beauties.
But their full breasts, their women's hips gave them away. I knew they were sisters, eighteen and twenty, here on the coast taking a short vacation after finishing their school year. Here for the sun, the sea, the sex. Looking to get properly fucked before they returned home to their parent's house on the outskirts of Munich.
They were southerners of course, Bavarians, I don't think I would have chosen them if they spoke the coarse, guttural dialect of the north. Fuck, it was tough enough for me to listen to any German talk let alone a Northerner.
~~~~
...They had been at the next table to mine at the café in Zingst that morning, hungrily shoveling their breakfast between their pink lips, hardly using their gleaming white teeth in their hurry to swallow, all the while jabbering excitedly about the nude beach they were going to spend the day at, wondering coarsely aloud if they'd find some boys with big cocks.
There is something about listening to Germans talk, especially at home among their own people, that allows a foreign observer who understands the language to almost instantly understand why the world suffered two world wars...how they were capable of committing genocide on six million plus people...There is an arrogance, a smug belief in their own superiority, an inability to hide their distain for others...
They fit my profile perfectly, but it was my prick that always made the final choice and as I had sat listening to them I felt him rise, lengthening in approval, wanting to fuck these golden haired sluts.
"You shouldn't smoke," the younger one almost ordered in German when I went to light my cigarette, "it's not good for your health."
Perfectly fluent in German I understood her, and had to choke back my thought, 'as if gassing six million is, you bitch', and only shrugged my shoulders and said, "Sorry, I only speak English girls."
"American?" the older spat out, as a frown appeared on both girls faces.
"Canadian," I answered, knowing that most Germans hated Americans these days but found Canadians harmless, yet interesting.
"Ah, Canadian," she said, as smiles slid back on both girls faces. "And what are you doing up here?"
Up here was what was called the Pomeranian Coast, the coastline of the former East Germany on the Baltic Sea. "I was at a conference at the University of Rostock, a conference on the future of the northern seas," I explained, every word a lie. "I'm a Professor, a marine scientist," I added.
They were both impressed, interested now in the fifty something man sitting across from them. "William Hunter at your service ladies," I introduced myself.
They quickly introduced themselves, Ingrid the elder at twenty had just finished second year premed in Munich, Maria, her younger sister by two years had just graduated secondary school.
"Are you staying here in Zingst Professor?" Maria asked.
"No, no, I've been staying on Rugen for the last week," I answered, referring to an island just ten miles down the coast. "I rented a cottage on the beach near Breege after my conference finished."
"Oh, we're going to Rugen tomorrow," Ingrid said.
"Near Breege?"
"Not far. Probably in Sassnitz, we haven't decided yet," she answered referring to a small town on the island of Rugen just three miles south of my rental house.
"We'll be neighbors then. Do you girls live up here? Are you locals?" I asked innocently, but knowing they'd be offended.
"What? Of course not, we're not easterners, nor northerners," she answered, scandalized that anyone would think that such sophisticated girls could be from the formerly communist east. "We're students, from Bavaria, on vacation."
"We come here because it's cheaper, we're poor students," her sister added. "And we like...the beaches," she laughed.
"We're naturalists," Ingrid explained with a grin, and then seeing my faked incomprehension went on, "Nudists, Professor, we bathe in the nude. It's much more acceptable here in the east."
"Oh," I said as I let my eyes roam over the two succulent bodies facing me, bodies clad in silk short shorts and skimpy tank tops.
"You should come to the beach Professor, get some sun, you look very white," Maria laughed as she watched me watching her.
"I'd like to," I admitted, "but I have to be in Rostock for a dinner with a colleague tonight."
"It's only an hour from here Professor; you could spend the afternoon on the beach and then drive there easily in time for dinner. You'll get to see both of us," she teased as the girls got up to go.
"Really, you should," Ingrid added as she bent over to give me a quick peck on my cheek, knowing that as she bent over she was completely exposing her firm, cone like breasts to my view, her erect, pink nipples an irresistible invitation.
"I'll try," I called as they danced giggling out of the café, clearly happy to have so easily made another conquest, sure I'd show up on the beach to ogle them later.
~~~~~
I was fifty-seven that summer, an American Jew, originally from the Bronx, a tough New York Jew who was now a Professor of Psychology at the University of Miami. I hadn't been in Rostock at a conference; I had come to Germany on my annual hunting trip.
No I wasn't hunting duck or deer or bear or...I was here to hunt for that rarest of meat, tender sweet fraulein pussy, and I knew these two smiling, sexy sisters would soon be mounted by a short, but big cocked Jew. My goal, simple, reintroduce a little Jewish DNA back into Germany's master race.
I was only five foot six inches tall but had one of those big boned, thick chested, powerful bodies that possessed great strength. I had wrestled in high school and even today in my fifties continued to lift weights and work out in my home gym set up in the Florida room behind my house.
After watching my sweet frauleins skip away down the street, their firm little butts dancing under the thin silk, I sat back, reviewing my plans...
Of course I was going to start by going to the beach...it would be easy I knew...I wouldn't even have to drug or hypnotize these girls to get them to sleep with me...they were both ready for my cock...
~~~~~~
I finally stood and moved down the beach toward the surf and the giggling girls, knowing they'd recognize me from the café at breakfast, knowing my prick would draw their eyes, surprise them with its length, its girth.
"Hello Professor," the elder called, waving her arm in greeting as she splashed over. "I didn't think you'd come," she laughed, her eyes boldly roving over my body.
"Well... I took your advice Ingrid, but I don't know...its"
"And you're so hairy," she interrupted as she ran her fingers through the thick, dark hair on my chest. "Like a cuddly bear."
"... Everyone naked like this... I'm a little nervous," I continued, allowing a little embarrassment to show in my eyes.
"You don't have to worry Herr Professor, does he Ingrid?" her sister asked as she splashed up beside me and gave me a quick hug. "You're circumcised," she said with a question in her voice.
"Most Americans are Maria." I answered.
"I've never been with a circumcised man, or such a large one," she added saucily, her eyes brazenly moving from mine to my groin and then back, inviting.
God, these fucking Germans, I thought, there's not a lot of subtlety in their approach, but smiling shyly I acknowledged Maria's compliment.
"Come swim with us," they insisted as each took one of my hands and led me into the surf.
"I'm afraid I may get too excited... I mean being with you two... my, you know," I said nodding with a grin downwards at my groin.
"If you don't we'll be disappointed Professor," Maria laughed and after we had taken a few steps and were waist deep in the sea and hidden from prying eyes, I felt her fingers lightly stroke me.
"You slut Maria!" her sister hissed a second later when her probing hand found her sister's already on me.
After twenty minutes in the still cool northern sea the three of us ran up the beach hand in hand, and I couldn't help but notice the jealous looks that were heaped on me from all sides, questioning, arrogant, sneering looks that seemed to ask, 'what are those two beautiful German girls doing with that old foreigner'.
"You don't look Canadian," Maria challenged later as I lay between the girls on a sheet they'd brought.
"What's a Canadian look like? What do I look like anyway?"
"I don't know. A Turk maybe, an Arab," she answered, but I could also hear the third option, the one she didn't say – 'JEW'.
"My grandfather was Greek," I lied, "but my mother's father came from Germany, from Bavaria. Like you."
"I was in Greece last summer," Ingrid said as she stretched sinuously beside me. "Athens, and then Rhodes, it was fun, they had nice beaches...mmmn, nice boys," she said licking her lips. "But not as big as you professor," the slut smirked.
"It's too bad you have to go to Rostock today Professor," Maria sighed.
"I'll be coming back tomorrow morning... You know girls, I could stop in here and pick you up tomorrow, get you over to Rugen, save you taking the bus," I offered. "I'd like to see you again."
"We don't want to cause you..."
"I'd love to," I interrupted. "You know, if you're interested, you two could stay with me for the week. I have lots of room, its right on the beach. I even have a boat, it came with the cottage. We could sail, swim, we'd have a private beach all to ourselves," I lured as I lifted my cock off my thigh and lightly scratched my balls with my other hand.
"You're sure you don't mind?" Ingrid asked as her eyes eagerly watched the serpent being held, and offered, in my fingers.
"Nothing in the world I prefer more than to have both you and Maria," I murmured seductively. I left soon after, promising I'd return the next morning around nine, that we could have breakfast somewhere on the road.
~~~~~
I had trouble falling asleep that night, the anticipation of what was to come making it impossible to relax. Lying on my back, naked on top of the cool sheet, I slowly stroked myself as memories of previous hunts continually flashed across my brain.
So many years, so many different locations, but always at the end one or two plump frauleins rotating on my long, thick spit, moaning as their juices flooded over me. This was my first hunt in Germany in over five years, lately I'd preferred tourist locations like Bali, Greece, Spain, over the motherland.
'You're fucking sick,' I told myself as I felt the first spurting shot of cum explode up my shaft and up into the air, but laughed each time my cock bucked in my hand and sent another white string arcing outward. Jew cum, my little fraulein bitches, I laughed, thinking of how tomorrow two more perfect examples of the master race would be thrashing under me, flooded by my boiling seed.
~~~~
I had been brought up ignorant of the Nazi crimes, somehow untouched by the crime Hitler and his minions had perpetuated against my race. My parents, even though they had lived in Europe throughout the war, and in spite of the fact they had lost Aunts and Uncles and Cousins and Grandparents to the Nazi ovens, had never talked to me about the past as I'd grown up.
I knew later that it was just too painful for them, instead they brought my sister and I up as good Jews and turning their backs on Europe had instead offered sis and I America, the hope, the future, the promised land. We were loved and nurtured and like so many immigrants before and after us, we had left our old countries behind as we welcomed the opportunities this amazing, vibrant country had offered us.
I suppose it was Vietnam that made me crazy, that somehow twisted me so that I'd never be normal again. I had felt I had to go, that it was my duty to fight for the country that had so graciously welcomed me, and so, at eighteen, a high school grad, I had rushed to enlist.
But...the muddy trenches, the sweltering jungle where every wide frond could hide a sniper...the rice paddies that offered no protection, the leeches sucking your blood...the traps on the trails that could send a bamboo shaft up between your legs and into your guts...the tunnels, the friends dead...the innocence lost...the months of fear...and then...
...And then I came home in 1971, twenty-one, a survivor, and found my father dead of a heart attack just days before my return, a man who'd loved me and begged me not to go...and here he dies just when I'm free...
...And then, just weeks later, Mom telling me her stories of the world war, of how literally hundreds of her relatives had been put in cattle cars and shipped to waiting executioners...the pictures from the camps...
...I knew I had to do something...I simply had to; it was a compulsion I couldn't deny. I simply vowed to do my part in reintroducing Jewish DNA into Germany.
And it was so easy, the Army had given me the tools...had trained me. And on the G.I. bill I got an education, a BA, then a MA, and then finally a PhD in psychology, my specialty – mind control!
Over time I became an expert in the military applications of drugs and hypnosis. And although none of my research was published, the U of M was happy to have a professor on staff who continually attracted millions in research funding. A professor who had a direct line to the pentagon!
And my Military bosses didn't mind if once in a while I went off and did field tests, happy that their star researcher was getting lots of sex.
~~~~~
"Hi," I said, a broad smile on my face when I pulled up at the girl's inn the next morning. They were again in shorts and tank tops, heavy backpacks easily carried on their strong athletic shoulders and backs.
"Professor!" they both sang out loudly as they rushed over to my rented convertible, their breasts dancing under the thin material that struggled to contain them.
"I'm a professor in Canada, not here. Call me William or Willie," I insisted as they threw their packs in the back seat and then jumped in next to me.
"Yes Willie," Maria giggled as she snuggled up to me, making me feel her bare thigh warm against mine.
"Don't distract the Professor Maria," complained Ingrid as we drove along, avidly watching her sister's fingers slide onto my thigh and then onto the growing snake.
"Willie's not complaining, are you?" the little minx asked as she slipped her hand under the waistband of my shorts and grasped me. I felt her hand slowly move over my prick, measuring me as I grew long. "How many centimeters is it...its length I mean?" she finally asked boldly as her hand tightened around my shaft just below my cockhead.
"Little slut," hissed Ingrid but I saw her eyes widen when Maria lowered my zipper and freed my now straining prick. "Mein gott," she gasped and then told her sister, "I better go first, you're not experienced enough for such a huge man."
"What do they say 'possession is' Ingrid?" Maria asked laughing as we sped over the bridge to the island of Rugen and turned north towards Breege and my ocean front cottage. Fifteen minutes later I turned on to a small, rutted path that led through a thick growth of trees which after two hundred yards ended abruptly, the road having petered out in a dead end in front of the wood chalet and the sand and sea beyond.
The girls were out of the car even before it stopped rolling and I watched as they ran prancing over the sand and towards the surf, tossing aside their scant coverings as they went. "C'mon Willie, hurry," Ingrid called back before she dove into the white tipped waves, the perfect twin moons of her tanned ass the last thing I saw as she sliced through the water.
The water was lapping at my toes, my ankles, when the girls turned from their play and started to walk out of the surf. Maria reached me first and moved into my outstretched arms, welcoming the feel of my hard shaft as I pulled her to me, trapping my hardness between our stomachs.
"Oh Professor, Willie," she moaned as I lifted her and then lowered her to the wet sand, and then covered her quivering body with mine. Holding her arms outstretched, held immobile in my strong hands, I found her mouth, tasted her, penetrated her with my tongue, bit her lip just hard enough to draw a drop of blood, moved my tongue, my teeth over her ear, down her slim arched throat.
I bit hard on her left nipple as I drove my cock hard into her pink insides, heard her whimpered protest as I filled her. She was already moist, and I could feel her cunt struggle to adjust to my size, her slippery pinkness both stretching and clasping as it welcomed my penetration.
"Ohhhhhhhh," she groaned as I took her other nipple between my teeth, as my finger pushed insistently into her rectum, tightening her cunts hold on me even more. But her groan wasn't a protest; it was an acknowledgment of how my maleness filled her, satisfied her.
I took her hard, pistoning deep into her, pounding my cock again and again into her open womb, wanting to shower her waiting German egg with my Jewish genes. She started coming, moaning, "Harder...harrrderrr...yes...yesssssssss," as I met her outpouring with a flood of white sauce.
Still hard I rolled off the panting girl, hungry now for her sister, wanting to bury my juice covered prick in another tight pussy. She was surprised as I grabbed her, surprised I was ready, and for just a second I saw a shadow of fear cross her eyes before I turned her on her stomach in the shallow water. Quickly I brought her to her hands and knees, and after spreading her thighs wide with my hands, I grabbed her tits and drove deep into her waiting pussy.
"Ahhhhhhhh, noooooo" she wailed as I split her, filling her and more. Though older than Maria, she was tighter, and her body struggled to accept my fat cock. I knew I was hurting her but didn't care, hell I enjoyed it, but finally I felt her cunt start to take pleasure in the fullness of me, felt her moisture lubricate me.
"Unnnhh........unnnh...unnh...unh...unh...unh," she groaned faster and faster as my cadence quickened, each thrust met by her now eager thighs. She came easily, in long rolling spasms, her cunt welcoming my jisming prick.
Pulling out, my now semi hard penis dripping my cum and sticky with both girls juices, I lay on my back at the waters edge, letting the waves break over me.
"Tired already Professor?" Maria demanded as she sat down on me, her bum sitting on my shins as she bent over and licked my shaft. "Oh, maybe not," she giggled as I stretched under her eager tongue.
Ingrid then sat on me facing her sister, slowly lowering her pink gash onto my mouth as she bent over to join the meal. Soon, their long, pointed, moist tongues were dueling around my cock, bathing me in their saliva as they licked and sucked.



Neither was able to take me fully in their mouths, although they both tried, but having six or seven inches down one frauleins throat while the other swallowed my balls soon had me throbbing, and finally I spat another full load into Ingrid's waiting mouth.
Then the two were rolling across the sand, kissing each other, sharing my sperm, their legs and arms locked together. Then, after they'd rotated into a sixty-nine, and with their tongues curling around each others clit, I mounted Maria and rammed into her pussy from behind.
Immediately Ingrid's hand found my sack, and each time I pushed into Maria I felt her sister's mouth on my shaft, lubricating me while her sister groaned her contentment.
We swam and ate and tanned and touched all afternoon, my cock continually the center of the slut's attention. And they were little sluts, these two, whores really, even at their young age jaded by their almost unnatural sexual tastes and experiences. They talked to me of their sexual history, surprising even I with their lusty tales.
We barbequed dinner over a wood fire as the sun slowly sank, bright crimson, into the sea. We ate the grilled fish hungrily, washed down by a sublime, yet tart and tasty German white wine, our naked bodies glistening in the flickering light of the dying embers.
Later, as I sat on the bed, a naked Ingrid across my lap, gently fondling her ass, lightly caressing her anal crack, Maria laughed and said, "Only I'm allowed in Ingrid's ass."
"Is that right," I challenged back, sinking my fingers into firm butt flesh.
"Yes, look, I'll show you," she giggled as she rushed to her backpack and after searching with her hands finally pulled out a leather belt.
"Maria, don't," cried her sister as I recognized the strap-on contraption.
"Its only six inches, not like you Willie," she chortled as she pulled out the plastic sausage that went with the belt.
"No, I won't let you," Ingrid protested as she sidled away from me on the bed.
"Spank her Professor," Maria insisted as she pulled the belt over her thighs. "Put her over your knee, warm her up Willie, she likes it. She likes being spanked."
Ingrid cried as my hand repeatedly slapped down on her firm, quivering rear end, but as it slowly turned red her protests turned to squeals of enjoyment, and then finally when both cheeks were crimson, Maria pulled her off me and then slowly pushed the pink, plastic head of the realistic looking cock into her sister's ass.
"No Maria," she protested feebly while I moved behind the preoccupied younger sister, positioning my cockhead in line with her anal hole.
Both girls screamed when I forced half of my shaft in Maria, my lunge also burying the plastic prick in her sister. Soon I had the three of us moving in perfect harmony, splitting Maria's tight ass in time to her own deep thrusts. And yet the two bitches loved it, both moaning for more as I sent a stream of cum up the young girl's ass.
"You're bad," complained Maria as we lay entangled after, "It hurt me."
"Very, very bad," agreed Ingrid giggling at her sister's discomfort.
"Don't worry Ingy my dear, I'm going to fuck your ass too," I promised...
An hour or two later, after more wine and more sex, Maria rose and went to take a shower, leaving her big sister alone with me. Ingrid watched me stand, watched me as I spread the lubricant over my fully erect member.
"No Willie, I don't want to," she started fearfully as I turned back to her, my hand encircling the base of my shaft.
"You don't want to miss your chance Ingy," I laughed as I pushed her back on the bed, "You don't want me to think little Maria is better than you, do you?"
"No, I won't do it," she cried as I manhandled her onto her stomach, spreading her knees and lifting her hips as I knelt behind her.
"NOOOOOOOOOOOOOO," she wailed as I split her, and then with one hand holding her head down and the other painfully squeezing one of her tits, I slammed fully into her tight ass, burying my shaft completely.
She was crying and whimpering as I worked her, stretching her hole relentlessly, and when Maria appeared in front of her, dripping from her shower, she begged, "Pleasssse, help me Maria, Willie's hurting me."
But her sister was unmoved, answering laughing, "So, you're finally getting a proper ass fucking my dear sister," and then to me said, "Fuck her good Professor."
"Bitch," Ingy cried, but as I continued to stroke into her, as my fingers slipped into her moist cunt and manipulated her, I slowly felt her start to move, pushing back now into my thrusts. Feeling her orgasm under my fingers, knowing I was seconds away from filling her ass with my cum, I moved my hands onto her shoulders, pulling her back forcefully to match each of my thrusts.
Maria was smiling as she stood in front of us; happy that her sister was finally getting enjoyment from my brutal thrusts. Later Maria ate the white sauce as it oozed from her sisters no longer virgin ass.
We fell asleep in an intertwined pile of arms and legs, sated and sticky and sore. Tomorrow I'd start!
Impregnating the sisters was no problem; the two were well into their most fertile years of their lives and I knew my sperm was of the highest potency. They were also of that generation who believed nothing bad could happen to them, but even if somehow they got pregnant, they were like so many other European girls who believed an abortion was an excellent brand of birth control.
I fucked them day and night for a week; the tall sluts simply couldn't get enough of the Professors fat cock. I saved my real tricks for their heads; my military tested drug cocktails mixed with long daily sessions of hypnosis designed for one purpose only - making them believe the one thing in the world they most wanted was the child that would soon be growing in their womb.
Technically, it wasn't a real challenge for someone with my skills, someone whose lifetime research had been on ways to make the most hardened soldier do things even he'd shy away from.
This was child's play! I knew in nine months two more blond Aryans would produce babies with more than a touch of my 'dark' Semitic roots. Joining the 119 other children my seed had produced over the last thirty years, my own little German family.
I rewired their minds a bit too! I had to. Subtly changed their attitudes toward the chosen race. In fact I did just enough playing with their heads that it wouldn't surprise me if, when I come back to check on my spawn in five or ten years, I don't find that these girls haven't become quite liberal in their views of other races.
~~~~
A week later I fly back to Miami.
By the time my connection lands at MIA its seven in the evening, but I can still feel the tropical humidity in the air even as I look across the concourse and see my wife, Emma, my two daughters, Sarah and Rebecca, and see the happy smiles on their faces to see their daddy's finally home.
As we approach our car, both Emma and I see it at the same time. "No, don't Daniel," she pleads but knowing she can't stop me.
"Daddy," both my daughters giggle as I run my car key jaggedly down the side of the Mercedes Benz parked next to our car.
"They killed your great grandparents, your grandparent's brothers and sisters, cousins, six million people," I remind them for the thousandth time.
THE END
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Comments and e-mails are also appreciated and always replied to. I'd love to hear any observations, ideas and/or opinions – thanks.
Also, please take the time to vote on other stories you read on the site – there are thousands of authors around the world slaving away at their computers trying to produce works that will entertain and please you.
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Thursday, May 2006, U Penn Campus, Philly
She was on all fours as her hands worked the rich soil, and her rear end, clad in tight, green cotton chinos, seemed to be trying to wave at me as she inched her way down the flower bed directly across the lawn from my bench.
I was sitting in one of my favorite spots on campus, a small green space shoehorned between Brown Hall, home to the Philosophy Department and my book lined office, and the newer and more regal Kennedy Building, home of the now suddenly fashionable Mathematics & Computer Department.
It was one of many parks and gardens spread across our fifty acre campus, a campus set in the heart of our large, bustling city, but a tree lined campus that once entered seemed to transport you to a better place.
It was early May and I had just finished my 9-11 am Thursday morning, summer session philosophy seminar, and had strolled down to this little corner to read my paper in the warm spring sunlight. I hadn't noticed her at first, hadn't seen her arrival as I read, so that when I looked up all I saw was her perfectly formed derriere.
Over the next half hour I followed her progress even as a parade of students dropped by to say hello or to ask some question about something I'd taught that morning. My students knew I was often to be found here and over time they had learned I welcomed their visits.
She finally stood up and turned just as the last of my students had wandered off, and she quickly glanced over at me when she heard the gasp escape from my mouth.
Christ, she was just dressed in old boots, green chinos and soiled white t-shirt, but... I had known she had a great rear, hell, I'd been avidly watching it for a half hour, but this...a Madonna...a goddess...
She was carrying two flats of flowers, moving towards the little bed just to right of my bench, her full, firm, high, proud, luscious, perfect...breasssssts...dancing under the thin cotton, stretching the fibers in ways no designer could have planned for, a happy smile on her face...
"Hi," she seemed to sing, "You must be someone very important. They don't even leave you alone when you're sitting in the garden reading your newspaper."
"Not really," I finally stammered, my eyes flicking constantly over her perfection, amazed she had even noticed me.
"Are you a professor or something?"
"Guilty," I answered. "An old warhorse living out his last days in academia, trying to pass on a little of his..." I started pompously, but then stopped in mid sentence when she sat down next to me, unable to continue while under her frank stare, captivated by her beauty.
"You don't look that old," she teased, "I was watching you while all those pretty girls came up and talked to you."
"You were watching me," I stammered and then admitted, "I was watching you...but you kept your back to me"
"My big bum," she interrupted, a complaint in her voice. "Everyone says I have a big bum. You think so too?"
"Absolutely no criticism was implied young lady," I said as I thought to myself, 'are there really morons on this planet who've told this angel she has an overly large rear end?', and then added aloud, "Your derriere is perfection itself miss."
She couldn't be much more then eighteen I saw now, with an hourglass figure that even her drab gardening clothes couldn't hide. There was a ripeness to every curve of her body, a lush voluptuousness she could have only recently grown into. Her skin glowed with vitality, with a freshness that simply overwhelmed the viewer. And there was a musky sexiness to her that produced a cascade of testosterone flowing to every nerve end in my body.
"Is the University now hiring sixteen year old angels to tend her gardens," I asked innocently, "hoping perhaps that the flowers produced will reflect their planter's incredible beauty?"
"I'm eighteen!" she answered with a teen's outrage. "I work for Privano Brothers Landscaping; they have the contract for all the Universities parks and gardens. I just started with them last week," she added as she stood, her breasts suddenly arching toward me as she stretched her shoulders back languidly before bending to pick up one of the boxes of flowers and moving toward the bed.
"It's just a summer job, I'm a student," she began before noticing me pick up the other flat of flowers. "You don't have to do that sir."
"My pleasure Miss...?"
"Miss Caravaggio...Rose Caravaggio," she said grinning.
"You're aptly named Miss Caravaggio. A gardener named Rose who is more alluring than any flower she'll ever plant. Would you like some help with the rest of them," I asked pointing to the piles of flats waiting across the lawn.
"No, I have only time for these before lunch."
She talked as she planted the immature shoots in the ground, explaining how she was attending the local community college, training to become a landscape architect. "Oh I know, it's not like here, it's not Penn, not a real University, but its hard Professor. You have to know botany, there's millions of different species you know. And soil, and fertilizers, and weather, and drainage and construction and...what? Don't you believe me?"
"I can't think of any better thing in the world to do with your life Rose," I said, and meant every word of it.
Suddenly serious, with the optimism that only the young possess, she went on, "Some day I want to design gardens Professor. Country gardens and city gardens. Flower gardens and vegetable gardens. Gardens in the south and gardens..."
She was beaming as she spoke, and there was a new glow showing on her already radiant skin. "What times lunch?" I interrupted.
"Oh, twelve," she answered as she quickly glanced at her watch. "Gosh, I better go. We only get forty-five minutes; the boss goes crazy if anyone's late."
"Would you have lunch with me?"
"I usually just get a pizza at the little place over there," she said pointing to a student hang out just across the street from the campus.
"Excellent! One large all dressed on me."
"But"
"I also have a proposition to make you."
"A what?"
~~~~~
"I have a garden," I started when we finally had got our pizza and drinks, and had settled at one of the outdoor tables next to the restaurant.
"A garden?"
"Yes, you know, one of those places you were talking about."
"Where? Here in the city?"
"Yes. Unfortunately it's been neglected; I've let it go for the last year and a half. It needs a lot of work, it needs someone like you. Someone to do a complete evaluation, someone able to redesign it for the future, bring it back to life."
She told me later she thought I was talking about some little backyard plot, that she thought I was looking for some cheap labor. "I quite busy now Professor," was her tepid response.
I didn't press, but instead gently probed, trying to find out as much about her as I could. I quickly realized she was hungry for talk, that once started...
"I'm from Peckville; it's a small town, just north of Scranton. I'm an only child... "My parents wanted me to be a nurse. Or a teacher. But I always wanted to work with plants... "Daddy's a landscaper...mows lawns really...fertilizes...moves snow in winter... "The school here has the best program in the country... "It's expensive but... "I have to work nights, the tuition, the rent, food...Mom and Dad don't have a lot, they try to help but... "I waitress nights, sometimes work as a barmaid... "I've gotta find a new place to live before the end of the month, I can't afford my apartment in this area anymore. Rents are so high... "I'm going to try to find a room in somebody's house...probably farther away but... "My boss is a jerk, he treats me, Christ they all treat me like crap... "Just because I'm a girl they think... "They make crude jokes, touch me, pretend it was an accident. Golly, who do they think they're fooling Professor..."
Her conversation burst out staccato-like between bites of pizza. I finally interrupted and asked, "But who's the lucky guy Rose?"
"Who?"
"Your incredibly fortunate boyfriend."
"Haaaah! Guys!" she said with scorn. "Don't ask about men, I've had my fill. I thought he was a nice guy; we went out for three months this year. One of yours professor," she said sarcastically. "Penn. In 'PRE MED' he used to boast. What an asshole," she spat out, using a curse word for the first time since we'd been talking.
"Not good?" I ventured with a grimace.
"Not good Professor," she laughed, her bubbling personality impossible to keep down for long. "Are you married?"
"I was," I answered.
"Are you divorced?" But seeing my hesitation added, "Don't mind me, I'm nosy."
"No, no, it's okay. She died, last year... Cancer," I finally added.
"I'm sorry," she rushed to say, but then added, "So I guess we're both single."
Our time was soon up, but before I let her leave I gave her my card, insisted again I was serious about the garden, promised I'd visit her again when I saw her around the campus. She hesitantly said she'd call but...
~~~~~
Wednesday following
I didn't see or hear from her over the next six days, and unable to get her out of my mind had decided I'd have to do some detective work. I knew with her name, where she was going to school and with the name of her employer she'd be easy to find. But I'd hoped she'd call first.
Wednesday afternoon around five-thirty the phone finally rang.
"Professor Scouries?"
"Yes. Is that Miss Caravaggio? Rosie?"
"Yes."
"My prayers to the God of plant life have been answered then."
"What? Oh, hah, hah. But she happens to be a Goddess Professor."
"Yes, you are."
"Not me...are you making fun of me sir?" she giggled.
"Rose, I've been sitting next to my phone for six days, looking out at the ruin of my garden, praying you'd call, hoping..."
"I just finished work professor...I wondered, if you live close...I mean, if your not busy, maybe I could come over and at least look at the garden...I can't promise..."
"Do you like Chinese Miss Caravaggio?"
"What? Chinese people?"
"Food. Chinese food. I've decided I'd order Chinese in tonight. I'm alone, can I order for two?"
"I don't want to cause you"
"Are you planning on dinner tonight?"
"Yes," she snickered.
"Do you have any prior engagements or better prospects?"
"No and none," she said, laughing now.
"Hungry?" I teased.
"Yes sir."
"Good. I'm on Roosevelt, just two streets past the east gate. Number 34. On the corner. If you're still on campus its only five minutes away."
"I'm dirty, smelly. I've been working in the dirt all day. You won't want to eat with me like this."
"It's fine, don't worry," I insisted.
"I'll go home and change. I could get back by six-thirty, is that okay?"
"Perfect," I instantly agreed and then after hanging up rushed to my shower to clean myself up.
You old fool, I told myself as I fretted in front of the mirror, you're forty some years older than the girl. You could be her grandfather. But during the whole time I tried on various ensembles that I thought might please the lady my cock was standing erect, hard and high against my stomach.
You idiot, I muttered aloud when I was finally dressed and heard the front doorbell chime.
"IS THE 'LITTLE GARDEN' YOURS?" were the first words out of Rose's mouth when I opened the door on her radiant beauty.
I stood dumbstruck for what, although probably only seconds, seemed like minutes, mouth open as my eyes took in this angel on my doorstep. "Little garden?" I finally stammered.
It was only a simple summer dress. But no man would have been able to resist Rose while she was wearing it. Her golden Mediterranean coloring was set off perfectly by its pale ivory tint. The button up front ended in a modest vee, just décolleté enough to display the first rise of her lush hills and the deep hollow between them.
A thin pink bra strap peeked out from the dress, its color an erotic invitation to my hungry eyes.
"Yes, the 'little garden'. It's what I've called it to myself ever since I first saw it last year. It's so perfect sitting there. I always wondered who owned it and why the gate was always locked. It looked so forlorn last winter, I wondered why the owner wasn't doing anything about it," she said, her words hardly penetrating my worship.
"It was Mona's garden...my wife," I finally answered. "She loved to work in it...she always left the gate open, always welcomed everyone...I just couldn't do anything last summer," I stammered.
"I understand," she whispered as she moved closer as if to comfort me.
"C'mon, I'll give you the full tour," I promised as I took her hand in mine.
There was a physical ease between the two of us as we walked through the garden, our fingers stayed together long after we could have separated.
"Is it all yours professor?" she asked as we slowly moved along the path and deeper into the luxuriant but now wild growth.
"Uh huh. We bought the house in 1972, god, more than thirty years ago now," I sighed. "Mona started it right away, over there," I said pointing.
"And what about the rest?"
"The house behind us went up for sale in '75. We bought it, rented it out to students, it paid for itself. By 1982 we had bought two more on our side and one on the other."
"You owned five houses? You must be rich?"
"Mona's Dad helped. He ran a factory, had lots of money. He'd put up the down payment and our renters paid all the costs. Mona kept extending the garden until it filled all five yards."
"But it's even bigger now."
"We added the last five over the following fifteen years."
"So you have ten houses?"
"Yup, five on each side. All of them, except mine, have a small apartment in the basement and then large apartments on the first and second floor, and then another small apartment in the attics."
"You must make a fortune in rents," she gasped.
"Its funny, in '75 we rented those big apartments for only one-twenty a month. Now they're..."
"One hundred and twenty! Gosh, my little efficiency costs me six hundred and fifty and it's out way past Main."
We continued the tour, each turn bringing either a gasp or a complaint from Rose.
"Oh, look at the pond, its perfect there. But it has to cleaned up professor... "The roses are beautiful, the bets so artful... "The grass should be trimmed, you need to edge.. "We need to do something there..." "A tree there..."
As she talked I knew I had captured the sweet girl, knew that it would be impossible for her to walk away from what she'd always wanted to do. "C'mon," I finally said, "I'm starving, let's go eat."
"But...I haven't seen over there," she said pointing, "I'll have to draw the layout, the positions of everything if I'm going to..."
"I have a shelf full of drawings, plans, everything Mona did over thirty years," I interrupted.
"Oh lets go see them."
"Later, let's eat now," I ordered.
We sat eating on my second floor balcony that overlooked the garden, and as we talked I saw her eyes continually dart left and right, taking in every aspect of the flora below even as she ate. As we slowly finished off the first bottle of wine our conversation became easier and more personal.
"Momma and poppa came from Italy. In 1987," she finally said.
"So you were born in America."
"Yes, but poppa says I was made in Italy," she said smiling, "the last thing they did before they left."
"And it was a very good thing they did," I answered, letting my eyes roam over her, letting her see my approval. "Magnifico!!" I said smiling as I kissed my fingers.
"Yeah right," she said as she blushed in pleasure.
The top button of her dress had come undone sometime during the meal and now each time she moved or bent over I had delightful view of her full breasts. The pink bra turned out to be a little lace demi-bra, a silk casement that did little more than lift and display the two gorgeous mounds.
And each time she bent toward me one of her dark nipples seemed to escape from the pink lace. Each of her large breasts, so much whiter than her arms or legs, had a dark, puffy areola capped by these fat, suckable nipples that continuously slipped into view. I had to restrain myself, my cock was raging in my pants, God, I wanted to throw her down and fuck her right on the patio table!
After dinner I took her on a tour of the house.
"You have a hot tub too!" she exclaimed after we had toured the whole house and ended on the patio behind the house.
"Yes, most nights I'll come out here for a half hour or so, sit in the tub, smell the flowers, think, relax...Do you want to try it?" I offered.
"But its late...you probably have things to do...you don't want me...I don't have a bathing suit"
It's up to you. I'm going to have one now or after you've left."
"I'd like to try it, but..."
"C'mon, I'll go get the rest of the wine. You can get in in all modesty while I'm gone. I'll bring you back a towel and a robe," I said and then turned and went into the house.
"But sir...." I heard as I walked away.
Rosie was in the water when I returned, her clothes, surprisingly including her bra and panties, piled neatly on a chair. It was dark outside, the only light a soft filtering from an upstairs window. "Don't look," I ordered as I walked towards the edge of the tub.
"It's dark, I can't see anything," she answered, but I could feel her eyes searching as I dropped the towel and quickly entered the pool.
"I've never done this with a man before," she giggled from across the circular pool. "Naked, I mean," she added.
"You're naked? ...I'm surprised...I thought you'd keep your panties, your bra on."
"Did I do something wrong? It is a hot tub."
"No, no, its fine, in fact excellent," I answered, "you surprised me, that's all."
"Good!" she answered enigmatically.
We talked easily; it was strange how comfortable we both felt in each others company.
"Now remember," I lured, "as you lie here in this warm, caressing water; if you become my full time gardener you'll be able to use it any time you want."
"I never guessed when you talked last week about the garden...I mean, I thought maybe..."
"So, do you think you could do something here? It's a pretty big job."
"It's all I ever wanted to do sir, it's...it'll be a lot of work, it'll cost...gosh, I don't know, but an awful lot..."
"You'll have to draw up a plan."
"I know. I'll work on it the next few days. Maybe I can show it to you on the weekend."
Rose finally said she had to go home, but warned with a smile as she climbed out, "Don't look sir."
"You said it was too dark," I teased as I watched her slowly towel herself off.
"It's not that dark," she laughed but made no effort to cover herself.
"You're in good shape Professor. For an elderly man, I mean," she teased back when I climbed out, and I knew her eyes were seeking out the awaking python that was swinging proudly between my legs.
"I'll walk you home," I offered when we were both dressed.
"You don't have to sir," she demurred.
"C'mon!" I insisted as I took her hand. It was a delight to walk in Rose's company on a perfect spring evening, and I was disappointed in how fast we arrived at her street. I would have been content to walk for hours in the company of this sweet girl.
"I'll cook dinner for you Sunday, then we can go over my plans, see if you like them," she suddenly suggested as we turned onto her street.
"But Rose, you don't have to," I protested even while elation flooded through my body.



"It's here, apartment 11," she said as she pointed towards a window on the third floor. "Thank you, for dinner, everything...it was nice...I like talking to you." She hesitated for seconds on the first step. Almost as if expecting a kiss, a word, but then turned and rushed up the stairs blushing before I could move. "Seven o'clock Sunday, my mamma's favorite Italian meal," she promised just as she slipped through the door.
Ohhhhhh fuck! She's not for you, I kept telling myself as I floated home. You're too old...this could get complicated I thought...
Sunday Night at Rose's
"I saw you at the market today," she said, holding the two bottles of wine I'd just handed her, just seconds after I'd arrived in her small, but cozy efficiency apartment at seven twenty Sunday night.
"It's nice, you've done a great job with it," I replied as my hand swept around her apartment, delaying, knowing she'd seen Dani.
"And now I have to move," she complained. "Was she your daughter?"
"Who? No, my two daughters live in California. You look lovely tonight Rose," I added, trying to change the subject. And she did! Of course she'd always look beautiful, but tonight, dressed simply in a thin, white, tiered cotton skirt, her large, braless breasts free inside a maroon silk blouse that hung by two slim straps from her bare shoulders, she was mesmerizing.
"The tall blond. Looks like a model...the girl you were walking arm in arm with this afternoon."
She was watching me carefully as I felt a blush rush to my cheeks. "Dinner smells great Rosie," I delayed again, "and so do you I might add. Is that..."
"She's not your girlfriend sir, is she?" she countered, a broad grin now pasted across her face.
"So, how did you do with the garden; are you ready to be appointed head gardener of the famous 'Scourie Gardens'? Do you have plans to show me?"
"Dinners ready sir, lets eat while it's hot and then we can talk about the garden and maybe even the pretty blond," she added, letting me know she hadn't left that behind.
Angels, goddesses, they shouldn't be able to cook. It's not fair. They don't need to, it's a superfluous talent. But of course it was the best meal I'd eaten in months.
"So, who was she? Your blond friend. Do you prefer blonds' professor?" Rose asked as we sipped our wine after dinner.
"She's a professional, a friend," I finally answered.
"Gosh, she seemed pretty young. What profession?"
"I mean she's a dancer. I met her at a club...she's also a student at Penn...studying engineering."
"Is she your girlfriend? I thought with your wife...I mean..."
"Listen Rose, you're young, there are certain things you may not understand," I started gravely.
"I'm eighteen! What things, sex? I know quite a bit professor," she answered, clearly offended by my tone. "I'm not a virgin sir, I," she started to add but then I saw sudden understanding in her eyes. "She's a prostitute? You pay her?" she accused incredulously.
"But she's so young...and you...I mean, oh Christ...and she's a student?" she stammered.
"I met her at the Pink Pussycat, she was dancing," I said blushing liking a schoolboy.
"She was dancing nude? She looked like such a nice girl...she was dressed like a lady...What were you doing in a place like that anyway?" she demanded.
"I know, I know, I'm an old man. But still, even at my age, sometimes I need..."
"I didn't mean you were too old for...well, you know, but professor, a place like that?"
"She started dancing last summer, after her second year."
"But why? She looked so nice."
"Well, she was $25,000 in debt after two years at Penn, she still had another two or maybe three years to go, she needed the money. I only met her last fall, just after school started."
"What does she do there?"
"Do you really want to know?"
"Yes."
"Well, basically, she walks around the club in a little, see through teddy...she talks to the customers...then when one asks her, she leads him to a little room where she gives him a lap dance."
"A what? How much does she charge?" the now obviously interested beauty asked me.
"Well the client sits on a couch while Dani dances naked on a stool she's placed between his legs. Dani is my friend's name, by the way, and she charges twenty dollars for each dance."
"That's disgusting! Why does she do it? Did she ever dance for you professor?"
"Well Rose, she worked six nights a week last summer, and at the end of thirteen weeks she had paid off all her school loans and had five thousand in the bank."
"How much?' she croaked. "You mean she made," she started and I could see her doing the calculations in her head, "$30,000 in thirteen weeks?"
"I think we better get back to gardening," I laughed.
"But how come you were walking with her hand in hand today?"
"We became friends."
"What kind of friends? You don't sleep with her do you?" she asked in a tone that didn't hide her amazement.
"Why is that so hard to believe young lady?"
"You're old...I mean...she's so very young," she stammered.
"Even a man as old as I," I started in a hurt tone.
"Do you pay her sir? Is that why you said she was a professional?"
"Danielle in fact tells me that I'm more than adequate, in fact she says that I'm exceptional, close to extraordinary," I boasted, "and we are both quite happy with the private arrangement we have."
"Is it because she's so tall, because she's a blond? Her long hair? Is that why you like her?" she asked. "You're tall too, and blond...she's like the same race or something. What are you anyway professor, your background, I mean?"
"I'm a Swedish/Scottish/Icelandic mix," I answered laughing. "And for your information Mona was a five foot, two inch Jewish, curly haired brunette with small breasts who kept me happy for thirty-eight years. Now can we discuss the garden?"
"I guess," she answered grudgingly but I knew she was hungry for more details.
"Here's the deal. Hey, are you listening?"
"Umm huh."
"Okay. Quit Privano Brothers tomorrow and come work full time for me. No, no, don't shake your head. Sixteen hundred a month, plus an apartment rent free, plus you can use the gym, the spa and hot tub, and"
"I'm not worth all that!"
"Listen. Its late, we've had too much to drink to discuss work. I've got to go. You sleep on it, come and see me tomorrow, we'll talk, I'll answer you questions...."
I could see suspicion suddenly appear in her eyes and she quickly asked, "You're not expecting me to sleep"
"I'm expecting you to make me the finest garden in Philadelphia young lady. And if you think it's too big a job for someone your age, then maybe you could give me the name of someone who'd be capable. One of your classmates or maybe one of your professors," I suggested.
"But I can"
"It was a wonderful dinner Rose, the best I've had in months. But old man that I am I better get home before I forget where I live," I said smiling.
Already recovered from my onslaught she shot back with a grin, "Don't forget your cane sir," and then gave me a quick kiss on my lips. And then asked just before the door closed behind me, "But what about full bodied Mediterranean types sir?"
Old men usually don't skip but that night I skipped all the way home, my feet barely touching the ground as visions of Rosie danced in my head.
The next morning
She arrived before nine, a sheaf of drawings under her arms, a broad smile on her lips. "I would've arrived earlier," she said saucily, "but I wasn't sure what time you elderly gentlemen usually rise."
"Coffee?"
"Yes please. But then I want to tell you my ideas, my plans...if you don't like them I'll go back to work this afternoon, I just told them I had an emergency this morning, that I'd..."
~~~~
"I know my plans are expensive...I mean if you don't want to spend that much we could do it differently," she said after having talked nonstop for an hour, her breathless recital of her plans captivating me. "I want to do it sir, I really do. I don't need much for me, you don't have to pay me much, maybe five dollars an hour, I can always waitress on the side..."
"You're hired."
"What? Really? Oh sir, I'll show you, you won't regret it," she yelped as she threw herself into my arms, her softness enveloping me. Jumping back after a second, she apologized, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to..."
"So, should we go look at apartments."
"Oh don't worry about that professor, I'll find something...I'll look again on the weekend."
"If you live here on the property, close by, you'll be able to work more hours, I'll get more bang for my buck," I countered seriously, "and I'll be able to find you if I have questions, if I don't like the way the job is going."
"But I can't afford"
"Miss Caravaggio, do you think I pay my employees so little they can't afford to rent an apartment?"
"No, but"
"No buts. C'mon, I'll show you some. I think I have four or five available now with all the students who graduated. The first I showed her, in a house two down from mine, was a large ground floor, two bedroom that faced the street.
"Its perfect sir," the bemused girl started, "but"
"The problem is that this one faces the street, not the garden...but my friend Dani would be your neighbor. She's upstairs,"
"The blond?"
"Uh huh, but lets check the others first." I showed her three more before finally leading her back to my house. "There's one more, but I'm not sure if you'd be interested. It's a nice one but it's on the top floor," I said pointing upward.
"In your house sir?"
"Yes, Mona and I built a guest apartment up there after the kids left. It's never used," I complained. "And it has a beautiful large window that looks over the garden."
"Oh gosh sir, it's perfect," Rose gushed after we had climbed the outside staircase and entered the large living room. "But, I just can't afford it, it's too much."
"You prefer this one?"
"Oh yes sir!"
"Good! When can you move in? We've got to get this garden going before the summers over you know."
"But...I've paid to the end of May at my place."
"We could rent a truck this afternoon. Hire a couple of students to help us lift your heavy stuff. All this furniture comes with the apartment of course. The stuff you don't want I'll get rid of. If we got you moved today you could be out working tomorrow," I finished.
"We haven't even discussed rent," she protested but I could see I'd sold her.
"The head gardener of the famous 'Scouries Gardens' is of course provided with free lodging on the estate. What kind of operation do you think I run anyway?" I demanded grinning.
Her simple, "thank you sir," followed by a quick kiss on my cheek as she lightly pressed against me, was all the thanks I'd ever need.
I collared the two junior football players who lived next door, rented a u-haul, and by three p.m. Rose was moved in.
"We have to go to the Garden Centre, then Home Depot," she insisted when the move was complete. "I mean, we've already rented the truck, let's use it."
The boys would have gone anywhere she asked, so it was seven before we returned home with a truck full of seeds, flower flats, small saplings, peat, fertilizer, etc., etc., etc.
~~~~
Rose worked too hard those first few weeks, I hardly ever saw her...the garden slowly started to bloom...
~~~~~
"I met your friend, Dani," Rose told me about a week after she'd moved in, after I'd collared her, insisting she take an hour off to eat a proper meal and brief her boss.
"She's nice. We went out and had dinner on Sunday. Some drinks. "
"Yes she is, very," I replied.
"I can understand why you'd like her," she added hesitantly. "I thought...I mean, a nude dancer and all...but..."
"Don't be fooled, watch out," I warned laughing, "she's wild...she'll get you into trouble without even trying."
"She's crazy," Rose agreed, laughing now too. "It might be fun though...going a little wild," she mused as her fingers played over the stem of her wineglass. "She told me a few stories about you too Professor."
"Did she? What did she say exactly?"
"Girl secrets sir," she answered with a saucy grin on her lips.
~~~~~
"Oh sorry, gosh, I didn't know you two were here," Rose exclaimed two nights later as she came to a dead stop ten feet from the hot tub, a towel over her arm.
"Miss Caravaggio," I said with a pleased surprise in my voice. "Are you going to join us?"
"I don't want to disturb"
"Hi Rose," Dani welcomed, "Jump in, the waters great."
"Yes, you hardly have any time for me anymore," I complained.
"Well, I guess...I could tell you all about the work, what I'm doing," she started.
"No," Dani argued, "you're going to get in with us and sip some wine and smell the flowers and just relax. We both think you're working too hard."
"You do?... Don't look Professor," she ordered as she pulled her t-shirt over her head after finally deciding to join us.
But I watched as she quickly unhooked her bra, stared even as her jeans and panties were pushed down her legs in one smooth motion, lusted as she stepped down into the tub, her thick, black, triangular pubic pelt an invitation to my already hardening shaft.
"You looked Professor," Dani accused loudly as she snuggled against me. "You can never trust these old men Rose, I learned that dancing at the club," she added, teasing even as her fingers momentarily closed around my rising prick.
"You can't trust any man," Rose pouted.
"Well, we really can't blame him," she laughed as she pushed herself across the tub and sat next to Rose. "I mean, you are like the most perfect women ever made," she said as she put her arm around the dark haired gardener.
"Yeah right."
"Tell her professor."
"The first time I saw Miss Caravaggio I told her she was more beautiful than any flower in any garden," I laughed. Rose was blushing now and then, when Dani leaned over and, with one hand moving to cup one of Rose's full breasts, moved her lips on top of the startled girls mouth, she turned a bright crimson.
"DANI!" she protested.
"It was just a kiss. I wanted to taste you."
"But gosh, you're a girl..."
"So Miss Caravaggio, what have you been doing beside work? Boys?" I interrupted.
"I've been too busy."
"You should never be too busy for men," I admonished. "Surely you must be able to get a date for Rose Dani. You could take her to your party tomorrow."
"No, I don't have time...I have work," Rose protested.
"Yes. You and I will wow them Rosie," she insisted as she hugged Rose again. "It's not fair though Professor," she complained to me, "her breasts are so much bigger than mine. No one will want me. Look how full and firm they are professor," she insisted as she slipped behind Rose and reaching around lifted both dark tipped orbs out of the water.
"Dani! Please!" Rose cried even as her nipples thickened and rose towards me.
"You're both perfect in your own ways," I said gravely.
"Mine stand up more maybe, they're more cone like, my nipples are pinker, prettier I suppose," Dani teased as she moved towards me. "I know you like it sir when I push them into your chest," she added as she embraced me.
"Why are your nipples prettier?" Rose interrupted, her fingers lightly touching herself.
"Blonds always have nicer nipples....here give me your hand."
"What, I don't want to touch your nipples, and blonds don't," Rose protested even as her hand was grasped.
"See how my body excites the professor," she demanded as she pulled Rose's hand between our bodies and led it to my straining cock.
"Oh my gawd," Rose whispered as her fingers explored me. "That's disgusting," she insisted even as her hand ran up and down my full length before finally releasing me. "Is she always like this sir?" she asked as Dani put an arm around the young girl and pulled her close.
"That's why he loves me," Dani said before giving Rose another long, full mouth kiss.
"I'm going to bed," Rose insisted, retreating.
"Can I tuck you in?" Dani leered.
"N...O...NO!" Rose squealed as she pulled herself splashing from the tub.
"Well I guess I'll have to sleep with you tonight professor. Goodnight Rose. I'll pick you up at ten tomorrow night."
"Night Rose," I added even as Dani lowered herself over my straining prick. "Jesus baby," I moaned as her ankles locked around my back.
"Night sir, night Dani," Rose whispered wide eyed as she watched Dani's rear start to rise and fall on my cock.
"Ohhh Gawwwd yes professor," were the last words Rose heard as she hurried away.
~~~
"Good morning sir."
"Rosie!" I welcomed delightedly as I looked at my Italian beauty standing on my doorstep early Sunday morning three days later. "Come in, come in."
"It's not too early is it? I didn't know if you went to Church or what," she stammered as she stared at me.
"You'll never be too early for me Rose. How can I help you?"
"I thought maybe I could update you...on the garden," she hastened to add.
"I know you're doing a great job Miss Caravaggio."
"C'mon," the eager beauty said as she grabbed my hand, "I'll show you."
"So," I asked as we slipped out the patio door and entered the garden through the rose lined arbor, "how was your evening with Dani?"
"Eveningssss!" she groaned emphasizing the plural.
"You two went out twice?" I asked, a note of surprise in my voice.
"She's bad! Very bad professor."
"So you had fun?" I laughed.
"No...well not really," she answered with a shy smile.
"Rich food, sweet drinks, handsome men, moonlight kisses, soft caresses...oh, to be young again," I intoned.
"Ha...Ha. I told you before professor, I've given up boys and I have no interest in men.
"We're not all that bad," I protested as I dropped her hand and put my arm around her shoulder.
"That's not what Dani said," she challenged.
"You know you can't trust blonds."
"You're blond," she accused smiling, but made no effort to escape my arm.
She led me through the garden, obviously proud of all she'd accomplished in such a short time.
"Well my dear, you've earned a bonus," I finally offered.
"I have?"
"Yes, how about an evening of food and wine and song with your employer?"
"You don't have to."
"I want to."
We spent a delightful evening together in a little neighborhood Italian bistro, the great food and wine simply the background to our animated conversation.
"I can't share a man," she suddenly blurted as we sat staring into each others eyes, our fingers interlaced.
"A beautiful girl like you will never have to. You'll have a choice of hundreds," I promised.
"You, I mean you," she whispered. I didn't answer before she rushed on, "she's beautiful. I actually like her," she admitted, "but..."
We walked home hand in hand, but subdued, her confession of her desires, my non response a wall between us...
She was standing on the first step of the stairway up to her apartment, her hand lightly in mine. "I had fun, thanks."
"Me too Rose."
"I should go...its late...I have work tomorrow," she delayed.
Taking her other hand I asked, "Would one goodnight kiss be breaking your one man- one girl rule Miss Caravaggio."
"Yes...No...probably not," she said with a bashful smile.
"Good," I said, just holding her hands as I looked into her dark eyes.
"So...would you like to? Just one."
"Maybe. Uh huh."
We melted into each other the second our lips met, our tentative first touch turned into a hungry embrace. Our wet tongues rammed together, twirled around, sucked, kissed, penetrated...she felt my need, my almost instantaneous hardness against her stomach...I felt her spiked nipples hard against mine...
"Noooo," she whimpered when I bent and lifted her, cradling her in my arms as our lips continued their hungry dance.
As I carried her through my front door and then rushed up towards my bedroom one of her arms circled my neck, holding me close, while the fingers of her other hand undid a button on my shirt and moved over my chest and nipples in an urgent caress.



My hand supporting her legs had slipped upwards, I felt her firm bum under my insistent fingers.
"We shouldn't...I can't," she cried as I set her down on her feet next to my bed.
"Ssshhhh," I whispered as my fingers slid across her chest, undoing, almost ripping off, buttons in my haste.
"Sir," she whimpered as her dress flowed down to the floor, and then stood trembling as I unclasped her lacy bra. She urgently lifted my cashmere pullover over my head before melting against me.
"You're hot, your chest," she whispered into my neck, her lips trailing moisture over my skin.
"I'm on fire, burning," I moaned as I felt her fingers struggling to undo my buckle. "Oh Jesus Rose," I groaned as her fingers found me, grasped me, released me.
"It's so big," she growled, both hands fondling me as she slid to her knees in front of me.
"No baby, oh God please Rose," I pled as her tongue licked the big dollop of pre cum that leaked from me.
I pulled her up, half turning her, knowing I'd explode in seconds if I didn't escape her voracious lips, then bent and tore off the wispy, red, silk panties that were the only barrier to my ravishing her.
She moved to the bed, bent over, spread her legs, offered her rear, invited, "Fuck me, please, oh please professor."
"Hurrrrrry!" she pled, looking back over her shoulder as I moved in behind her.
"Ooooooooohhhhhhhhhh," she screamed when I smashed deep into her, spreading, widening, forcing as my now burning cock sought release.
There was nothing subtle about this first fuck, it was simply an animalistic rutting of two needy bodies. She pushed herself back to meet my every piston like thrust, an aching nasal grunt her response every time I bottomed out in her cavernous depths.
"Harder...more," she screamed as I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her back, as I felt her first liquid tremors.
My cock bucking, I met her slippery emission, flooding my seed deep inside.
"Don't," she demanded as I went tried to roll off her but only found her rolling with me, keeping me inside as she lay atop me. Impaled. She rotated atop my prick and ended up facing me, my thick white sauce still dammed up inside her.
She bent over, licked a nipple, bit down and stretched it. "Owww," I protested as she switched to the other.
"More," she ordered as she rose on my shaft and then dropped down hard. She flicked her tongue in my ear as she sped up, riding me now, her heels digging into the outside of my thighs as she rose and lowered herself like a win starved jockey.
I reached up, grabbed her hanging orbs, squeezed them as I started to lift my hips in rhythm with each lowering of her loins. "Ride me, ride me hard Rosie," I urged as I grabbed a handful of her long, thick, silky black hair, pulling her panting mouth to mine.
I pushed a thick finger up her ass just as we erupted again.
"I love him," she gasped as she watched my semi hard shaft slide from her leaking cunt.
"What about me?"
"You too mister," she leered saucily, her hand pumping the last drops from my cock.
"Come here," I ordered as I grasped her thick mane and tried to pull her to me.
"This first big boy," she laughed and then pulled my juicy prick into her mouth.
As she sucked I twisted her, bringing her cum filled pelt to my face. "You're sopping."
She spat me out, mumbled, "Eat me," then took me back into her mouth.
I spread the long, thick hairs and found her clit, licked it, felt her squirm, lifted my hips and pushed upwards...she started to bob her head, taking more and more of me into her throat as she thrashed under my relentless tongue.
We filled each others mouths with our discharges, fell apart groaning...
Later we fucked slowly...then fell asleep sated...
The morning after
"Did you go get coffee my love," I mumbled as I awoke with my cheek resting between Rose's two extraordinary breasts, the smell of fresh roasted coffee beans wafting in the air..
"NO!"
"Well then you smell perfectly ravishing this morning my love," I said with a smile and then ran my tongue up an alabaster slope and popped a thick, dark nipple between my lips.
"SHE DID!"
"Who?" I mumbled through my now full mouth.
"Morning Professor, morning Miss Traitor," trilled a voice from across the room.
"DANI!" I near shouted as my head jumped away from my hoped for breakfast and turned to see the young blond coed smiling in the doorway, a pot of coffee and cups on a tray in her hands.
"What...are...you...doing...here?" Rose demanded in a voice I'd never heard. A voice that echoed back hundreds of years to family vendettas in the Sicilian countryside.
"Oh, excuse me....Poor little old me, decided to come and visit the man she loves, the man she's worshipped for months, the man who stole her virginity and heart..." Dani started.
"You picked the Professor up in a strip club, you slut," Rose stormed.
... "And she finds this man she loves, who loves her," Dani continued, completely ignoring Rose's outburst, "she finds him naked in the arms of a foreign girl, an alien, a dark Italian temptress...."
"You know I'm American,"
".... God, a poor, lonely, plain girl I'd tried to befriend, a girl I took to parties, entertained...and what does she do to repay me, her only friend? ....Only slip into my lovers bed...only seduce the poor elderly, befuddled man who I love...only use her wanton foreign tricks, her fat, sloppy breasts, her wide, motherly hips to..."
Both Rose and I were unable to stop wide grins from appearing on our cheeks as Dani ran on.
"...to...to...to bewitch, yes bewitch the poor man..."
"You are evil.... evil, evil, evil," Rose complained as Dani sat on the edge of the bed.
"Would you like some coffee," Dani countered offering a cup.
"NO!"
"Professor?"
"Yes, please."
"Alright...yes," Rose grumbled.
"So, did I lie?"
I watched Rose blush as Dani stared at her. "About what?" she finally responded but I could see she didn't like the way the conversation was going.
"About the professor. About this," she said as she pulled the sheet from my waist and put her hand on me.
"I'm leaving!" Rose exclaimed as she jumped from the bed.
"Good! Then I'll have the professor all to myself this morning," Dani beamed as she slipped the straps of her dress from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.
"You're not wearing any underwear," Rose accused as Dani slipped in next to me.
"Are you still here?"
"Yes, and I'm not leaving!"
"The professor prefers blonds in the morning," Dani countered as one of her hands slowly caressed me.
"He prefers a girl with breasts," Dani insisted as she arched her back provocatively.
"Cow!"
"Bimbo!"
"Girls, girls, please..."
"Shut up Professor," Rose ordered just as Dani embraced her.
~~~~
"He likes it when you do this," the little minx instructed Rose, her tongue languidly circling my engorged cockhead.
"Let me try!"
"We'll share," Dani insisted, her tongue dueling with Rose's around its single eye.
I finally came, spitting strand after strand of ropy, white sauce alternatively into their waiting mouths. They kissed, shared, kissed me, made me taste myself at the end of their moist tongues...
~~~~
"In your bum! Doesn't it hurt?" Rose asked as I knelt behind Dani, her rear high up in the air as she buried her head in a pillow.
"You'll see," she laughed as I pushed deeply in. "Now put your head under me, kiss me, lick me," she demanded of the dark haired Italian.
"But I ..."
"Hurry, pleasssse Rose, hurry," she pled as I stroked deeply. They were in a sixty-nine under me when I finally pulled out, and I watched as my slippery cum dripped from Dani's stretched anus and oozed down onto Rose's lapping tongue.
~~~~
Later, Dani had a finger deep in my anus, stroking my prostate as I bucked an overflow load into my gardener, my seed flooding nature's most perfect furrow.
~~~~ "Fuck my breasts professor," Rose teased, holding her full mounds up and together.
"That's not fair," Dani complained, trying to mimic her friend with her smaller, but still gorgeous, orbs.
I did though; kneading her breasts and tweaking her nipples as I pumped between her Sicilian hills, gushing finally into her waiting mouth even as Dani tried to get some for herself.
~~~~
Two is better than one, three better than two. Even Rose admitted she'd been wrong.
I took her ass!
They took mine!
It was a morning...Christ, a day and a half...of a thousand small pleasures...
Labour Day
It's almost three months now since that morning, and so far, touch wood, the three of us have managed not to kill each other. We've become a threesome! We share... our bodies ...totally...we'll try everything, anything. The sex is of an intensity none of us have ever experienced. We're in love!
I'm sixty-one! I can't imagine it lasting but know without these two women in my life I'll be nothing. I haven't even told my children yet. Don't care. I'm even thinking maybe, just maybe, that it's time to have a second family.
Two families? Jesus.
The gardens beautiful. The girls start school this week. Winters coming... but I'm happy!
THE END
*
If you've made it this far, please take a sec and cast a vote. Of course I'd prefer a five but, if you're so inclined and feel you must, I'm quite prepared for other scores. I prefer any vote as opposed to you not voting.
For your information, my recent stories have been receiving many more votes than my earlier stories. However it's still only a small percentage of readers (usually around 1-3% at best of total views) who take the small amount of time required . So, I'll be delighted if you vote for this story (and of course other stories you read on this site). Don't hesitate to post your comments or send me e-mails. I try to respond to all who leave a return address.
Thanks!
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MANDY'S STORY
The farmhouse sat at the end of a dusty lane that wove listlessly over a half mile from the turn-off from Horry County Road #6 just outside Conway, South Carolina. It was only after you'd made the last turn that the white, two-story house came into view, peeking through the tall trees my grandfather had planted sixty years ago.
I saw Chris standing at the wide door of the old barn, waving in welcome as the warm breeze made the long, blond curls dance magically around her head. She was my baby sister, thirty-one now, finally separated after a twelve year marriage from her husband Dwayne.
She's still as beautiful as she was when she was fifteen, I thought, as I watched her naked breasts, breasts still riding high and firm on her tall frame.
"Hi," she welcomed simply as I jumped eagerly out to meet her.
I laughed when she put her clay covered arms around me, enjoying the feel of her even as she ruined my white blouse.
"What if I had been the mailman, or the grocery boy...topless like that," I chided after we'd kissed.
"I'm a horny, single woman now...just like you," she laughed, a new confidence in her eyes.
"Ya'll still have the puffiest nipples I've ever seen," I giggled as I quickly tweaked one.
"Hah! So, how was the course," she asked as we walked arm in arm towards the house.
"First you're going to tell about these dirty sculptures you've been doing. I can't believe you never told me."
I'm thirty-five now, live and teach in Savannah, want to be a writer, a single Mom who'd just sent my son Jimmy, my only child, off to Boston and MIT. I've never been married, not even close. My best friend, the person I loved the most, was this willowy blond who walked topless next to me, and she'd kept a secret from me for at least ten years.
I could see her blush as she stammered, "I was embarrassed, worried what people would think..."
"It's art, true art Chrissie," I said thinking of the wood crate that Chris had sent me a month ago, a crate that when opened revealed a statue of myself that took my breath away.
"Did Jimmy show you the web site?" she asked warily.
"We didn't have time. I only had three days with him to get him packed and off to school."
"How is he?"
"Golly, he was as crazy as ever. He musta grown another inch while I was away; what'd you feed that boy anyway," I asked, referring to the two months my boy had spent with Chrissie on the farm, not knowing he'd spent most of the summer eating his aunt!
"I miss him already," Chris answered wistfully.
"Me too....Oh my gawd!" I shrieked as we climbed the porch steps and I was faced by two statues of Daddy standing on pedestals guarding the door.
"I've put my statues all over the house, the barn, by the pool," she said with a shy smile as I stood mouth agape, "so you could see them."
"Has Daddy seen these, does he know anything bout this"? I asked.
"Not yet," she said with a wince.
"He'll kill you," I laughed as I put my hand over the tiny, pink prick that sat erect on the eighteen inch high statue. "No pubic hair and a baby prick! You didn't put a picture of this online did you?"
"You'll see," she answered ominously.
"Here all our lives everyone thinks I'm the wild, crazy daughter, the tramp daughter knocked up at sixteen, while you're the sweet, demure beauty who wouldn't even talk about sex. And fuck, now I find out you've got this perverted, secret slut life."
"I don't."
"Oh gawd no!" I can't stop from saying in protest as she propels me through the front door and guides me to the living room and I see the statue over the mantelpiece. "Has anyone seen that?" I demand as a perfect, naked likeness of myself stares back at me.
"No, I just put it out for you...well, Jimmy has of course."
"My son saw this," I gasp as I continue to stare at myself squatting naked, my engorged pussy lips wide open, painted crimson, hovering over a hard phallus.
"It's his fault anyone ever saw them," Chris protested defensively. "He broke into my private storeroom."
"What did he say?" I asked, excited at the thought of my young son looking at such a sexual representation of his Mum.
"He was more worried about his, about the size of his...you know."
"Penis?" I supplied, incredulous that a women who could produce such graphic work was still shy about using the word penis in front of her sister.
"Yes," she grinned back.
"God, did you make him as small as Daddy?"
"Smaller."
"Oh no. What'd he say?"
"Well, he was pretty angry at first. Insisted that they all be 'repaired' as he called it, or hidden forever in the swamp."
~~~~
We settled in together as we always had, into a comfortable love, a friendship we'd formed as children. We had ten days before I had to be back for school opening in Savannah and my sister used all ten days in trying to convince me to move back home.
"You're all alone down there...
"I have no one to talk to...
"You've got to finish writing that book, you're wasting time...
"No one ever visits me...
"I need a friend...
We gardened and then ate the products of our work in fresh salads under the warm September sun. We swam naked in the pond during the hot afternoons and then lay tanning until I was soon as dark as Chris. We sipped wine as we talked on the porch as the sun slowly sank. We spent our nights intertwined under the cool silk sheets on Chrissie's king sized bed. It was so nice to sleep with someone again, even if it wasn't a man...
We were sisters again! She made me want to come home!
"I can't, I need the money," I'd cry.
"Bullshit, you could sell your house; it has to be worth half a million."
"It has a mortgage!"
"You'll never be an author if you're not brave," she railed.
But it was her simple plea made just as I was getting into my car to drive home that stayed with me as I traveled to Savannah, "I need you Mandy. I don't know what I'll do if you're not here with me this spring."
I didn't know the reason then, but in the days that followed, her plea reverberated in my mind.
AUTUMN
It was a rainy fall in Georgia and my life seemed as gloomy as the weather. My students seemed to be the worst class I'd ever taught, although I knew it was me, not them, who was the problem.
The hopes I'd had for my writing, hopes nurtured during my summer course in Colorado, were dashed as page after page was dropped listlessly into the garbage.
I didn't have sex! A hundred days and I didn't have one warm body to cuddle next to, no hard, thick cock to sate my need.
I missed my son, and often woke during the night, vague dreams of wild, orgasmic sex intertwined with visions of his tall, young body.
~~~
Daddy called in late October. His gruff, "What the good godamm is your crazy sister up to anyway?" the first words I heard.
"Hi Daddy," I sang back, immediately knowing he'd finally heard about Chrissie's internet site.
"She's got a picture of me naked with the tiniest little dick...right on the godamm internet. It's a bloody porn site for perverts!"
"It's an art work Daddy. A statue. It's not you; it's just an anonymous man."
"Bullshit! Looks exactly like me. What, do you think I'm going senile?"
I knew it was the size of the appendage that bothered him, not the rest of it, so teasing added, "You have been forgetful lately Daddy. You are almost seventy."
Sputtering he yelled, "Seventy my ass! I'm sixty-three. Has the ninny ever seen a real penis?"
"Why don't you call her? I thought it looked very lifelike."
"I did! She made no sense at all. God, I've got a mind to show the two of you at Christmas what a real prick looks like."
"Daddddddy!" I scolded in my most schoolmarms' voice.
"I didn't mean..."
~~~~
I flew to Boston for thanksgiving. Jimmy threatened to quit MIT and come home. He was working twenty hours a day trying to keep up with his schoolwork while running the two online businesses he'd started as well as tweaking the program he'd sold to a bank last year.
"I got lots of money, I'm too busy," he complained as we sipped wine in his messy apartment. "I'm learning nothing new. I haven't got laid..."
"What?" I asked.
"I have no time for women," he amended, blushing.
I slept naked in his bed that weekend while Jimmy took the couch...I was almost hoping he'd join me, shit, I hadn't 'got laid' since the summer! In my dreams I thrashed under his hard, young body...
~~~~
I put the house up for sale as soon as I got home. Fuck it; it's time to see if I can write...
Two weeks later I called Chris...
"I hope you were serious," I started.
"Mandy! Hi. About what?"
"About having a roommate."
"Really!" she squealed with a child's delight in her voice. "When? When, when, when?" she demanded.
"I sold the house. I got to be out by January 1st."
"Oh I love you. Once you're here for Christmas you can just stay. Do you need help packing? When can you get here?"
"I was planning on coming up the twentieth. I'll get everything ready; then let the movers do the work. When are Daddy and Jimmy getting there?"
"Jimmy on the 22nd, Daddy late on Christmas eve."
CHRISTMAS
She stood tall, immobile, a Mona Lisa smile on her lips, her arms wrapped underneath her large breasts... her large breasts?...I'm half in, half out of the car....simply too shocked to move.
"You don't even want to say hello to your new roommate?" she asks as she suddenly moves toward me.
I want to scream, yell out the vilest words I know, but finally simply ask, "Another surprise you forgot to tell me about?" She had no bra under the tight tank top she wore, and as she moved, her now larger breasts only seemed to point towards her now gently rounded stomach below.
"How many months are you?
"Shit, does Dwayne know?
"Does Daddy?
"When is it due?
"Is it a boy? A girl?" I demanded rapid fire. It never even crosses my mind that it's Jimmy's baby growing in my sister's womb, that soon I'll be a grandma!
"I'm happy you've come Mandy," she disarms me as we embrace, "So very happy."
I don't let her help as I unpack the car, shooing her away even though she says she still has close to four months to go. "No wonder you looked so good in September," I said, remembering the glow on her skin I'd attributed to the summer sun.
"I told you I needed you," she replies.
She talks of everything but the baby as I work, and then over a late dinner makes me talk about my writing, demanding details, unwilling to let me ask about the child. I went to bed frustrated, my curiosity denied.
I couldn't stand it any longer, and even though the bedside clock read 2:05, I rose, and then naked and barefooted tiptoed down the hall to Chrissie's room. I could see her in the moonlight when I entered but still lit of one the bedside lamps as I slipped under the sheet.
"Mandy?" Chris asked as she awoke with a start.
"Let's talk," I ordered.
"It's so late," she complained yawning but watched me with a sly grin as my eyes followed the round curves of her body as she stretched sinuously beside me.
"I'm not leaving until you tell me," I warned.
"Good," she said as she curled into me, "now let's go to sleep and we'll talk in the morning."
I finally slept but not before luxuriating in the feel of my little sister's naked body lying against mine...
~~~~
"It's not Dwayne's," she said between sips of the coffee I'd just delivered.
"But..."
"When he left," she lied, "I just felt like I had to do something...I went to Charleston for the weekend, rented a room."
"What?"
"I had to prove to myself I was still desirable," she added as I started to nod my head, me, her perennially frustrated sister understanding completely what she'd felt.
"And..."
"He was an engineer, a northerner though"
"A damn Yankee," I laughed.
"Yes. Tall and blond, distinguished, about fifty...he said he was married though..."
"Aren't they all?"
Later when I learned the truth I asked Chris if she'd made up the story on the fly or whether she had spent months practicing it – but she'd never answer. "And?" I demanded, now totally caught up in her tale.
"We made love. For three days," she giggled with sparkling eyes.
"And..."
"He was beeeeg," she gloated, making me remember I'd used the same term to her the previous summer.
"You slut," I chuckled, believing every word.
~~~~
The movers arrived with my heavy furniture, the hundreds of boxes, around noon the next day and sis and I directed them, some stuff here, some there, some to be stored in the barn.
We slept in each others arms again that night, both of us excited knowing Jimmy was to arrive the next day.
~~~
I should have understood as soon as I saw my son's reaction, his stunned surprise, the pride in his eyes.
But in the excitement, the happiness we all felt I missed the obvious.
But I'm not totally stupid though, and at about 3:51 a.m. the next morning awoke with complete understanding.
'You bitch', I thought, thinking of my supposedly innocent sister sleeping next door. 'My son,' I screamed inwardly. I tossed and turned for four hours before finally marching down the hall.
"You're lucky I didn't come in here last night, I mighta killed ya," I started, then almost lost it.
"I'm only thirty-five and I'm going to be a grandmother," I screeched, my carefully planned words completely forgotten.
"Uh huh," my sister answered sweetly.
"So you don't deny it?" I squawked.
"Is everything okay?" my son asked, drawn to the door by my strident voice.
"I'm talking to your Aunt right now Jimmy," I said in my most icy tone, a sound that drove him meekly away. "A night in fucking Charleston with a Yankee. How dumb do you take me for? Jesus!"
"Well at least you know who the father is now."
"Daddy's right! You've gone crazy," I mumbled, unable to stay angry.
~~~~
We were all eating ham and eggs twenty minutes later when I looked at my son across the table and hissed, "I know."
Quickly looking at me, then his aunt, then back, he smiled and said with a relieved sigh, "Good," then stood and moving to my sister lifted her from her chair and embraced her. I watched for second after second, watched as my son's and my sister's bodies entwined, watched as their lips and tongues met, watched as Chris's arms circled my boys neck, watched as Jimmy's hand moved to her thigh, slipped under the hem of her nightgown, moved up...
"STOP!" I shouted as Chrissies fingers moved to the elastic waistband of my son's sweatpants.
"Sorry Mom," he gasped as they both fell apart blushing.
Somehow I made it through the next fifteen minutes of discussion without completely losing it. I finally had to escape, knew that within minutes these two, hungrily eying each other throughout, would be at it whether I stayed or went.
As I stood, ready to flee, Jimmy asked, "What do we tell granddad?"
"WE DON'T TELL HIM ANYTHING," both Chris and I yelled at the same time.
"I'm not pregnant. I'll wear sweaters, it doesn't show much. He's only here three days, he'll never notice," Chrissie decided with no dissent from Jimmy or I. "I'll tell him eventually."
I fled the house. Returned two hours later. Heard the cries, my sister's passion echoing through the house as my son fucked her.
Finally, secretly stood at her half open bedroom door, watching my son's white buttocks as he pumped his sperm into my sister's heaving body. Wanted it to be me!
Watched when she took his dripping prick between her lips, fled as I felt my insides melt.
Chrissie slipped into my room ten minutes later, naked, a string of my son's seed hanging from the corner of her mouth. She knows I watched, but doesn't say anything as she kisses me, as her tongue pushes his sticky cum between my lips. She leaves silently. My fingers rush to my need...Oh God!
~~~
Daddy, as Chris had predicted, is completely oblivious to her condition when he arrives on Christmas Eve, giving both she and I only cursory hugs before launching into his complaint.
"What if my friends see them?" he demanded, "God, everyone I know will think I've got a tiny prick."
"Not your girlfriends," I teased.
"They don't even look like you Daddy," I added, lying to him, as all four of us looked at the pictures of the four statues of him on page 3 of Chris's internet site.
"Christ, the page is labeled 'Memories of Daddy', what the hell do you think people will believe?" he stormed.
"You shoulda seen mine gramps," Jimmy interrupted, "she made me smaller than you."
"Oh then, where the hell are the pictures of them," he ranted
"You don't think I'd let Aunt Chris put them on the site?" he smirked back.
"Threw them out did ya? I blame you Jimmy, you're the only one who coulda set up this computer crap. I want you to fix it," he ordered his grandson.
"But gramps."
~~~~
We had an old fashioned Christmas, a day filled with presents and smiles, with turkey and pumpkin pie, with stories and singing...love...
Chrissie's gift to Daddy was a new eighteen inch high statue of him, but this one sporting a twelve inch prick!
We all laughed at his, "Now that's more like it! Still a little small but..."
"Now don't exaggerate gramps," Jimmy admonished his beaming elder.
We all slept in separate bedrooms for the three days Daddy stayed, somehow Chrissie and Jimmy controlled their passion, knowing not to ruin the holidays for Daddy, for all of us...
~~~~~
I talked as I drove Dad towards Myrtle Beach and his flight home on the 28th, gently trying to convince him to come and stay the whole spring and summer with us.
"We're all alone Daddy, we need a man around."
"What would I do up here all the time?"
"You got your friends, you could bring the boat up, fish," I wheedled. "We'll need help in the garden, the orchard...we've got a hundred repair jobs only you could do."
"Maybe I could come up mid-June, no earlier though"
"April Daddy. Its perfect here then, you'll be too hot in Miami."
"We have AC my dear. Besides, what'll I do for girls?" he asked, finally voicing his real reason for not wanting to stay too long in our small town.
"You can always drive over to Myrtle Beach if you get so horny that the Conway women can't satisfy you."
"Hmmmmh," he grumbled.
"Besides, you'll be living with the two prettiest single women in the county," I said as I pulled up in to a spot in the short term airport parking lot.
"Little good that'll do me."
"Tall, horny, blond girls, one of whom hasn't had sex in three months," I added saucily as we entered the terminal arm in arm.
He didn't say anything when he checked in and got his boarding pass but I know his mind was working furiously, trying to figure out which of his daughters wasn't getting laid.
"That crazy girl might find a man if she didn't spend so much time with those sculpture things," he finally said as we approached the gate, evidently deciding it was Chris who wasn't getting any sex,
As he looked down at me, seeking confirmation of his guess, I reached up to Dad. A goodbye kiss he thinks as I lightly kiss him, perhaps the ten thousandth time in my life our lips have met, chaste, father-daughter kisses that have comforted me, kisses that simply expressed our family love.



I felt his start, his surprise as my tongue penetrated him, the attempt to escape when I wetly filled his mouth, watched his eyes open wide when our tongues clashed..."Mandy," he groaned when we finally break apart.
"Oh don't worry about Chris," I whispered in his ear, "she's getting almost more than she can handle."
"But that means," he started before I interrupt.
"Don't forget me while you're down there with your old retirees," I panted, surprised as much as he by my boldness.
"I better go...they're calling the plane," he stammered as we stand inches apart, our eyes locked.
"One more for luck Daddy," I whispered as he turned to go.
He met my tongue this time, curled around it, pushed it back, drove his wet probe deep into my mouth. I felt him hard against my stomach, wished it was his cock in my mouth, wished it was his sperm in my cunt...
We fell apart, stunned, I ordered softly, "Don't stay away too long Daddy, both Chris and I need you." I watched him as he stumbled away, smiled, gave a small wave when he looked back one time before disappearing down the tunnel.
~~~~
"Did you get Dad all organized and to the plane on time?" Chris asked innocently when I arrived home.
"I think so," I answer enigmatically.
~~~~
It takes the two of us at our persuasive best to get Jimmy to leave and go back to school a week later. He finally agrees but not without issuing provisos and orders:
"E-mail, phone me every day...
"Mom, you take care of her...
"If there are any problems I'll be on the first plane...
"I may quit anyway...
"Make sure she eats right mom, I'll e-mail you a list of foods...
They'd spent the days since Dad left in an almost endless bout of lovemaking.
I fell asleep every night with my fingers buried in my pussy, Chrissies cries echoing through the house.
Jimmy and I didn't discuss what was happening...but our eyes would meet again and again...he must have seen my desire, my hungry need...I thought I imagined it when I saw it in his...
Chris and I fell asleep in each others arms the day Jimmy left, crying softly...
~~~~
We settled back down into a sort of normalcy after the men had left. Chrissie worked on her art while I started to write again.
For the first time in years I felt I was making some progress with my writing, that I might just be able to finish the book I'd worked on for the last ten years.
We chose to sleep together, loving the comfort our bodies gave the other. There was no sex although our need hung just below the surface.
~~~~
Daddy called early in March, irate again.
"Where's your sister," he demands gruffly without any pleasantries.
"She's out Daddy. And how is my handsome father today?"
"Your handsome father just happened to be talking to his old friend Dick Campbell this morning, and guess what sweetie, I'm apparently GOING...TO...BE...A...GRANDFATHER!" he thundered.
"I told you we needed you here this spring."
"You didn't tell me my divorced daughter was going to have a baby! Is it too much too ask when this child is due?"
"April 15th Daddy."
"Christ, that's only five weeks from now!" I could almost hear his mind doing the math before he finally added, "Do you mean that doofus Dwayne is the father?"
I held my breath for a couple of seconds, delaying so I could get the story we'd practiced clear in my head.
"Maybe you should talk to Chris," I suggested.
"Mandy!" he ordered.
"Well it's complicated," I started.
"MANDY!"
"Well Dwayne thinks he's the father...but he's actually not."
"Who the hell is," Daddy hissed, his impatience mounting by the second.
I gave Daddy the dirty weekend in Charleston story, the married Yankee who in one wild weekend had impregnated his naïve daughter. It was close enough to something he might have done in his salesman days that he accepted it completely and commented accordingly, "Didn't know Chrissie had it in her."
"You can't say anything though," I said in a conspiring tone, ready now to reveal the rest of our story.
"Why?" he asked suspiciously.
"Dwayne's agreed to put his name on the birth certificate."
"He thinks he's the Dad?"
"No Daddy, Chris finally explained everything to him when he found out, but begged him to keep quiet about it and pretend to be the father."
"And he agreed?" Dad asked incredulously.
"Chrissie said he's quite proud about the whole thing. Telling all his buddies his ex is having his baby."
"I always knew that boy was a few bricks short of a load," Daddy spat out.
"Now you know why I wanted you home early this year. We need you Daddy," I ended in a little girls voice.
"Well sheeit. You're sure its April?"
"Yes Daddy. Now you be sure to call Chrissie tonight, she needs your support."
"Okay honey," and then after a long pause asked, "So all that stuff about you not having a man...well you know...what you said at the airport..."
"Oh no Daddy! That was true! Only it's now six months since any man has seen me naked...I'm so horny Daddy...I can't go anywhere! I'm spending all my time taking care of Chrissie...I need your help...I know you'll be able figure out something...find me a man...."
"We'll see honey," he said with a new interest in his voice, "Listen I'll call you back soon, let me see what I can organize..."
~~~~
"You told him what?" Chrissie demanded as we lay entwined in bed later that night. "Poor Daddy. A little slut for a daughter," she said laughing.
"I had to make sure he'd come!" I insisted.
"But he may think..."
"Ummm," was my only response before I captured her wet lips.
~~~~~
Two nights later as we lay spooned together, her now big breasts and huge stomach resting softly against my back, one arm draped over my breasts, she whispered in my ear, "What about Jimmy?"
"What about him?" I stalled.
"You know. Did you ever want to?"
"No...never."
"Liar!"
I rolled over so I was facing Chris, kissed her pretty nose, then asked, "Do you want to hear a story?"
"Please Mandy," she begged as she burrowed against me. "Is it about Jimmy and his Mommie?"
"Once upon a time," I started, just as I'd started every bedtime story I'd told her when she was five and six and seven and eight... "A sixteen year old boy was very unhappy for some reason."
"Why?"
"That's what his mommy wanted to know. 'Jimmy, tell mommy what's wrong', she'd ask but poor Jimmy was too shy to answer. Then one day she found him crying in his room and she finally got her boy to talk.
"He was sixteen but still only five feet four inches tall, and while all his friends were able to grow mustaches, Jimmy's chin was as smooth as a baby's. 'I don't have any hair there either mom,' he said pointing to his groin."
"What did his mommy do?" Chris asked.
"She told him he was a handsome, smart boy who'd grow to be a fine man one day."
"Did that make him happy?"
"No, the poor boy got sadder and sadder as the weeks passed."
"So what did you do?"
"Jimmy's mom felt sorry for him of course...but she also didn't want her son to end up being a little whiner..."
"What?" Chris protested, "That wasn't very nice of you."
"She wanted her boy to grow up to be a man," I insisted.
"And so"
"And so, I threw him in the car one day without telling him where we were going, drove two and a half hours south, and then pulled in at the 'Sunset City' nude beach in northern Florida."
"You never did!"
"When he walked out on the beach he almost had a fit. 'I'm not taking off my clothes mother,' he promised as we stood arguing in front of a thousand naked people."
"Poor Jimmy."
"I told him to wait in the car if he was a baby, but that I was going to sunbathe, and that I didn't want him hanging around clothed."
"What did he do," Chris asked but I knew she knew her nephew well enough by now.
"He spent the whole day naked on the beach and never complained again. Mind you," I added laughing, "he added six inches in height and started to grow a beard over the next six months."
"What about his..."
"Penis," I giggled. "Surely you now more about his penis than I?"
"It grew too," my sister admitted laughing.
"And then one day last year, during the second term of his senior year, a big eighteen year old man now..."
"Yes?" asked Chris, eager to hear more of her lover's secrets.
"Well he had quite a few girlfriends by then you know...anyway, one Saturday morning he arrived in the kitchen as I was eating breakfast, pranced in in his boxers, nothing else...very nonchalant as he strutted in front of his mother, his cock bouncing..."
"He did the same to me last summer," sis exclaimed. "What'd you do?"
"I just said, 'Jimmy, maybe we should have a little talk'.
'About what mom,' he wanted to know.
'Your little problem,' I said as I pointed to his shorts. 'You never told me if you ever grew any hair, if your penis problem was ever resolved.'
"You didn't ask him that?"
"He completely denied it! Said I was making the whole story up."
"He didn't!"
"But you know what? In the weeks that followed, he...well he made sure I saw it."
"How?"
"Oh, he'd just happen to come out of the bathroom after a shower as I was passing, 'oh sorry mom, I left my towel in my room'...or his door would be open when I went to wake him and he just happened to be lying naked on his back with a hard-on..."
"Did you tell him to stop?"
"No," I said with a grin, "I didn't want to ruin his fun."
"Your fun, you mean?"
"Maybe," I admitted.
"You're as bad as me," she accused as she hugged me even closer.
"I'm not having his baby, dear sister."
We kissed, both of us happy and then she whispered in my ear, "We could both share him."
"But what about Daddy?" I finally responded.
"We could share him too," she said with a twinkle in her eye.
"God, you are a tramp!"
We both dreamt that night!
~~~~
Two nights later as we lay in bed Chris leaned over and pulled something from the bedside table.
"You slut," I gasped when I recognized the thing for what it was. Utterly lifelike but huge, the long, thick, erect penis even had a large ball sac sitting tight under it and the base holding the thing had real blond hairs growing out of it.
"I made it," Chris exclaimed with a grin, "For you."
"It's huge!" I protested even as I felt the hunger grow between my legs. "It'd never fit...never," I laughed, then stuck out my tongue at it as Chris waved it in front of my face.
"I call it Jimmy junior," she said, leering seductively as she brought the fat head to my lips.
"He's not that big," I started.
"I made an exact mold of his cock last summer dear sister. Jimmy is very beeeeg," she laughed as she slowly trailed the shaft down my chin, then over each of my breasts, almost hurting my aching nipples, down, down lower until I felt it being run lightly over my crack.
"Nooooo, no please Chrissie," I pled as she worked the fat head inside me. This fabricated dildo was larger than any man I'd ever dreamed of, let alone fucked, and I knew I was lost as I felt my body's gushing embrace of this monster.
"Call it Jimmy," Chris cooed as she worked it inside of me, each thrust splitting, widening me.
"Chrissss, oh Chrisssss!" I protested weakly as my body arched off the bed to meet each thrust.
"Jimmy!" she insisted as she played me. "He wants you so bad."
"He doesn't! He's got you," I cried.
"He told me he's wanted you since he figured out what it was for," she laughed as she filled me again and again with my son's fat cock. "He loves his Aunt but he wants his pretty mommy," she continued to tease. "His sexy mommy, his so hot, sexy mommy," she said as she licked her lips and then dipped her mouth to my nipple.
"Oh fuck me baby, fuck mommy," I finally cried as my orgasm spasmed through me. I lay back, panting as I watched Chris pull the juice coated prick from me and then insert it in her mouth.
Without words we had agreed to share!
~~~~~
Jimmy arrived home on March 28th. "I dropped out," his final words on the subject.
We were so happy to see him we didn't care. We wanted him home when the baby arrived. When Chris and Jimmy left to go to bed that night I wanted to join them, wanted my son...wanted his beeeg cock...
I woke when he turned on the light and entered my room at two a.m., and then drowsily looked up and saw my son at the edge of my bed, naked, ready....I pulled the sheet aside, baring myself, offering...
"Mommy, I always wanted..."
"Shhhhh baby," I crooned as I held out my arms to welcome him.
It seemed even bigger than the toy when he slowly entered me, pushing, spreading me more than any man ever had.
He was gentle with his mom, his tongue and hands soft on my skin as he pumped in slow, long thrusts.
Every nerve end in my cunt seemed to be in contact with the male shaft that filled every corner of my pink, wet cave.
I came easily, fast; felt my juices lubricate my son's plunging giant. Minute after minute he lasted, finally speeding up, short, fast lunges now as a second spasm of emissions came from my trembling body.
Flooded by hot cum, I feel it everywhere, can't believe it as he bucks again and again inside me...
He pulls out even as I cry, "Nooooo honey, please, please baby, leave it in mommy." Hear the plop as my son's moist cockhead jumps into view, still hard, white sauce dripping from its end.
Watched as his thick cream slips from my pussy and over my thighs.
Leaned over to taste my son.
"What are you doing?" I cried when he lifted me from the bed and started to carry me towards the door. I could feel his cum oozing from my cunt as we moved. "I want to taste you."
Chrissie was awake, smiling, when Jimmy dropped me next to her on the big bed. "So, you seduced your little boy," she teased, "stole my lover."
"Hah!" I protested as I crawled over to her and lowered my lips on hers. "Ahhhhh," I squealed as Jimmy, after moving between my legs, shank his thick shaft deep into my pussy in one long thrust.
"He likes it horsey style, don't you Jimmy?" Chris giggled.
So did I! He felt as big as one.
~~~~
For two weeks we slept together, for the most part Chrissie watched as my son fucked me. I wanted to make up for the wasted years...Hard cock twenty-four hours a day.
~~~~
Daddy's big old Caddie pulled into the yard in a cloud of dust on April 15th.
He huffed and puffed about the pregnancy, but it was clear to us all he was happy to be finally becoming a granddad. And while he hovered around his pregnant daughter he couldn't help looking at me speculatively from time to time.
I knew what he was thinking, knew he was wondering just what, and when, something might happen between he and I.
I didn't make him wait long! Simply slipped naked into his bedroom twenty minutes after we'd all retired to our beds that first night. I was horny for Daddy's cock!
"Honey, they'll hear, they'll know," he whispers hoarsely as I approach his bed.
"I waited all my life for this Daddy," I say as I crawl up his naked body.
"But baby," he starts before I capture his mouth.
Although older, he's still harder, more physical, more dominating than his grandson. He takes me like a man. He dominates me! I thrash under him as he works me.
There's a cruelness to his lovemaking, a masculinity that awakens something new in me...a craving to be submissive to this man...
He moves me as he pleases, dominates me with his body...fucks me deep. I'm a groaning animal as I come...awash in seed...
~~~~
"Jimmy's the Daddy," I whispered as we lay entwined later, his sap slowly seeping from my pussy and over my thighs.
"Jimmy? What do you mean....ah fuck, I shoulda known," he laughed as comprehension hit him. "Dwayne, Yankee salesmen...sheeit, I shoulda known," he repeated. "That little bastard, fucking his Aunt right in front of all of us...I knew he'd never keep that big cock of his in that little bathing suit all summer...just thought he'd be fucking one of them teenyboppers..."
"A big Scouries cock," I interrupted as my fingers circled my Daddy's still hard shaft. "I think only a Scouries penis could ever satisfy Chrissie or I," I teased as I lowered my lips to his still leaking cockhead.
"It's too big for you honey," he groaned as I enveloped the fat head and started to lick him.
That's what you think, I said to myself as I took more and more of Daddy into my mouth.
He pumped my head against his groin, his hands twisted in my long, blond hair as he ejaculated into my throat...
"Did you ever want to fuck me when I was younger Daddy? Or Chrissie?" I asked as we lay panting afterward.
"I was married sweetie, never even dreamed of it."
"But after Mommy passed?" I pressed.
"Sheeit, you had the baby and were running around, and Chris, she was just married to Dwayne..."
"But didn't..."
"Couldn't help it some times," he finally admitted. "Running around half naked the two of you, swimming bareass in the summer, golden cunts...," he remembered.
"Did you watch us?" I teased.
"Dwayne off fishing with his buddies, you and Chrissie not getting near enough man, of course I wanted to...hell you two are the prettiest girls in the county, always were."
~~~~
We woke late, sweaty and sticky, our sheets caked with our juices.
"Morning lover," I said as I gave Daddy a quick peck on his nose.
"Morning to you baby girl," he rasped as he rolled on top of me, pinning my arms above my head.
"Aren't you tired?" I giggled, already feeling his hardness growing against my stomach. "You are pretty old."
"Sixty-three and horny as a thirteen year old," he promised as he pushed deep inside of me in one long stroke.
~~~~
"Are you two awake?" we heard yelled through the door and then a second later Chrissie burst into the room with two coffee mugs in her hand, followed closely by my grinning son.
"Hells bells," Daddy shouted as his prick exploded inside of me.
"GRAMPA! MOMMY!" Jimmy protested as Daddy continued to shoot rope after rope of hot cum into my wet insides, unable to stop as his orgasm engulfed him.
"You two," he finally muttered as he slipped out of me, a white strand hanging from his sticky cock, "sleeping together, making babies, it's disgusting..."
"You're a fine one to talk," admonished Chris, "giving your little, innocent grandson ideas..."
"Bullshit," he fumed but in the face of all our laughter finally started to grin.
Chris bent and licked its purple head, tasted me as she swallowed Daddy's cum.
"CHRISSIE!"
"AUNT CHRIS!"
"JESUS HONEY!" exploded from the three of us.
~~~~
"Jimmy's sleeping with us tonight Daddy," I announced as we were eating our dessert that night at dinner.
After nearly choking on a mouthful of apple pie, he started, "But...what about..."
"I want both of you in me...at the same time," I said licking my lips. Could see any protest die in his eyes as he considered the possibilities.
"What about Chrissie?"
"Oh, there'll be other nights Poppa," my little sister promised, "Don't you worry about that."
I was ravaged! Ummmmm! Two big cocks belonging to the only two men in the world I loved took turns, combined, shared, used...my little body. Years without a real man and now two huge cocks filling me.
It was 2:27 in the morning and I was squealing in pleasure as my son pumped his seed into my bum while daddy ejaculated hotly into my pussy, when we heard the wail.
My granddaughter's head was just visible between my sister's thighs when the three of us rushed naked into Chrissies bedroom.
"Jesus H. Christ," Jimmy moaned as he took in the scene.
"Call the fucking doctor," Dad ordered in panic.
"You better get some hot water, blankets, towels," I said softly as I knelt between Chrissies legs.
The first thing Elizabeth Marie Scouries saw when she popped out into the world five minutes later were her four nearest relatives, all as naked as she, watching raptly....



August 2006
It's been four months now.
Daddy's not going back to Florida – "I got lots to do up here, the girls need help, can't leave them alone," he tell his friends, pretending to be a martyr for the cause. Hell, he's getting more sex than ever before in his life.
Jimmy's not going back to school. He's running his companies from the farm. The joy of the internet!
Chris spends her days at her pottery wheel. Daddy's making sure he's depicted with the proper penile dimensions! He says he doesn't mind posing. "You're not supposed to move it if your posing," I tell him.
I'm writing my book.
We all work in the gardens; in the orchard...Wee Liz is a delight, doted on by four adoring adults...
We sleep together. Well, sometimes we sleep. So far it's working. Once in a while Dad gets too ornery and we make him sleep in the barn. OK, maybe not!
I'm thirty-five and for the first time in my life I'm sexually satisfied. I'm going to have a baby...I'll let fate decide whether it's Daddy or my son who fathers my child...maybe I'll have two...I know Chrissie wants more...
And it's so much fun making them!
I wonder if I'll ever tell them about Jimmy's real Dad, if I'll ever explain how...
THE END
*
Author's note: Amanda did eventually tell me the story of Jimmy's Dad. I didn't have time to add it to this tale but for anyone interested in hearing it, just send me a comment, IM, e-mail, whatever, with a return address, and I'll send you it asap.
Thanks for reading and...
...And please, if you've got this far, just take a sec and give me your vote. We Literotica authors slave away trying to amuse you with our tales – your feedback is our only recompense.



        Geoff and Melanie– Married Siblings

        18-year-old guy takes sister before she marries.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/geoff-and-melanie-married-siblings

Title: Geoff and Melanie– Married Siblings

Author: scouries

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: 18-year-old guy takes sister before she marries.

Tags: 18-year-old, college, cuckold, brother/sister, threesome, pregnancy




I recently was told this story by some friends. While I have fictionalized certain parts of the story and changed names and occupations, etc., this story is essentially true. I also changed certain facts to make it acceptable under Literotica's submission policy.
It is a brother-sister incest love story and if that is not what you are looking for don't read on. All sexual acts depicted in the story are committed by adults over eighteen years old.
If you do read on, I ask that you take the few seconds required and send in your vote. It's the feedback that makes writing stories fun.
SOUTH BEACH 2006
I'd met Geoff and Melanie Snider some eight or nine years ago. The fall of 1997 I think. They'd come into my photography studio with their two young daughters wanting some family pictures on a sunny, humid Miami Beach October day. They looked like a nice family.
The parents had looked about twenty-eight to thirty, around my age, although I remember thinking at the time that the wife might have been a year or two older. The little girls, just ten and nine, were adorable; giggling in the matching, bright yellow, summer dresses their mom had bought them.
But it was Melanie who got most of my attention that day. Even after two children she wasn't far removed from the hot, young models who continuously came through my doors. In fact, she had a motherly ripeness, a voluptuousness that easily eclipsed most of them.
It turned out later she wasn't interested in posing professionally for me. Nor apparently sleeping with me! Or so she said then.
We had a good session; I knew I'd produced some good work, that they'd be pleased. It's always easier shooting people you like.
It turned out we were South Beach neighbors, and over the next few months we would casually run into each other and wave hello and exchange a few words at the local coffee shop or at the newsstand or walking on Lincoln Road.
But it was only when I ran into the whole family tanning naked on Haulover Beach one day that we stopped being acquaintances and became friends. When you first meet someone you know from the real world on a nude beach, you either hope they didn't recognize you and turn away quickly, or you sit down and talk.
I sat. We talked. It just took us seconds to get over the nudity and find out we liked each other. It was easy for Geoff and I – we both had large cocks. There were none of those insecurity issues that often arise between different sized men on a nude beach.
We were both confident in our respective sexuality. I still wanted to fuck Mrs. Snider but I felt that way about a lot of women...
We became good pals and then as the years passed became the best of friends. The girls even started to call me Uncle Jimmy...
But even friends in South Florida don't exchange all their secrets. It's a universe where what you did 'Before Florida' is seldom talked about. Even after eight years as best friends of the Sniders, I didn't know much more about them than that they came from New England, fell in love, made some money in the market, didn't really have any family left, came to Florida for the weather...
It's a story that you hear a hundred times a year in South Florida...yeah, you always know something's being glossed over, that somewhere there's some dark secret in their past but...fuck, I was in the same boat myself.
And so two months ago I found myself sitting with Geoff and Melanie in their family room, the three of us sipping beer after a late BBQ dinner on their patio. It had become a Friday night ritual that we'd grown into, and which moved from their place to mine on a rotating basis.
~~~~
"Do you want to hear a story?" Geoff asked as I sipped my beer.
Looking up I quickly answered, "Sure," but couldn't help but notice how nervous he and Melanie seemed as they watched me from the couch. I was sitting on the floor resting against a fat pillow, just relaxing as I took in Mel's long legs.
He didn't say anything for a while, in fact seemed to be gathering all his strength...
"It can't be that bad," I said grinning.
"Its just that...we've never told anyone," he stammered, "you could...I mean"
"He means you might think us terrible, might hate us," Mel quickly interjected.
"What do ya mean, I love you guys," I protested as I looked deep into her eyes, then his, trying to convey my friendship. She slipped from the couch and embraced me, gave me a quick kiss, then lay against me as we both turned to Geoff.
Still, for seconds he hesitated, then finally mumbled, "Mel's my sister."
I thought I'd heard wrong at first, said "WHAT? Your sister? Who is?"
"He's my little brother," Melanie said.
JESUS H CHRIST, I thought.
"Can we tell you the story?" he asked, a pleading tone in his voice.
Who could refuse that offer! I pushed back deep into my pillow, hugged my beautiful friend...Geoff started to talk...
Geoff's Story
"I was born in 1968, just outside Nashua, New Hampshire," he started. "Mel, my big sister was four...
My dad worked for the state police. He was fifty-seven when I was born, mom forty. I'd been a surprise to them, a welcome surprise from what dad told me later.
Apparently my sister was ecstatic when mom brought me through the door. Mel latched onto me like I was a long awaited doll and never really let me go.
Ma died when I was five, taken by a breast cancer that just roared through her body, destroying her in months. I don't remember her much now, all I have is old photos of a pretty woman, someone who looks pretty much like Mel does today.
Mel became my friend...my mom...my love...simply everything.
I asked her to marry me for the first time when I was seven.
"You're too young for me Geoffie," she giggled that day.
"I'll be older soon," I promised.
"I'll wait then," she agreed laughing.
I seemed to ask her every six months after that; a young boys need, my lack of a mother, requiring constant love from the only woman in my life.
It became a game between us. She often let me sleep in her bed when I was young. Even when I was ten or eleven she'd let me snuggle next to her on cold winter evenings, she'd tell me stories until I fell asleep in her arms.
I had not the slightest sexual feeling for her in those days, didn't even know such feelings existed.
And then, the summer after I turned fourteen she left to go to university and my universe crumbled.
Oh, on the outside it probably looked like I had the world by the balls. I was pretty good looking and did well in school, and then when I showed I could play football my sophomore year...well, it seemed I had it made.
It helped I'd grown a big cock. It was weird, in my sophomore year it just started to grow, and grew, and grew...I quickly got a sort of small town fame, by the end of my junior year just about everyone knew I had about the biggest prick in the school.
It helps! Even as a junior I'd have senior cheerleaders come up to me and let me know they wouldn't mind going out with me. Why not? I was a horny seventeen year old.
But it was always Mel's face I'd see when I was dancing with a pretty girl, it was always Mel in my dreams...I missed her so much.
I only saw Mel fleetingly in those years. Thanksgiving, Christmas, Easter, some time in the summer, although the last two years she was in college she'd worked summers in the city and so Dad and I didn't see her much.
But when she was home I was walking on air, always still in love with the girl who seemed to get prettier and more desirable with each passing year.
And then the phone call!
June 1986
She was suddenly getting married to someone else! Except it wasn't that sudden. We'd heard increasingly more about Bernard over the last two years, even had to endure a week of him the summer before as well as a few days between Christmas and New Years.
Dad was happy when Mel phoned at Easter, announcing their engagement and plans to marry the July 4th holiday weekend. I think he was mainly happy because at seventy-five he had become increasingly worried he wouldn't live to give his little girl away.
"But he's an asshole Dad," I'd argued, pissed off that my beautiful sister was getting married just ten days after my eighteenth birthday.
"Melanie likes him son. And he seems a pretty smart boy. Mel says he's already making a good living."
"But would you want to go fishing with him pa," I interrupted.
"Maybe not son. But shit Geoff, not every man is born to fish. Besides, I got you to fish with," he said as he ruffled my unruly hair.
Maybe if I hadn't been in love with Mel I would have given him a chance, but I was...All I wanted to do was marry my twenty-two year old sister. Fuck her. Have her be the mother of my kids. And instead she was marrying some dork named Bernard!
~~~~
"Geoffrey," she yelled as she hurdled herself out of her car and ran smiling open armed towards me two days before my birthday.
I met her halfway, lifted her easily in my arms, spun her round and round as I clasped her against me...
"Mel," I moaned.
Giggling she ordered, "Put me down, put me down you big brute."
I let her slide down my body, trying to feel every curve of her perfect body.
"Give me a kiss little brother," she sang.
We'd always kissed on the mouth when young, so now I eagerly captured her moist lips in mine, kissed once, again, again, again...let her feel my tongue glide across her mouth, lightly pushed in and touched hers...
"You are happy to see me," she laughed as she pulled way, a tremor in her voice. "And what happened to you? You've grown another six inches since I'm seen you," she said as she reached up to tousle my hair.
I laughed nervously, tongue tied and awkward now, surprised at finding myself taller than sis for the first time in my life.
She moved back into my arms, pressed herself tightly against me, looked up, trying to gauge how tall I was compared to her.
"I'm 6' 2" now," I mumbled self consciously as I felt Mel's breasts push against me, and then as she stood on tiptoe I could feel her mound rubbing against my exploding cock.
Oh God, I thought as my eighteen year old body responded to her. She didn't say anything as I hardened, just gave me another quick peck on the lips, and then as she ruffled my hair again, moving back said, "Every high school girl in the county must be chasing you, little bro."
Blushing, I denied it.
"A handsome man like you?" she teased looking into my eyes with a sister's love.
"C'mon," she finally ordered, "let's go see papa."
I was lost, engulfed in a million emotions as I followed her for the next few days, a happy puppy dog trailing in her wake.
~~~~
Mel baked me a cake for my birthday, just like she'd done so many times in the past. A chocolate layered cake with icing so sweet you thought you'd gone to heaven.
My party, with just the three of us, became one of those happy/sad occasions every family has. Memories of mom...seeing dad at seventy-five and knowing he didn't have much time left...Mel about to leave us...but also the flood of happy memories...everything good in my life had been because of these two...
We all had a couple of beers with the steak, despite Mel's complaint that she'd never been allowed to drink when she was eighteen.
"Ya never asked," Dad remembered.
"I was so innocent," Mel giggled.
Dad was tired by nine-thirty and we put him to bed.
"I'm so happy to be back with you two Geoff," Mel whispered as we watched dad sleeping, "I've missed you guys so much."
"And now you're going for good," I accused before adding, "I love you Mel."
"Me too....And hey, you're still going to see me. I'm just getting married. C'mon, let's go out," she suddenly insisted, "it's your eighteenth birthday and I want to dance with my baby brother."
"You do?"
"Yes, you big doofus. You can dance can't you?"
"You'll see," I promised as I pulled her into my arms and twirled her around.
~~~~
"Happy birthday hon," she whispered in my ear as we danced cheek to cheek as the jukebox played slow music at one in the morning. We were in the 'Galaxy', a one time biker bar just two miles up the road from home that had fallen out of favor, and at one a.m. on a Wednesday night, was almost deserted.
I was afraid to answer. This was all I'd ever dreamed of. Me, a man now, or at least becoming one, holding my sister in my arms as we danced like lovers. I never wanted to let her go!
I was rock hard against her stomach, and yet she made no move to move away, if anything seemed to grind her pelvis against me as we danced. For a whole dance we didn't talk and only when we were well into the second did she whisper in my ear, "You're excited again, little brother." I felt a quick flick of her tongue as she explored my ear.
"I'm sorry...I didn't mean," I stammered as I started to pull away.
"It's okay, I like it," she purred as she moved against me. "It feels good."
"It does?"
"You're so big!"
~~~~~
And then we got home – I can remember every word, every touch...it's like I'm there again................
"Want another beer," I ask as we tumble through the door at two-thirty in the morning and head to the basement with its large family room and my bedroom.
"Ummm...yes," Mel answers, "but I gotta pee first. I'm going to explode."
"Need any help?" I giggle.
The bathroom doors open when I turn from the fridge with two beers in my hand and I can hear her piss tinkling in the bowl.
"Don't look," she hisses across the room when she sees me watching, but makes no effort to shut the door. I see her bare legs in the dim light, see her dress scrunched up around her hips, see the dark triangle between her thighs...
"I'm going to change, be just a sec," I call as I slip into my room. I strip quickly, then stand for seconds watching myself in the large wall mirror, stare as my thick prick stands proudly out, stroke myself.
"Geoff?"
"Coming sis," I answer as I grab a clean pair of white boxers from my drawer.
"You're only in your underwear," Mel squeals when I walk in.
"It's so hot...anyway, you're my sister, you've seen me before. C'mon, put on some music."
"I haven't seen you like this," Mel answers breathlessly, "won't we wake Daddy."
"He can't hear anything up there. God, I can play my music full blast down here and he sleeps right through it."
"What should I play?"
"You pick. Something slow....sexy."
When she turns back from the stereo she sees the lighted joint in my hand, and not recognizing it at first admonishes, "Geoff, you don't smoke do you?"
"Just special occasions," I whisper back, my hand out offering.
"Oh my gawd. You don't?" she cries as the sweet smell of marijuana strikes her.
"Don't you?"
"NO! Never. Gosh, Bernard would have a fit. He doesn't believe"
"You've never smoked?" I interrupt disbelievingly.
Blushing she finally admits, "Maybe once or twice at university...but not when I was seventeen."
"I'm eighteen now!" I say proudly as I slip the joint between her lips.
Mel inhales slowly, holds it for seconds, slowly exhales...mumbles, "Oh god we shouldn't."
"Shhhh," I whisper as I take it back from her trembling fingers.
"God, you've become a delinquent in my absence," she accuses as we start to dance. "What other bad things do you do?"
"You'll see," I promise as I run a hand possessively over her ass.
"Gosh, I'm so hot," she gasps as she pulls away after our first dance.
"Here." I offer her the joint. As she slowly inhales my fingers move to the buttons on her blouse.
"You'll be cooler this way," I whisper as I slide the soft silk over her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.
"It is warm...and no one can see...we are family," she convinces herself as she passes the roach back to my waiting lips and then lowers her skirt, leaving her bare except for her flimsy silk panties and bra.
"Jimmmmmy?" she asks as feels my fingers unsnapping the clasp behind her back, but then moves her body into me after her bras fallen to the floor.
"God, you're beautiful," I moan.
Her firm breasts poke almost painfully into me as we dance, my cock has slipped through my fly and is trapped between our naked stomachs, my hands lightly massage Mel's bum...
We simply luxuriate in the feel of the other, our unspoken desire obvious.
Fifteen minutes later, sitting half stoned and intertwined on the sofa, she asks, "So, who's your girlfriend. Do you do this with..."
"You're my only girl Mel," I interrupt as I kiss her nose.
"Yeah right," and then asks in a little girls voice, "Are you a virgin Geoff?"
"Yes," I lie, not willing to let her know anything about any other girls I may have had, "I saved myself for you."
"Liar," she accuses but I can see she's happy to believe it. "I'll be married soon," she whispers in my ear.
"You're not tonight," I lure as I take her hand and guide it through the slit in my boxers.
"No, we can't, you're my brother. Oh god! Don't Geoff," she moans as I cup her breast. "Pleassssse..."
"We'll never have another chance Mel," I beg as I hug her, "God I love you."
"Oh honey," she moans.
She doesn't release my prick when I remove my hand from hers; she simply slowly runs her fingers caressingly up and then down my throbbing length, encouraging me.
"It's so big, Bernie doesn't have" she protests before my mouth finds hers. I can taste the beer, the weed, her excitement as our tongues clash in need.
I find her wet, sopping, ready when I slide my hand from her straining nipple down across her stomach and under her panties and across her engorged crack.
I stand, quickly strip the boxers and them urgently pull the damp panties from her legs.
"Hurrrrrry!" she suddenly cries as she reaches to grab the shaft poised just inches from her cunt.
"AAAAAAAhhhhhhhhhhhh...Ohhhhh Geoffffffie," she cries as lunging I stuff my full length deep into her welcoming cave.
I can feel her struggle to take me, feel her vagina wall stretching under my onslaught, feel her slippery, pink insides lubricate me.
She locks her legs around my back as I thrust deep, scratches my back each time I bottom out in her moist, clenching cave.
We both come fast that first time, her shuddering liquid orgasm met by my flooding cum. Each time my prick bucks in my sisters box she groans, and when I finally shoot my last bolt of sticky sauce and start to retreat, she cries, "Nooooo, no Geoff, please, please leave it in...don't stop, pleassssse baby."
"We've got all night Mel, all night sweetie," I promise, and then add, "all our lives."
We fuck slower the second time. It's funny because I end up doing most of the teaching, leading her step by step, from orgasm to orgasm. I've never felt another woman like her, it's like my whole life had just been preparation for this night.
"You can do it again?" she asks wonderingly when I roll her over and slowly fill her doggie style, each long thrust impaling her on the bed. She comes in long orgasmic waves as my flood of cum washes through her...
"Bernie can only do it once, sometimes twice," she moans when later I massage her breasts and caress her nipples as I tit fuck her. She swallows my spunk when my crimson cock spits another load of cum...
We fall asleep intertwined, spent and sticky. I knew my seed was already on the way to making a baby in Mel's womb................
~~~~
She was lying naked atop the sheets, her cum stained skin illuminated by a shaft of morning sun, when I walked back into the bedroom late the next morning, droplets of water from my shower glistening on my skin.
Waking, she looked up; I could see the momentary confusion in her eyes as she looked at my naked body, could see the unasked questions hanging on her open lips.
"Morning," I smiled.
"Oh god, did I fall asleep here last night? What happened," she asked, "God; I can't remember a thing we did after we left that bar."



As she pretends, I can see every memory from last night flashing across her eyes. "Where's Daddy?" she suddenly asked, worried our father might somehow know.
"I told him you fell asleep on the couch...that you had a little too much to drink ...he's gone to town...he'll be quite a while. But I didn't tell him his beautiful daughter has the sexiest body...that Mel loves little Geoffies prick.
"Geoff!"
I crawled slowly up the bed between Mel's legs, my prick again hard against my stomach.
"What are you doing?" she whispered, her eyes moving back and forth from my eyes to my cock in racing circles.
"I could show you what we were doing last night...instead of telling you...if you don't remember."
"We didn't...I was drunk," she denied, "those drugs...you wouldn't have been able to...no Geoff...please...we can't," she moaned, her eyes now mesmerized by my cockhead which now sat poised at her gate, a big oozing drop of precum hanging precariously from its one eye.
"So you don't want to..." I asked as I sat back on my heels.
"No, it's wrong. I'm going to be married in ten days," she whispered as I ran my up and down her thighs.
"You're wet. You want to!"
"I'm not! I don't," she insisted and then flinched as I ran my big finger up and down and then into her pouting crack. "It's just a normal body reaction," she cried when I held up my glistening finger, "it doesn't mean."
I moved up her body, sat straddling her stomach and then held my throbbing cock between her breasts, its sticky head now just inches from her mouth.
"I don't want to," she lied, even as her tongue involuntarily stretched towards me.
"I love you," I whispered.
I cupped the back of her head in my hand, helping to lift her head even closer to me. I slid the heart shaped head between her lips before she could make any further complaint. Her teeth closed just slightly behind the thick ridge, holding me as her tongue took its tentative first lick.
I let her lick and then suck, felt her eagerness as her lips tried to vacuum me deeper into her, then, urgent for her, I pulled out, the moist plop accompanied by her complaint, "but Geoff, I want to taste your"
I slid back down her perspiring body,
I filled her...We fucked hard....and again...
~~~~
"You liar."
"What," I asked smiling.
"You said you were a virgin last night."
"I thought you didn't remember last night," I teased.
"Maybe I do some parts," she giggled.
"This one?" I asked as I put my penis in her hand.
"I don't know, maybe," she laughed as she lowered her head and engulfed me.
~~~~
We spent the next ten days fucking. Almost non stop. She refused to cancel the wedding. I told her she had to, that she'd always be mine.
~~~~
I fucked her as she stood in her underwear just minutes before she slipped the bridal gown over her head, while her friends whispered urgently just outside the door....
And then during the reception we snuck into an unused room and screwed standing up, her cries drowned out by the DJ's music...
And when she went up to change before leaving for her honeymoon I flooded her again before she put on her traveling clothes...
I've never asked Mel what happened when she and Bernard finally got into bed that night...she musta been oozing her brother's sticky cum down her thighs...
~~~~
"That was in July 1986 Jim," he told me at we sat in his Miami home in 2006. I finally got Mel to leave him and marry me in 1992."
"But what happened during all that time?" I asked, now wanting to hear the whole tale.
"I had two babies, Geoffrey's daughters," Melanie started, stirring beside me.
Melanie's Story
"He was a little scamp...right from the time mommy brought him home from the hospital...
If I hadn't of taken care of him who knows what might have happened. And then when mommy died when I was just nine...I sorta became the mommy. Daddy needed me around the house, and with us living outside of town I didn't have much of a social life... in high school I didn't have any boyfriends, god, no boy had touched my breasts, let alone...
Geoff was my man in those days...my only man until I went to university. God, when I got to New York and Columbia I was such a loser.
Bernie was only my second man. I didn't know much. I was a sophomore; he was just about to get his MBA. I liked it, sex, I didn't have anything to compare it with...he was kind, gave me presents...I said yes when he finally asked me to marry him two years later.
~~~~
I almost fainted when I saw Geoff...oh I'd always loved him...but when I went home to prepare for the wedding, god, he was so tall and handsome, he'd become a man. He lifted me and kissed me...and then he had a hard-on. My little brother has a hard-on for his sister and its poking into my stomach. It felt huge!
I knew that first day back I wanted him. I felt like a slut.
And then he drugged me and seduced me.
Except it had been my idea to go dancing on his birthday... it was I who bought the beer. I just thought as we danced maybe it'd be okay just once. I convinced myself it was a goodbye gift, that I could show him how much I loved him.
But after that first night, shit, after he put that big prick in me...Jesus, I'd never thought...Bernie was like a little boy when compared to Geoff. What could I do?
I couldn't cancel the wedding, gosh Daddy would've been crushed...I'd promised Bernie...we had guests coming from everywhere...all the gifts...my girlfriends, the dresses...
Still, I wanted to. I might have cancelled it if Geoff had been twenty or twenty-one. But I knew I had to give Geoff time, god, he was only eighteen...I had to let him grow up...besides I knew I was pregnant, Geoffies baby was growing in me...he was too young.
After that I just pretended with Bernie. In our own way we were happy. Bernie was working hard, actually making a fortune on Wall Street working in the trading department of Shearson Lehman. He was ecstatic his pretty wife had got pregnant so quickly...actually insisted we not make love after the first three months.
I didn't mind. He meanwhile had the first of what became a series of lovers, a little secretary at work. I only learned about her, and the others later.
Geoff visited from time to time. At the end of the summer, thanksgiving, Christmas...he simply took me each time. Didn't ask, wouldn't listen to my weak protests, made me squirm and thrash....
Gabriel Snider Jones was born Feb 27th 1987. Geoff and dad were there in the hospital when my little girl was born...Bernie was in Hong Kong finalizing a deal. Gabriel's real daddy and granddaddy were overjoyed! I let Geoff suck my milk from my engorged teats.
Geoff was in final year high school, so proud of me, of Gaby. And then in June daddy died peacefully in his sleep, a heart attack at seventy-six years old. Geoff was to start at Columbia the following September so of course Bernie and I took him in.
I had our second girl, our beautiful Jenny, in June 1988. Geoff's daughter.
I slept more in Geoff's bed than Bernie's over the next four years. While Bernie globetrotted making deals his brother-in-law fucked his wife. We finally told him in ninety-two.
Geoff just sat him down one night and told him that he and I and the girls were leaving, that we loved each other and always had.
I think Bernie was more flabbergasted than anything else. Finally left the house after a screaming fit, his last words a promise to stop us, kill us if he had to.
His private plane, a plane he'd hired to take him to some godforsaken place in northern Canada, on some last minute urgent mining deal, crashed two days later, killing all aboard.
"We were free," she ended.
"Jesus," I mumbled as Mel lay trembling in my arms, her story over.
~~~~
"We stayed in New York until the estate was settled," Geoff added. "Then we spent a couple of years in France. We had lots of money, it gave us a chance to...I don't know, I guess to become a family."
"And the girls?"
"They were still so young. Mel just told them to call me Daddy and within a couple of months Bernie was almost forgotten and I was their daddy."
"So why'd you finally tell me now," I asked the now smiling couple, looking more at ease with me than I'd ever seen them.
"Sometimes it was just such a heavy load Jim, I wanted to..."
"We always wanted to tell you," Geoff interrupted. "We've talked about it for years."
"But why me?" I asked again.
"We...we've decided to tell...we wanted to try it out on someone...you first...before we told the girls."
"The girls? You're going to tell your daughters?"
"We want to. So much! It's hard Jim, not really being able to talk about our Dad, our youth, our past, with our own daughters."
"They're starting to ask questions," Geoff added, "simple things really, but...I'm never sure exactly what Mel's told them...what I can say."
"We have to tell them...we know it. Telling you showed us we could...that it's possible...telling someone you love a secret like that, like you, it means a lot," Mel said smiling, leaning into me, "And we do love you Jim."
"You know I love you two," I said as a tear slid down my cheek. "Sometimes too much maybe," I added as I wiped my eyes and gave Mel a quick kiss on the lips.
"That was our other reason," Geoff mumbled.
"What?" I asked confused.
"We always wanted you...wanted you to join us...you know, in bed"
"But"
"God, we found you so sexy...gosh, that first day we saw you...at the studio...we'd never been interested in that, you know threesomes, an extra woman or man...we were just fine together," Mel said smiling, her arm draped lovingly around me.
"And then you come along!" she laughed. "The first night after we saw you we talked about you...both of us wondered what it'd be like...we knew somehow you'd be in our future."
"Then we saw you on the nude beach," Geoff chortled, "remember hon, Jimmy's walking up the beach, your big cock swinging," he said as he turned to look at me.
"And then the nights you'd spend over, sleeping in the guest bedroom...oh Jimmy, you don't know how close we came a hundred times to sneaking into your room"
"I wish you had, God Mel, Geoff I wish you had," I cried as I held her, signaled to Geoff to join us on the floor, "I always have loved you two, wanted..."
Mel moved to meet me, kissed me with a passion I'd missed for so many years, then slid down my body and kneeling on her knees in front of me, slipped my shorts from my thighs.
"You don't know how long I've wanted to do this," she giggled as her mouth slowly opened and her liquid lips engulfed my burning cockhead.
I finally had to push her off, then pulled her up and bent her over the arm of the couch, fucked her harder than I'd ever fucked a woman, eight years of pent up desire and lust pounding into her welcoming cunt. She met my every thrust and roared when we came.
We did it a second time, still urgent, passionate, hungry. Coming a second time I looked over and saw Geoff, naked, stroking his long cock, knew in seconds he'd replace me in Mel fiery furnace.
~~~~
I lay back on the couch, my legs spread widely as Mel knelt on the floor between them, her head bobbing in my lap. Geoff was behind her and each time he thrust into his wife's pussy my cock was pushed even deeper into her throat.
Just as the three of us started to explode in orgasm I looked up, my eye caught by some movement over Geoff's shoulder.
The two staring heads disappeared around the corner of the door but not before I'd seen the faces of the Gabriel and Jenny. As each succeeding buck of my prick sent another string of saucy cum into Mel's gaping mouth, I wondered just how much of their parents story the girls had heard.
We slept together for the first time that night, a night for all three of us unlike any other.
Mel screamed in ecstasy when Geoff filled his wife's pussy with cum just as I pumped my load deep up her ass....
She held our cocks together as she licked them, sucking first one, then the other....
By morning we'd decided to live together. I'd found a home, a family at last.
~~~~
Around eleven, the three of us, awake and showered, were sitting around the kitchen table eating breakfast when the girls trailed in.
"Hi mom, dad, Uncle Jim," the two mumbled as they stood between Geoff and I.
"So, you sleepy heads are finally up," Dad teased as he ruffled their hair.
"Dad!" the older, Gabriel complained. "Did you stay over again Uncle Jim."
"Your uncle had too much to drink again, had to sleep in the guest room," Geoff answered with a shake of his head.
"Can I have some Uncle Jim?" Jenny asked as she plopped herself down in my lap and grabbed a piece of toast off my plate.
"Sure sweetie," I said, feeling her little butt wriggling atop my soft snake.
"JENNIFER!" her mom yelled, "leave your poor uncle alone."
"You don't mind do you?" she asked me as she leaned her head back against me.
"And you girls should be properly dressed in front of your dad and Uncle Jim," she admonished, referring to the short nighties the two girls were wearing, so thin you could easily see the pointed pink nipples below..
"Well, somebody's certainly in a bad mood this morning," Jen snorted, "I don't think mom got enough sleep last night Gaby."
Mel actually blushed at her daughters words and I couldn't help but notice the quick smirking smiles that passed between the sisters. These two are going to have some fun at our expense I thought to myself.
"So what are you guys doing today anyway?" Gaby asked.
"Probably go to the beach hon," Geoff said.
"Can we come too?" Jen demanded.
"I thought you girls were never going to set foot on a nude beach ever again?" Mel asked with surprise in her voice. The girls had always gone to the beach in the early days but when they'd started to go through puberty four or so years before, had suddenly refused; all of a sudden shy as their bodies changed.
"We're adults now," Gaby announced, and then the two marched from the room.
"What was that all about?" Geoff asked.
"Women are bad enough pal, but teenagers, who knows?" I said laughing, my hand slapping my friend on the back.
~~~~~
When we got to Haulover Beach, Jennifer waited until the rest of us were nude before she slowly started to disrobe. Younger and less rounded than her sister, I could still see a proud excitement in her eighteen year olds eyes as she pulled the top over her head. Her bra dropped seconds later and she then did a quick pirouette on the sand trying to attract as much attention as possible.
"Golly honey," Geoff said with a grin in his voice, "something's happened to your chest. There are two little bumps growing..."
"DADDY!"
"Geoff!" Mel scolded even as her eyes smiled.
Blushing, Jenny sat down scowling, her little striptease for the beach forgotten.
"You're beautiful honey," I told the pouting girl, and then leaned over and whispered in her ear, "and your breasts are perfect."
"They are? Really? Really Uncle Jim?" she asked as she sat straighter and arched her back, a big smile on her lips.
"Magnifico!!" I roared as I kissed my fingers and sent her a kiss. And they were. Not the full rounded orbs of her mother, nor the firm lush flesh of her older sister. But lovely young girl breasts, proud, pink tipped cones that were just big enough to jiggle when she walked. Perfect little handfuls. Her nipples went rock hard as I watched, long thick nubs I just ached to taste.
"Thanks Uncle Jim," she purred, then pulled her tight shorts quickly off her slim hips and down her long coltish legs. A light brushing of soft, brown curls did little to hide her bright pink gash. I felt the blood rushing to my prick.
The two ran giggling down the beach and into the waves, their youthful perfection followed by a thousand eyes.
"Now you two are going to have some fun," I laughed, "the boys are going to be lined up around the block."
"Oh, don't think you're going to miss any of it Unnnncle Jimmmmmy," Mel answered grinning, "seeing as you're going to be living with us."
I kissed Mel, long and hard; she finally pulled away, hissing, "God, not here, we have to tell them first..."
"They're in the water, can't see anything," I answered, my hand lightly caressing her now excited breast. "I love you."
"JIM!"
~~~~~
The two girls were excited all day, obviously happy to be the centre of attention for a thousand staring men. They'd come and talk to us for a while before scampering back to frolic in the white tipped surf, their giggling chatter just drawing even more attention to their young, ripe, teen bodies.
And after each time they swam they walked the length of the beach hand in hand, their wet breasts and thighs proudly on display as they slowly meandered among the naked, leering males.
"You girls keep parading up and down the beach like that and every man in South Florida will be in lust," Geoff teased when the girls returned from another walk.
"Geoff!" his wife scolded.
"Its okay mommy, and for your information daddy, we were just conducting a scientific experiment," Jen answered with a twinkle in her eye.
"An experiment?" I asked cautiously, knowing from both their expressions something was coming.
"Yes daddy," the little minx saucily answered, "Gaby and I were just trying to see if anyone else on the whole darn naked beach has as big a penis as either you or Uncle Jim."
"They don't Daddy," Gaby said, shaking her head, "you two win hands down. Or should I say"
"Girls," their mother warned.
"Well, its okay for you, you already have one of the biggest," Gabriel added huffily to her mom, and then almost sotto voice added, "in fact maybe moms already doubly lucky, eh uncle Jim?"
"What did you say?" Mel demanded.
"Who's bigger anyway Daddy, you or Uncle Jim? I mean of course when you're fully erect," Jen interrupted, the two girls ignoring their mom.
"You girls better skedaddle," Geoff threatened but the girls were already running giggling into the breaking surf.
"And you two better not get any ideas," Mel threatened as the three of us watched Gaby's and Jen's tight little butts as they dove into the white capped waves.
Too late Mel, both Geoff and I thought as our pricks thickened...and lengthened...and if the girls got back soon they just might be able to do an actual measurement.
THE END
I hope to bring Mel and Gaby and Jenny back for a second installment...maybe Daddy and Uncle Jim will let the young girls measure their respective sizes with natures best penis measuring stick...a juicy little cunt. Let me know if you have any suggestions.
I write my stories simply to amuse and excite. And if you've got this far perhaps I've succeeded. Please let me know how you liked the story. Your feedback is the best part of the whole process. E-mail me or IM me or post a public comment below; anonymously or openly. I will answer back to all who leave a contact address.
thanks, jim s
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"Will ya look at that?" I heard Uncle Mario hiss as I lay on the gurney under the Ferrari.
"What?" I grumbled, greasy and sweaty from a mornings work on the toys of the rich and famous.
"You gotta see this broad boss," he said as he knelt down and winked at me under the car.
I couldn't imagine any broad getting Mario this excited; when you work in the best Ferrari garage in the Southwest you see a lot of prime cunt. These old farts that can afford a half mill for a car (but are shit scared to even get them out of third), always trailed cunt. Hollywood cunt...major league stuff...
As I rolled out I saw the legs, fuck, legs that started in Houston and ended in Oklahoma. Snakeskin boots with pointed toes led upwards to long, golden thighs, thighs open to all our inspections given the cut of the silk summer miniskirt she wore.
Every one of the eleven men in the shop had a hard-on. If there'd been a queer among us he'd have had a fucking boner...Full, lush hips, and then, no waist to speak of. I knew my hands could easily encircle her flat, tiny stomach...and then upward to her high, firm breasts so casually displayed in the tight cut-off tank top she wore...big, sexy auburn colored Texas hair...
"Mr. Giuseppe Catelli?" she asked to the air.
We all watched silently. No one was going to make this easy, shorten our break...not even me, and I owned the joint.
She turned around slowly, looked at each of us as we drank her in...I knew suddenly she was enjoying this as much as we were. Her eyes passed me, then returned; I saw her glance at my greasy face, my dirty hands, saw her lick her lips as her eyes lingered on my large biceps, then moved to my hairy chest all too evident under the torn tank top I wore, saw her eyes linger at the bulge of my groin before returning to my face.
"Mr. Catelli?"
I don't know how she picked me out from the others; how she knew instinctively I was the boss.
"He's dead." I said after hesitating for seconds, saw confusion on her face as my eyes raked her tits, her flat midriff so casually bared, then added, "I'm his grandson, call me Johnny."
She moved towards me, fuck, it was more like magic, she seemed to float, suddenly she was right in my face, her hand outstretched. "Mrs. Charles Ryan Taylor," she announced as she reached for me, then added, "Veronica."
"I'm greasy, oily Mrs. Taylor," I said holding my hand away from her.
"You're a mechanic," she said impatiently, as though what else would I be, as she finally captured my hand.
"How can I help you ma'am?" I asked, knowing she was the wife of one of America's richest men, feeling her soft palm engulfed in my meaty, strong fingers.
"We need a service garage for our Ferraris," she answered, and I knew from how she'd emphasized the plural that we were talking more than two.
"Didn't know you and your husband had moved to Dallas ma'am," I said as I led her to the small office in the corner.
"We just arrived; I finally talked Charley into buying a house here. We've still got other places of course...but I plan on spending a lot of time here...both of us do."
All along she'd been talking like some upper class, twit Easterner, her posh accent announcing private schools and Vassar. But in her last sentence I'd heard something else, a little Texas twang. "You from West Texas ma'am?"
"Lubbock," she answered with a broad smile, happy I think that I'd detected her roots.
I couldn't help wondering what her story was. A girl from West Texas who had somehow lassoed Mr. Big. She was almost too young to be a trophy wife.
"I'm twenty-four," she said looking me right in the eye, answering my unasked question.
"We're pretty busy now Mrs. Taylor," I began, using the lessons gramps had taught me years ago. 'Don't kowtow to these pricks Johnny,' he'd ordered one day, 'show these rich bastards any sign of weakness and they'll be all over ya. We represent Ferrari! Italy! We're the best. Make em beg for it! Pay for it!'
He'd been right! No one in America could take care of Italian sports cars better than us.
I'd never fucked a client's wife before though.
"We were told you were the best Mr. Catelli," she said ignoring my statement, "and of course Mr. Taylor only wants the best."
"We're pretty short of mechanics right now...pretty much stretched to the limit ma'am," I countered.
"Are you married Mr. Catelli?"
What the fuck? "Six years now ma'am...two daughters," I answered proudly. If this broad wanted to beat around the bush I could play that game too. "You and Mr. Taylor have any ma'am?"
"Not yet Mr. Catelli, although Charley does have a daughter from a previous marriage."
"That must be nice. Does she live with you and Mr. Taylor ma'am?"
"When the little bitch...I mean, when the sweet girl isn't at school," she answered with a grimace.
"Your step-daughter isn't your favorite person ma'am?"
"She's a seventeen year old spoiled, private school brat Mr. Catelli. Close to anorexic. Who hates her step-mother. Have you ever met someone like that?" she asked in a now flat, hard uncompromising West Texas voice.
"Like the daughters of every one of my customers Mrs. Taylor."
"And do you give any of your customers advice on how to handle their wayward daughters?"
"Wife or daughter ma'am, my advice is simple, 'put then over your knee and give em a good tanning'."
"You sound like my poppa Mr. Catelli," she laughed. "Maybe some day I'll call you up and you can give little Melody a tanning," but then added, "Wives too Mr. Catelli?"
"If they need it ma'am," I answered grinning.
"My names Ronnie, Christ; I don't think I can take any more of that ma'am or Mrs. Taylor crap."
"So ma'am, Ronnie, do you want to discuss your needs?"
"I'm not sure a first meeting is the most appropriate time to discuss my needs Mr. Catelli," she said before running her tongue seductively across her upper lip.
Jesus! "I didn't mean..."
"I was kidding Mr. Catelli...but actually I didn't come here today to hire you."
"You didn't?" I asked perplexed.
"I just came to make sure you ran a good garage and knew what you were doing. I didn't want Charley putting his cars in the hands of some joker. You pass."
"I do? Just like that?" I said, thinking what's this broad know about garages.
"Daddy worked thirty years as a mechanic Mr. Catelli. Oh, not on fancy cars like these, but he earned his wages...and he taught me what a real mechanic looks like. You'll do."
"Thanks," I mumbled as she turned and started to leave.
"I'll send Charlie in to see you, work out the details," she called back over her shoulder, almost as though the fifth richest man in America was her driver. As she strolled nonchalantly out the garage door, her hips were screaming at me 'come fuck me'.
~~~~
"Mr. Taylor," I said, recognizing him easily from the hundreds of interviews he'd given over the years.
"Charley," he corrected, a broad smile on his lips as he held out his hand. "Good to finally meet you Mr. Catelli. Ronnie said you were the man for me."
I could see immediately why he was not only powerful and rich but also popular. He had a charisma that allowed even me to understand how a man of his age might attract a woman as perfect as his young wife. He was tall and slim, silver haired and had a friendly, open face.
"Johnny," I answered smiling as I shook his hand.
"Let's go for a drive," he suggested as he tossed me a set of keys.
The car shone like a beacon in the early Texas evening. Of course it was a Ferrari 250 GTO coupe, one of the only thirty-nine ever made. Worth a cool ten million. Even I didn't get a lot of chances to drive one of these cocksuckers.
Fuck him, I thought as we pulled away. Let's see how Mr. Dot-Com billionaire does when we get his fancy toy really rolling.
He almost pissed his pants! Actually he did a little better under pressure than most of the oilmen and ranchers who I usually dealt with. But still, I saw the fear in his eyes when we hit 160 on the winding tree lined Preston Trail Road; decided at that exact moment that I'd fuck his wife.
I'll let him watch, I thought as I geared down and brought the ten million dollar car to a screeching stop an inch from my steel garage doors, heard his gasp.
Twenty minutes later we shook hands on a yearly maintenance contract, a contract that called for a monthly retainer twice what I charged anyone else.
"That seems expensive," he'd complained.
"You're my richest client, I've got to charge you the most, it's only fair."
"I guess," he'd agreed wryly.
~~~~
Two days later, Mario and I drove over to the estate, wanting to check out all four cars (they also had a Lamborghini I'd agreed to take care of) and prepare a maintenance schedule.
She met us barefoot, clad just in the tightest fucking blue jeans you ever saw and a light blue, spaghetti strapped, silk tank top, under which her braless tits danced proudly with every step she took, her nipples threatening to poke through at any second.
It wouldn't have taken much for Mario and I to have just thrown her on the ground and screwed the shit out of her right there and then. But fuck it, we were here for business! She walked us through a garage bigger than most people's house, a garage so clean you could eat off the floor.
I left Mario to check out the setup and followed the lady of the house into the manor.
"A drink Mr. Catelli?" she asked as the hottest little Latina maid hovered at her shoulder. "This is Maria," she said nodding to the girl, "she'll be able to help you if Charley and I aren't here. She and her mom run the place."
Turning to the girl she rapidly instructed her in fluent Spanish that I was "Senor Catelli" and that anything I wanted or needed in the future was to be provided.
As we watched the sweet young girl scurry away, her hips swaying to some tune only she could hear, Ronnie put a hand on my shoulder and laughing said, "Your tongues hanging out Mr. Catelli."
"I'm a happily married man Mrs. Taylor."
"Are you?"
~~~~
"You gonna fuck her Johnny?" Mario asked as we drove back to the shop.
"I'm married to your fucking niece, paisano! I don't fool around any more," I said, slapping the top of his head lightly.
"If I was thirty years younger I woulda had that bitch barking under me Johnny, married or not, business or not...". He boasted as he cupped his groin in his hand.
"She does have a nice chassis my friend," I laughed.
"That's why they make fucking Ferraris Johnny, for high titted, rich cunts like her."
You got that right Mario, I thought as we pulled into the garage.
~~~~
I looked up from my paperwork when I heard the small outside door open at seven thirty three nights later.
"We're closed," I yelled just before I saw her come into view.
"I was passing, saw your light..."
"Mrs. Taylor?"
"I told you I prefer Ronnie," she started but then her eyes opened wide in shock when, with one hand, I swept everything on my desk flying across the room. "What?" she asked as I walked towards her.
I lifted her easily and dropped her pretty little butt on the edge of the desk. Ripped the buttons from her silk blouse as I bared her tits, high; proud, pink capped melons that just begged a hungry mouth.
"Please, no...oh God, I didn't," she whimpered as my left hand found and cupped a firm breast.
I was trying to swallow her tongue as my hand reached under her skirt and ripped her purple lace panties from her body.
"Oh God Johnny, I don't want to," she moaned as I pushed two fingers inside her slippery sheathe.
"Liar!"
"Unnhh...Oh Jesus...hurry Johnny please," she cried, eager now as I undid my belt and lowered my zipper, freeing my rock hard snake.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck," she groaned when she saw my big tool. "Gently Johnny," she pled as I pushed her knees apart and stepped between them.
"You don't want gentle baby," I growled as I grabbed her ass.
"Ohhhhh fuck!" Ronnie screamed when I buried nine plus fat inches in her in one hard thrust.
She was tight everywhere, squeezing my cock like a fucking vise. I pulled back hard, rammed back in deep, felt my cockhead hit bottom, hard in again ...again...again...again.
My big hands had lifted her ass of the desk, pulled her hips to me each time I thrust...felt her legs lock behind my back, felt her slippery pink insides adjust to my thickness.
"Pleassse...pleassse Johnny," she moaned as the first trembling spasm of her orgasm spread outward minutes later.
I bucked inside her, flooding her womb with strand after strand of hot cum.
Still hard, I started again without pulling out. Slower this time. Minute after minute I fucked her, sucking her tits as my fingers manipulated her clit.
Put a finger up her ass as we both got near. She was crying as orgasm after orgasm rocked her. I left it in, plugging her, after I'd shot my load again, wanting my sperm to stay inside her, wanting a Catelli baby in her womb.
~~~~
"It's so big," she groaned minutes later, her fingers tightly clasped around my still hard horn.
"Suck it baby," I ordered, pushing her head down my body.
"It's too big!"
"Suck it," I insisted again, a hand on each side of her head, my fingers locked in her auburn tresses.
She looked up at me, and as she opened her mouth and then stretched her tongue towards my sticky cockhead, I saw an incredible hunger for my cock in her eyes. I pushed in...felt her tongues moisture...thrust deep...heard her gag as I bobbed her head on my long shaft...
~~~~
Later, I turned her over, fucked her hard from behind as I pushed her firm tits into the hard, cold steel desk. Loved the feel of her juicy cunt as it clenched spasmodically around my spurting hardness...
Decided I'd save her ass for another day.
~~~~
"You're an animal, a wild fucking beast," she complained as she lay spread naked on her back, a satisfied smile on her lips as my cum seeped down between her thighs and onto the hard desk.
"I never thought I'd get me one," I answered grinning.
"One what?"
"One of them wild, ferocious, cock devouring, West Texas pussies I've been hearing about all my life," I said as I ran my hand possessively up her thigh and then grabbed her mound.
"You coulda killed me, split me in two, I'm sore," she whined even as she licked her lip suggestively.
"C'mon here," I demanded as I grabbed her head and pulled it to my groin. "Clean me up, I gotta get home."
"Pig," she said between licks.
"Cocksucker."
"I'm not coming here ever again," she promised between licks.
"Bullshit."
We were both smiling when she finally got up and walked gingerly out of the garage, naked and bruised.
~~~~~
I continued to get visits from Charley; every ten days or so he'd show up and talk cars for a while. One day I'd see him on TV talking to the President at the White House, the next night he'd wander into the garage in jeans, wanting to have a beer in some out of the way bar after we'd done a hard run in one of his cars.
And then, a couple of days a week I'd fuck his wife. Make her squeal. Made her my cock slave. She absolutely loved it. So did I. Her cunt drove me wild. Who was the slave of whom?
"He likes going out with you," Ronnie told me one afternoon with a thick strand of my jism hanging from the corner of her mouth. This was just after spending a quarter hour trying to stuff my prick down her throat.
"I think you're the only guy he ever meets who doesn't try to kiss his ass."
"No, I fuck his wife's ass," I answered.
"He thinks you're a real 'man's' man. Told me the other night he had more fun driving around with you than he's had in years. He told me all about you two ogling girls and getting lap dances in that titty bar."
"He talks too much. So do you."
"So fuck me then," she begged.
~~~~
Slowly I learned all their secrets. "Charley really likes you," she said another afternoon as we lay panting after two hours of hard sex.
"He might not," I said, "if you told him whose cock has been stretching your sweet little pussy."
"Oh, I not so sure of that."
"Huh?"
"He might like the thought of some wild, big cocked guy fucking his wife. He has some strange ideas. About sex, I mean."
"Like what?"
Charles had some sexual issues it seemed.
"He's insecure...but he wants to try different things."
"Like?"
"He's almost sixty now. He feels like he missed out on the sexual revolution...that he didn't get his share."
"Fuck him. He's worth billions. Like I'm going to worry about poor little rich boy who's got Miss West Texas to ball every night."
"I don't think he was happy as a boy or when he was a teenager"
"How come?"
"From what he's said, I don't think he had much normal sex until he was around twenty-five. He may have been a virgin when he married his first wife. I think he likes to watch. There was something weird about his mom and him."
"A little momma's boy?" I said with a question in my tone.
"I think maybe he was."
"What's that mean?"
"Ask him. You're his best buddy now."
"C'mon here bitch," I ordered, "We've done enough talking."
~~~~
Ten days later, as we watched two strippers doing a lesbo scene at a local club, Charley told me he wouldn't be around for awhile, that he had to go to China for a week.
"There's an opening for us," he explained, "The President has been putting some pressure on them. Wants them to up their U.S. purchases. I'm going on a junket with a couple of Senators, the V.P. and some other CEO's."
"Sounds like fun. See if anyone needs a Ferrari mechanic over there," I kidded.
"I don't really want to go," he said, but I could see he was pleased as punch the President had asked him.
"Watch out though Charley, those chink girls got the tightest cunts in the world, being slanted and all. You fuck one of them and you may never get her off. You may have to bring her home with you in your fucking attaché case."
"I've never slept with one," he said musingly. "Have you Johnny?"
"Best in the world Chuck, best in the world. Fuck, why do you think there's so many of them," I said as I slapped his back.
"Make sure you keep my property in good running order while I'm gone," he ordered.
"Don't you worry about that boss," I promised, "I'll have her purring every day."
"The 250 GTO?"
"That too."
~~~~
Two days later I drove over to Ronnie's at noon and surprised her at lunch.
"Johnny!" she welcomed when Maria escorted me in to her Mistress. "Can I get you something to eat?"
"Umm, maybe some hot pussy," I said licking my lips.
"Johnny," she hissed as she gave a quick glance at Maria. "A cerveza for Senor Catelli please Maria," she instructed.
"Miss me?" I asked as I pulled her into my arms.
"She'll see."
"Fuck her." I didn't care. Ronnie didn't really either and made no great protest when I bent her over the table, and after lifting her dress, tore her silk panties off.
"Oh god," she moaned looking back over her shoulder as I let my pants drop to my ankles, baring my straining sword.
I saw Maria out of the corner of my eye as I positioned my cockhead between Ronnie's widely spread thighs, then heard the girl gasp as I split her employer in one, long hard thrust.
I looked directly at the little Latina as I pumped into Ronnie, saw how her hand slipped to her crotch and rubbed herself with the beer bottle through the maids uniform she wore, knew it wouldn't be long before I took the hot little slut.
"So, how is he?" I asked Ronnie as we lay gasping between her silk sheets upstairs in her bed an hour later.



"Charley?"
"Yeah."
"In bed?" Seeing my nod she went on, "He's okay, good... he's almost sixty...for his age"
"How big?"
"His cock? Shit Johnny, you don't have to worry, you're from a whole different planet from him... Christ from most guys," she said as she slowly fisted me. "He's average, maybe six inches," she added when I didn't say anything.
"How'd you end up with him anyway?"
"I graduated school, applied for, and got, a job as a management trainee in the Houston office of Charley's company. He came through one day, you know, doing one of those 'everyone gets to meet the owner' bullshit things. Saw me, asked me out to dinner."
"Screwing the boss," I teased as I grabbed her and flipped her over.
"He was the boss; shit, I couldn't not go to dinner with him. His wife had died six months earlier; by dessert he told me he'd like to date me."
"Did you fuck him the first night?" I asked as I mounted her doggie style, pushed between her thighs and into her soft, sticky folds.
"No...ohhhhh, ohhh shit Johnny... I told him I wouldn't go out with someone...ahhh.... ahhh...ahhh baby... I worked for."
"So what happened?" I had a hand around her stomach, the other fondling her tits, as I fucked her, pulling her back hard into me to meet each of my thrusts.
"Later Johnny... ohhh fuck.... Later... oh yessss...harder baby...yes...yesss... yessssssssssssssssssssssssssss," she finally screamed as she spewed out her liquid orgasm to meet my gushing seed.
"He fired me, that very night," she whispered minutes later as we lay panting, my cock still hard within her.
"Did he?"
"The next morning he sent over a $150,000 pearl necklace."
"One of those golden parachutes I keep hearing you executives get showered with when you're fired," I said laughing.
"I slept with him the second night; we were married three weeks later."
"Sounds like a pretty good deal."
"For him? Yes it was. He's happy."
"And for you?"
"Yes. He's nice, I like him. I'm not working ten hours a day in some little cubicle, hoping that some day I'll have a job that I like. I meet important people, movie stars, politicians, the President. I have nice clothes, cars, furniture, everything. He's handsome, kind...I like sleeping with him..."
"And now I got you," she ended as she rolled me on my back and mounted me. "Giddy up, cowboy," she ordered.
~~~~
"I have an idea," Mrs. Taylor told me two days later as we lay entwined in another post coital embrace.
"Do you?"
"Uh huh," she said smugly. "You know he's hinted at wanting a threesome."
"Who? Charley?"
"We had one about six months ago. With a woman," she added as I sat up surprised. "He's let me know he wouldn't mind trying it with two men. He's really interested. Wants to watch."
"He's crazy."
"I've resisted, told him I'm not interested...maybe I could..."
"You little slut," I laughed.
"Do you like the idea of a threesome Mr. Catelli," she teased as her fingers lightly caressed my shaft.
"Do you think Charley would like to suck my cock honey?"
"I don't think that's exactly what he was thinking of."
"Well, since we're talking about threesomes, maybe we should call Maria up here and practice."
"JOHNNY!"
~~~~
"Yes Senora Taylor?" Maria asked when she arrived to her mistress's summons. She wasn't fazed at all to see us naked together.
"Senor Catelli has a question for you."
"Senor?" she asked, her eyes roaming hungrily over my body.
"How old are you Maria?" I asked in Spanish.
"Eighteen senor," she answered shyly.
"Do you have a boyfriend?"
"Si Senor...but he's in Houston now...I've been alone for three months," she added with a sly look.
"Lonely?"
Without further ado Maria started to unbutton her dress.
Fuck, I'd been happily faithful for six years and now I was screwing two broads. The strange thing about threesomes is that a man really only needs one mouth, one pussy, one ass, to be satisfied.
Ronnie and Maria did their best to prove that untrue. The little Latina was wild, her Spanish shrieks echoing through the house when she came as I flooded her teenage pussy.
"Beeeg, very beeeg," she laughed as she held my hard shaft in her soft hand, her tongue continually flicking cum from my cockhead.
I didn't get back to the garage that afternoon, but I had definitely used my tool on two of the finest gearboxes I'd ever seen...
"What about your mama? Will she be mad?" I asked Maria later as I dressed.
Smiling, her black eyes shining, she answered, "maybe momma and Maria together with Mister Beeeg next time."
Fucking horny latinas!
~~~~
"Go for a drink?" Charley asked one night a week later after suddenly arriving in the garage as I worked late. I could tell he'd already had at least a couple of drinks before arriving, and as we sat in the dim shadows of the 'Wagonwheel', a cheap, topless joint just minutes from the garage, I sensed his nervousness.
"Would you fuck her?" he asked, nodding at a tattooed stripper, who'd definitely seen better days, who was flapping her tits in our faces.
"Maybe with your cock," I laughed.
"Fuck you Catelli.... Do you ever cheat on your wife? Screw around?" he asked, an edge to his voice.
"I'm happily married Charlie....so did you get yourself a little slant-eye when you..."
"Fuck no! We were surrounded by secret service guys the whole time."
"Well, at least the VP got out of his cage for a couple of weeks."
"Yeah, still..." We continued to watch...he continued to drink and talk... "I've tried some other things you know, sex stuff... Veronica and I have...sometimes I get the urge to do things..."
I let him talk, knew what was coming, knew he was going to ask me to fuck his wife.
"We tried a threesome last year...another girl...it was strange..."
"Shit Chuck," I interjected, "a wife as sexy as yours and you're screwing somebody else?"
"Just once...it didn't really work out... we also tried one of those S+M clubs..."
"Jesus! Who spanked who?"
"And toys. Went to some live sex shows. I like watching sometimes. Made some films of...well you know. Have you ever done it with two men...no, no, not gay stuff, I mean two guys and a girl... a threesome" he stammered.
"Sure! Like when I was young. Fuck, we'd go out, Christ two or three of us, my buddies and I, screw one of the cheerleaders, you know how it is when you're young, you must have..."
"I didn't do much when I was young," he interrupted, "Dad was dead, I had to work after school... Mom kept me pretty close to home, I had to study. She...she felt...girls weren't a good influence...that she was enough for her boy..."
"No problems now though Charley, you're rich, got everything you'll ever want," I interrupted trying to get him back to the present.
We watched two more strippers come and go on the stage as we sipped our beer before he tentatively started again. "We've talked, Ronnie and I, about it...about two men...someone joining us..."
"But Charley..."
"We haven't done it; just talked a bit...over the last year...Ronnie didn't seem interested..."
"She only wants you."
"...then I brought your name up the other day..."
"Me?"
"You know, talking about the cars. Then I asked her what she thought of you...you know, do you think he's sexy, stuff like that."
"You're nuts."
"She said, 'God Charley, he's so hairy...like a big bear...he's not our kind'. But there was something in her eyes Johnny, I think maybe"
"Charley, even if I was interested, and I'm not, what would a lady like your wife want with a greasy goombah like me...I'm just a dumb car jockey."
"Bullshit!" he argued. "She likes you Johnny...you're the first man she's shown any interest in when I bring it up. She was brought up almost living in a car garage you know. Her old man was a mechanic, like you, I think maybe she'd be interested if it was you."
"I'm happily married Charley."
"Still. It's something to think about, no rush, it's just an idea...I've never done it, it might be interesting...I'd like to see another man with her."
We let the subject drop as we sipped our beer and watched the strippers. Left the bar about one, both of us feeling pretty relaxed.
~~~~
"Charley!" I called out just as he bent to unlock his car door.
"Johnny?" he asked as he turned and found me just inches from his body. He was taller than I but my broad workman's body seemed to dwarf his as I put a meaty palm on his shoulder and held him.
"This idea," I started, piercing him with my dark black eyes, "before we, you even consider the thought...you've got to understand something."
"What?"
"If it happens, if it ever, ever, somehow came to pass."
"Yes..."
"I'll fuck her Charley, I'll fuck her hard...your wife is hot! I'll have her fucking screaming under me...It won't be like some porno flic or some show...it'd be real man."
"She doesn't scream Johnny"
"She will for me," I said as I unzipped my jeans in the darkness and released my cock with my free hand without him seeing it. "You might regret the whole thing."
"I'm big Charley, I fuck hard," I promised, my mouth just inches from his ear.
"But," he started and then cried out when I grabbed one of his hands and forced it to my prick.
"Touch it Charley, feel it," I ordered as he struggled ineffectually to escape my powerful fingers.
"Jesus!" he moaned, but slowly I felt his hand move up and down my shaft, felt him explore my club. "It's huge!"
I finally released his hand, felt him as he flinched back to escape my closeness.
"We don't ever have to discuss this again Charlie," I whispered. "Tonight didn't happen if that's the way you want it," I promised. "But Charlie, if you ever come back on this, understand what's at risk. It's not some little game."
"I better think about...see what Ronnie..."
He left the parking lot at about a hundred miles an hour!
~~~~
"What'd you do to Charley?" were the first words I heard from my rangy Lubbock Rose when I picked up the phone early the next morning.
"Told him I'd make his pretty little wife squirm under my fat cock," I answered laughing, "And then I just might fuck his lily white ass"
"You didn't!"
"What'd he say?"
"Nothing. But God, he acted like he'd seen a ghost when he came in last night. Wouldn't answer any questions. Just said there was something he wasn't sure about..."
~~~~
Two days later:
"He asked me if I'd do it," she said, her lips tickling my ear, "asked if I'd do it if you were the other man."
"What'd you say?"
"I told him he was all the man I wanted. That you scared me a bit...that you were too much of a wild man for me. That you were dirty and hairy," she laughed.
"Bitch."
"Then out of the blue he asked, 'honey, have you ever done it with a really well hung guy'?
'You baby...you're big,' I answered him. Then he told me you were built like a horse, that he'd seen you when you were pissing on one of your nights out. 'How big honey?' I finally asked him."
"He just answered, 'real big'. Then he said something about watching his mom when he was young, how it had really excited him, turned him on. Wanted to watch me..."
"Jesus, his mother again," I spat out.
"He kept pushing, cajoling, insisting...I agreed at last," Ronnie finally ended. "Told him I didn't need anyone but him, but if he wanted me to, if he insisted...He's going to ask you soon."
"You're sure you want to do this Ronnie?"
~~~~
"Go for a drink?"
I looked up and saw Charley hopping from foot to foot in front of my desk. Even in the dim light of the garage the nervousness of the man was palpable.
"Sure, the Wagonwheel? Let me just wash up a sec," I said as I went into the can. I left the door open, and knew he was watching as I pissed loudly and then gave it a few shakes.
~~~~
"Ronnie...I mean, both of us want to do it Johnny, you know, try it... the threesome thing...you know, we talked about...with you," he said hesitantly as we sipped our second beers.
"This is fucking crazy man. Your marriage! I like you two; why fuck it up?"
He sipped his beer and then asked, "So, will you? I'd really appreciate it...I know maybe"
"Does Ronnie know? About me? That I'm..."
"I told her Johnny, everything."
"Jesus man," I hesitated. "You sure?"
"You'll do it?"
"God, my wife man. Fuck, I haven't cheated on her since we married...I don't know."
"It'll be just a one night thing, no one else ever need know," he argued. Seeing me shake my head, he asked, "What?"
"Fuck, you know it won't be just once Charley. Once we start we won't stop man..."
"C'mon Johnny, cut the bullshit Johnny, when can we do it?" he whined.
"You really sure?"
Seeing his eager nod I finally answered, "Maybe next weekend, Rosa and the kids are going to L.A. for three days to visit her parents. We'll have Friday night, Saturday, Sunday."
"OK, yeah, OK, that's good, I'll talk to Ronnie, make sure we're both free...all three days?" he asked eagerly, "You sure?"
"Make sure we have champagne and caviar Chuck," I said as I gave him a friendly slap on his back. "Now how about this girl?" I asked, nodding at stripper gyrating in front of us, "You wanna fuck her?"
"Not with your cock," he laughed, "not with your cock Johnny."
We'll see about my cock, I thought.
~~~~
The two of them welcomed me at the door the next Friday as if I was a long awaited bridge partner or something. Charley, with a huge grin on his face, was decked out in sporty yacht club type clothes while his bride had on the slinkiest little cocktail dress that did practically nothing to hide her charms.
"Hi Charley, Mrs. Taylor," I said as I presented my smiling hostess a dozen pink roses.
"It's Ronnie Mr. Catelli, please call me Ronnie," she said as she gave me a peck on the cheek.
"Sure ma'am, I mean Ronnie," I said bashfully, playing my role, "you look really beautiful tonight."
Charlie, who was hopping from foot to foot and grinning like a fool, acting like he was some sort of hop head on speed, finally grabbed my arm and pulled me through the door.
"We thought dinner first," Ronnie said as she took my other arm and led me through to their dining room where the table was set exquisitely, the silver settings and golden plates glowing in the soft candlelight.
"Or we could fuck first," I said laughing as I lifted Ronnie up and set her down after pushing everything out of the way.
"JESUS!" Chuck yelled as he lunged to catch a crystal goblet as it flew through the air.
Ronnie wasn't wearing any underwear under the dress that I ripped from her body in one hard jerk.
"Christ Catelli, that was a Dior, it's worth ten grand," Chuck wailed.
"You're a fuckin billionaire Charlie. Now take off your clothes," I ordered as I undid my belt and let my pants fall to my ankles.
"Oh Gawwwdddd no," Ronnie cried, her mouth open in awe, playing out the little scene we'd planned. "Oh Charlie, pleasssse, I don't want to...he's too big...he'll kill me."
Charlie was fumbling with his belt, unsure what to do as his eyes raced inquiringly from his wife to my cock, his excitement obvious.
"Aaaaaaaaaahhh," Ronnie shrieked as I impaled her to the table, her pleas of, "help me Charley, pleassse baby, help me," unanswered by her confused hubby.
He actually moved around the table and started to caress his wife's hair while I really began to bang his wife. It was hard, fast, deep sex that soon had her clenching cunt rising to meet every one of my thrusts, her now wails of pleasure echoing through the house.
As my prick started to buck and deliver hot sperm into Ronnie's molten insides I looked up; Charlie was watching us fascinated, his left hand pumping his cock at a hundred miles an hour.
Maria and her mother, drawn by the screams, stood in the doorway, silently watching their mistress get fucked while her husband masturbated.
"Your turn Chuck," I told my host as I rolled off his wife.
"Here?"
"Please darling," his wife beckoned, her arms open in welcome, her pussy leaking my cum.
"Should we...I mean should I...Maria's here..." he started before Ronnie grabbed his prick and pulled him to her.
"Yes baby," she moaned as her husbands cock was thrust into her.
~~~~
"Bring some champagne...maybe some berries and cake to the master suite," I told Maria as we both watched Charley climb down off the table.
"Si senor,"
~~~~
"Do you like watching? Like watching my cock as it goes into your wife?" I asked Charley five minutes later as I fucked Ronnie doggie style in their king sized bed. He was naked, his prick hard again, his eyes shining as he stared at my shaft as it slipped between her thighs.
"I...I watched...when I was in college, living at home...momma sometimes let me watch..."
"Ronnie's not your momma Chuck," I challenged as I felt the first orgasmic clenching of her cunt.
We didn't talk while Mrs. T screamed her joy.
"Eat her Charley," I ordered when I pulled my cockhead free, the plop of release quickly followed by a stream of cum.
"I don't...I mean..."
"Please honey," his wife begged as she lay back and spread herself open, "eat me, taste me."
She held his head clenched between her thighs for minutes, her hands on the back of his head holding him immobile. I could hear his tongue lapping up our combined juices as I watched him hump his prick into the mattress, for a second was tempted to take his ass then and there...decided to wait.
"It's my turn," I finally interrupted, pushing Charley aside.
"You're ready again?" he gasped.
Rolling onto my back I pulled an eager Ronnie on top of me. "Ride me baby," I demanded.
She mounted me, slipped me into her sticky sheathe, started to move.
"Fuck her ass Charlie!"
"What?"
"Fuck her ass...while I'm in her."
"But"
"NOW!"
He bent her forward over me, spreading her cheeks. I captured Ronnie's lips just as I felt his cock jolt up her ass, caught her agonized groan in my mouth, could feel Charlie's prick just centimeters from mine. We stroked into his young wife in unison, our hard shafts filling the young beauty to her cries of acceptance and surrender.
They both came before me...their groans were echoing in the room when I finally bathed her with my thick spunk.
~~~~
We woke up late the next morning, sticky and intertwined; then showered together while we waited for Maria to deliver our coffee and breakfast. I lifted a wet, slippery Ronnie, my hands under her ass, then slid her down my soapy body onto my hardness. Lifted and dropped her repeatedly as Charlie caressingly soaped his wives back and ass.
We ate in bed...naked...Ronnie put raspberry jam on Charley's prick and then proceeded to lick it off while I fingered her. She swallowed all his cum.
"Me now," I finally ordered, pulling her head from Charlie's now softening prick.
As her lips closed over me I grabbed Charlie, one of my powerful hands vise like on the back of his neck. "Help her."
"What?"
"Help Ronnie," I insisted as I moved his head toward my groin.
"No...I don't...I've never..." he stammered, fighting to escape me.
"Taste me Charley...now!"
"It's too big...I couldn't"
"Ronnie can, she'll show you," I said as I forced his mouth to the tip of my cock.
For seconds I help him immobile, his lips brushing my cock. "Like this," Ronnie whispered, "lick him first like this."
Tentatively his tongue flicked out, feeling me, tasting me. Ronnie kissed him as he licked, showed him, led him, finally took my cock in her hand and fed it into her husband's mouth. I started to fuck his face, his protests garbled by his stuffed mouth.
Ronnie moved down his body and took her husband in her mouth, sucking him down even as I took Charlie's mouth. I didn't release him as I came, made him swallow all my sperm even as his prick exploded into Ronnie's mouth.



"I didn't want that...its disgusting...you hurt me," he finally cried.
"I warned you," I answered as his wife embraced him.
~~~~
I took his ass late Saturday night as he was buried inside his wife's pussy. He screamed as I filled him but continued to fuck his wife even as I split him down the middle. I know he liked it.
They were mine!
~~~~
In the weeks that followed Ronnie and I continued to meet and make love two or three afternoons a week. All pretense now gone, I took her whenever I wanted. Charley apparently loved getting the reports of our actions.
One afternoon I brought Mario along. "Why's he here?" Ronnie started when she saw him.
"I promised him a bonus for all the good work he's done on your cars...You."
"But Johnny," she complained but then smiled when Mario pulled out his rampant prick. "God, are all you Ferrari mechanics hung?"
"Only the Italian ones," Mario answered as he lifted Ronnie's top over her head.
~~~~
Once every week or ten days Charlie would join his wife and I for another threesome. I told Charley how his wife had taken an Italian front and back. How she'd loved it.
"I wish I had seen it," he said as I fucked his wife.
"Maybe next time Charley," I promised.
~~~~
Around thanksgiving I finally got to meet Charlie's anorexic daughter. "I hear you met the little bitch," were the first words I heard down the phone from Ronnie.
"Yes, I did have the pleasure," I laughed.
"She doesn't think much of you."
"Oh, it's early yet. I think I'll be able to teach little Melody a couple of new tunes before I'm through. She complained about me, did she?"
Charlie's daughters eighteenth birthday was that week and apparently an appropriate gift in the billionaire set was a 'starter' Ferrari for the little dear. She had arrived at Catelli Motors with a million orders and instructions for me.
We were used to rich kids. We didn't make it as easy for her as we might have. I let Mario have some fun for a while.
"Don't they feed ya at home missy?" he'd asked as he fondled her stick like arm.
"God, don't touch me."
"No tits Johnny," he'd laughed as she sputtered in front of him.
She left complaining loudly about stupid immigrant wops who couldn't understand simple English instructions.
I was invited to her eighteenth birthday family dinner by her step-mom.
~~~~
"What's he doing here?" Melody demanded imperiously when I came into the dining room and took a seat facing her.
"I invited Mr. Catelli honey," Charley answered.
"But he's just the mechanic."
"Johnny's our friend dear," Ronnie said sweetly to her step-daughter.
"Well, he probably is yourrrr type," she spat out, and then, turning to her father added, "I mean it is my birthday Daddy."
"Mr. Catelli brought you a present dear," Ronnie crooned.
"What is it?"
"You'll have to wait until after dinner Mel, but I think you'll like it," I teased, "and I also have something for you Charley."
"Well, okay, I guess," she finally answered, her greed for whatever the Ferrari man had brought overriding her rudeness.
"You do? For me?" Chuck asked.
"You'll see."
After we had snacked on the appetizers, Maria arrived, wheeling in the main course. Melody's gasp of surprise was echoed by her father's. Maria was dressed as a Roman serving girl, her only covering a diaphanous silk gown that only accentuated her gorgeous bosom, hardly covered her hairy mound.
"MARIA! What are you wearing...you look like a slut. Geeze, what are you doing, it's my birthday."
"Meeester Catelli asked me to wear it Missy Melody."
"Who? The mechanic? DADDY! Do something."
Before Charley had a chance to respond his daughter shrieked again. "This isn't my food you stupid wetback...I gave your mother specific instructions on what I can eat when I'm home."
"Your mommy and Mr. Catelli said you're too thin. That you have to eat more," Maria answered brazenly, "you have no teets. Not like me," she added, cupping her full, round breasts through the thin cloth.
"YOU'RE FIRED! YOU AND YOUR STUPID MOTHER," Melody yelled as she swept her overflowing plate to the floor and lunged towards Maria.
I caught her from behind just before she reached the smiling maid, and pinned her arms to her side as I easily lifted the thrashing girl in the air.
"DADDY! HELP DADDY," Melody screamed as I held her aloft.
"Johnny, I don't think you should," Charley started.
"Look at her?" I yelled as I pulled the party dress from Melody's body, leaving her clad only in a white silk thong. "She's 5'9" and she weighs maybe 100 pounds."
"I weigh 105, I'm fat," Melody protested.
"She's sick Charley. Look at her tits, her hips...shit, she's like a fourteen year old. Look, look at Maria...show Mr. Taylor your body Maria," I ordered.
"That's what a healthy eighteen year old should look like Charlie."
"But"
"Let him feel your breasts Maria."
"DADDY!" Melody screamed again as she watched her Dad cupping his maid's full breasts and dark, fat nipples.
"You are thin honey," he finally answered.
I set her back down in her chair, held her when she struggled to escape. "Get Miss Melody another plate Maria. A full one."
"Si senor."
"I won't eat it!"
"You'll do what you're told," I instructed her. "I'll tie you to the chair if I have to. Don't you understand, you could be a pretty girl if you put on fifteen, twenty pounds."
"I'd be fat! God, what are you doing," she wailed as I ran my hands down her shoulders and cupped her small breasts.
"No tits, but you do have nice nipples," I said as I pinched the two fat nubs that were suddenly hard.
"Noooo, pleassse. Dadddddy?"
"Now eat your dinner. Charlie, you and Maria make sure she eats every bite on her plate."
"Si senor."
"Where are you going?" Melody demanded as I took her step-mother's arm and started towards the door.
"I want a real woman, not a baby," I answered as I took Ronnie in my arms and pulled her against me and kissed her.
"I don't understand. Daddy, daddy, what's going on?"
I didn't hear Chuck's response to his daughter as I carried his wife up the stairs.
~~~~
Thirty minutes later Ronnie and I returned to the dining room and the birthday girl, both of us naked, my cum oozing down Ronnie's thighs as she walked.
"So, did Melody eat everything?"
"Oh my gawwwwddd," Melody moaned when she looked up and saw us. "They fucked daddy, the dirty mechanic fucked your wife."
"I can explain honey," Charley started.
"EXPLAIN! HOW?"
"Well, what do you think Ronnie? She did eat all her food. Should I give Melody her birthday present?" I asked.
"Charley? Should he?" Ronnie asked her husband, letting him decide.
"She did eat all her meat and potatoes honey."
"What is it? Where is it?" Melody demanded.
I put my hand around my fat shaft and shook it threateningly as I moved towards her.
"Nooooooo....oh god nooooooo...please, please, I'm a virgin...dadddddddy..."
I let both Charlie and Ronnie watch....
She was too bony for me...bled dark red blood all over the tablecloth...she loved it by the time I'd finished...her moans of pleasure bouncing off the walls as her parents smiled.
For such a thin girl she had a wonderful cunt, tight but so slippery and welcoming. I knew she'd want more. Even as her blood slid down her thighs I felt her legs lock around my back, holding me, not wanting to release me.
"You don't get any more til you've put on fifteen pounds young lady," I warned as I rolled off.
"But Mr. Catelli...I"
"No buts or ifs...c'mon Charlie, Ronnie, lets go to bed. You come too Maria."
"Maria's coming too Johnny?" Charlie asked openmouthed.
"What do you think your present is?" I said laughing.
"Really?"
"WHAT ABOUT ME? IT'S MY BIRTHDAY!" Melody cried.
"Finish your cake honey," her daddy shouted back to her as the four of us rushed up the stairs.
THE END
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Hinesville, Georgia, September 2005
"So whadaya think of them sand niggers done moved in next door to you," Billy Joe Cooper asked, as he, Sam Rowland and I sat smoking in the stands of the baseball field. Or at least the other two were smoking; I'd finally kicked the habit during my five weeks up north.
"Sand niggers?" I asked, totally confused by Billy Joe's comment.
"They moved in last week. Into old man Drake's house."
"Who did?"
"The camel jockeys! Ehhhrabbb terrorists," he giggled, making me wonder if he was smoking something besides tobacco.
"It's true Rod," Sam said as he exhaled a cloud of smoke.
"Next door to us?"
~~~~~
Sis, Mom and I had just returned from our annual five week vacation on Cape Cod to visit Mom's family and so were way behind on local news. At least Sis and I were.
"What's this about Arab terrorists moving in next door Dad?" I asked as I burst into the family TV room an hour later.
"They're invading fucking Georgia now son."
"Johnnie!" Mom hissed at Dad.
"It's true honey. Why can't they stay where they belong? Stay up north and blow up Jew York."
Dad had to have had a couple of beers before he dared say that in front of Mom, I thought. We all saw the steam building up behind mom's eyes and all of us knew better than to stay and wait for the explosion.
"Just kidding hon, got to get over to Al's, see you later," Dad backtracked as he fled from the room, Sissy and I hard on his heels.
"Roddy, Sissy, get back in here," she ordered.
"Yes mum," we both agreed meekly.
"An Arab family has moved in next door Sissy," she started, "as your father and brother have so effectively pointed out." We were both holding our breath, knowing from long experience that no response was expected or allowed.
"Strangely enough Arabs are still considered as members of the human race in most areas of the world."
Mom, nee Sophie Von Scouries, was raised in Boston, the daughter of what Dad's brother, Uncle Teddy, called 'damn commie intellectuals', although never in front of Mom.
She, an eighteen year old Duke freshman, eager to study Philosophy, Art History and French at the South's most respected university, had somehow ended up in Dad's bed her third day in Durham. Dad had been a senior at N.C. State, an agriculture major from a well known farming family, the Malloys, of eastern Georgia.
Ma was pregnant before the school year was up. And then, against all odds, and the active opposition of both their families, they got married and then had me. Eleven months later they'd had my sister Rebecca. It was the sex that got them together and had kept them together. The rest of the relationship had been much tougher.
"And notwithstanding your father's remarks, or others you two children will likely hear in the coming days from our enlightened friends and neighbors, I expect the two of you to act accordingly."
"Yes ma," we both responded meekly, our only possible answer given ma's anger.
"But who are they," I ventured timidly.
"Their name is Mahmoud, and they have two children, Ali 7 and Fatima 5."
"You've already met them?" I asked.
"Yes Roderick," the Roderick a further sign of Mom's displeasure, "and in spite of all the rumors I'm sure are being spread all over Hinesville, Georgia, neither Mr. nor Mrs. Mahmoud are members of Hezbollah or the Moslem Brotherhood. Nor is their seven year old son a suicide bomber."
"What are they doing here mom?" sis asked tentatively.
"Well Rebecca, like a million other northerners, they've decided to move to the south and just happened to choose our lovely town."
"But where are they from?"
"I believe Brooklyn."
"But...before that..."
"Well, current science now seems to believe we all can trace back our roots to an area in Central Africa," Mom said in a tight controlled voice.
"But," Sissy started again, but then stopped as mom stared daggers at her.
~~~~~
Mr. Mahmoud, it turned out in the days that followed, was actually the front man for his great-uncle, an Egyptian-American man who turned out to be the largest Dollar Store operator in the northeast.
"Claims he's here to open a hundred of them stores in Georgia and the Carolinas, every small town from here to Tennessee," Dad told us a couple of days later as we sat out at the farm with the whole clan for our Sunday afternoon BBQ.
Mom, who herself had been hard at work finding out about the Mahmouds, interjected, "apparently he has an M.B.A. from Cairo University."
"What's that?" Uncle Ted asked snickering, "Master of Blowing up Americans."
"No my dear Edward," Mom hissed as the rest of the family burst out in guffaws at Uncle Ted's words.
Sis and I were always caught in the middle of the continuing family drama, in love with mom and accepting of most of her liberal views, while at the same time surrounded most of the year by a more southern and redneck approach to life.
We had learned to love both worlds, knew that behind the crudity, small mindedness and racism of our town lay another reality; friendly cookouts, Fourth of July parades, neighbor helping neighbor, little league baseball, patriotism...
Every family in our corner of Georgia had a brother, or a son, or a cousin, or a father who'd proudly worn the uniform of our country. And when my northern cousins pontificated about the loss of civil liberties, I could never forget that Hinesville blood had been spilled in the dusty fields and fetid towns of Afghanistan and Iraq.
~~~~
I was eighteen, a tall, rangy boy/man who'd lost my virginity to my second cousin Joanne, a twenty-four year old, just divorced nurse, just weeks before on a beach up in Cape Cod.
I was lucky; I'd been ready and she'd made it easy. An experienced lover, she been both gentle and demanding, teaching me in ten days more than most men learn in a lifetime.
She'd been understanding when my cock had spurted before I'd even got it in, told me it was a compliment.
"I'm sorry...," I'd started to stammer.
"Just shows you like me," she'd laughed as her fingers caressed my still hard, sticky shaft. "You're so big Roddy," she'd whispered as she slid to her knees and took me into her mouth.
"Oh fuck, fuck Jo, I'm going to come again," I cried as her tongue and lips worked me, wanting to pull out and fuck her but unwilling to leave her moist mouth. I bucked again and again between her lips, watched as she milked my shaft, swallowing hungrily.
"You taste good honey," she said grinning, a strand of cum hanging from her lower lip.
"I do?"
"Here," she offered as her lips sought out mine. Unsure, I met her lips, felt her tongue push into my mouth, tasted my sperm, reveled in the feel of our tongues dueling.
"You're hard again," she laughed as her fingers found my straining cock, and then pulled me down to the blanket on the sand.
I went crazy when I finally thrust into my first pussy, simply banged away like a wild man, unconcerned about anything but my pleasure. Jo was screaming when I finally exploded.
"God, I've never had anyone like you," she whispered as we lay gasping on our backs on the sand. "You're the biggest, the best," she said adoringly as her hand lightly held my softening snake. Her compliments, whether true or simply to encourage me, were the nicest things she could have done to give confidence to such an unsure lover.
Every virgin needs someone like Jo to school them in the art of love. For ten days she taught me, teaching me how to both please a woman and myself. We both cried when I had to leave and go back to Georgia.
"You be gentle with all those Georgia girls Rod," she'd ordered. "I don't want you breaking every heart in Hinesville." Christ, I'd wanted to quit school and move in with her in Boston.
~~~~
Of course, once a teenage boy gets laid for the first time, he doesn't think of a fuck of a lot else besides sex in the succeeding days and weeks and months. 'How can I get someone else in bed' becomes the overriding priority in life.
I was no different and so it happened that the continuing simmering anger at our new Arab neighbor's presence in our community was largely ignored by me. I was trying to figure out how to get Bobbie Anne Gilliam's panties off and my dick inside her... or Bonnie Smith... or Jenny...or, or...
That is until I happened to take a period off at eleven one morning and decided to go home and have lunch with Mom.
A young, beautiful, olive skinned woman was sitting casually at the kitchen table talking with mom, sipping tea, when I barged through the back door.
"Roddy, what are you doing home?"
I stammered as I explained about a cancelled class, my attention totally on the gorgeous, dark haired woman in front of me.
"Am I that strange?" Mrs. Mahmoud asked throatily, the sound of her voice the sexiest thing I'd ever heard.
"ROD! Don't stare."
"Oh sorry mom," I finally answered, my eyes moving to meet hers for a second before darting back to Mrs. Mahmoud.
"Rod, I'd like you to meet our new neighbor, Mrs. Mahmoud. Miriam," she said turning, "this bumbling idiot is my son."
"You're young," I babbled, "I mean younger than I thought...and you speak English..."
"As you can see Miriam, my son has extraordinary powers of observation. Strange, he's never realized that people who come to America from foreign lands often master the English language..."
"Don't tease him Sophie," Mrs. Mahmoud instructed mom, smiling happily at me as she spoke.
I fell in love! Or lust. Who knows exactly what happens in your brain at that moment when someone captivates you totally. Bobbie Anne and the rest of the females in my senior class were instantly forgotten. I was going to fuck Mrs. Mahmoud or die trying. She was my destiny.
They let me sit at the table with them as they talked and laughed together. I was oblivious to most of the conversation, captivated solely by Miriam's beauty. The only contribution I made was glazed eyed nods to questions I didn't hear and one totally dumb question.
Her scarf, her head covering thing, was nowhere to be seen, and I asked, "Where's your bandana thing? ...You know...for your head," I stammered as both looked at me in surprise.
"ROD!"
"It's alright Sophie. How will people learn if they don't ask? I just have a scarf today Rod, not my hijab," she said turning to me and taking a crimson silk scarf from her purse. "I don't always wear it when I'm among women."
"What about in front of me?" I asked eagerly, interested to learn her beliefs.
"I should be covered in front of you...in fact I shouldn't even be in the same room as such a handsome young man," she teased.
"Do you want him to go?" Mom asked.
"Of course not," Miriam replied with a shake of her head, causing her long, black, silky strands to dance and float around her head and shoulders.
"When I was a girl in Beirut we were freer...less strict than my husband's family...my sisters and I...we were able to talk and live more openly."
"How old are you Mrs. Mahmoud," I asked, rudely interrupting.
"Rod!" mom warned.
"It's okay," she said, shaking off mom's interruption. "I'm twenty-five, and its Miriam...I was married at seventeen..."
"Seventeen! That's younger than me," I exclaimed, and then realized Miriam was only seven years older than me, that she was closer in age to me than to mom.
"I wanted to go to the university...but then the troubles started," she said with a sigh. "One of my father's distant cousins in Egypt had a son who had gone to America, who needed an Arab wife."
"What? It was arranged? You didn't know him?"
"Sometimes it's done that way...an older man, who is doing well...who can afford a wife..." she said trailing off wistfully.
"But how old is Mr. Mahmoud," I asked.
"ROD!" Mom barked, clearly pissed off at my nosy questions.
"Gamal's forty-nine and he's a wonderful husband and father....Now I better get going Sophie. Ali and Fatima will be home for lunch any second."
"I hope this lummox isn't chasing you away," Mom asked, her arm on my shoulder.
"No, not at all," she said smiling. "In fact I love the getting the chance to talk to other people once in a while. We're not exactly getting invited to meet many of the neighbors."
"They're idiots," Ma groused.
"Thanks Sophie, and thank you Rod," she said and just for a second touched my cheek with her soft fingers. "Don't you ignore me now that you've met me."
"I won't, I promise," I said as she left.
~~~~~
"She's nice, different than I thought she'd be," I started after Miriam had left.
"Did you think every Arab had horns? Haven't I taught you better than that? Bandanas? You speak English? Duh? God, Roddy, you sounded like an idiot," she complained.
"Don't! That's not fair," I protested, bristling at her suggestion, "you know I don't believe all that crap. Don't blame me if you're mad."
She looked at me for long seconds before, with tears all of a sudden pouring from her eyes, she suddenly leaned into me and said, "I know honey, I know. I'm just so mad at everyone...their fucking attitudes..."
Jesus, I was stunned. Mother had never sworn in my presence before. She said fuck? "It's okay Mom," I whispered in her ear as my arms engulfed her, and then waited silently as she stood trembling against me for minute after minute, her tears wet against my cheek.
God, my mom's always been the strong one. The one who knows everything!
I was suddenly aware of Mom's full, firm breasts pushing into my chest.
"I'm so sorry sweetie, I shouldn't take it out on you," she said as she wiped her sleeve over her leaking eyes and moved back from my embrace. "I'm just so effing pee-ed off with these small minded..."
"I know ma," I stammered, confused and excited at my body's reaction to having mom's nipples pressed into my chest.
"...So what did you really think of our neighbor anyway? Was she what you expected?"
"God ma, she is soooo hot."
"Mrs. Mahmoud?"
"Yes."
"Hot! She's a married woman Roderick!"
"I know," I groaned.
I couldn't help blushing as she looked at me, couldn't stop wondering if she could see the sexual turmoil that was rampaging through my body and brain.
"You know young man, you and I haven't discussed girls and boys in quite a while...maybe"
"Oh Ma," I interrupted, my face feeling hotter and hotter.
"You haven't...You are still a virgin aren't you?"
"Mum!" I said as I retreated out the door.
""You're not? Who was it," were the last words I heard as I fled.
~~~~
Mr. Mahmoud arrived at the front door a week later, insisted to first Sissy, then mom, that he'd speak to dad only.
"What an asshole," Dad snorted when he joined us after our neighbor had left.
"John, please," Mom chided.
"Shit, he wouldn't even talk to you and you're defending him."
"He is different," Ma conceded.
"He'll never be a salesman, I'll tell you that. Long beard. Strange clothes. Straight out rude. Wouldn't even drink a beer with me."
"They don't drink alcohol Daddy," Sissy told him.
"Don't you be fooled honey," Dad admonished his daughter, "if they think they can get away with it, they'll drink. And smoke that hashie stuff. And violate young Christian virgins. That's before they decide to blow up America."
"C'mon Dad, he just runs Dollar Stores for god's sake; what'd he want anyway?" I asked.
"Apparently your mother told Mrs. Mahmoud that you'd be willing to cut their lawn and take care of their yard for a reasonable price. He couldn't just ask you like a normal person would, he had to negotiate with yours truly only. Had more instructions for me to give you than you'd believe."
"What instructions?" Mom asked.
"Shit honey, who cares? The boys only cutting his goddam lawn. We're not talking rocket science here. How much do you think this desert Eh-rab knows about grass anyway? Imagine, this clown giving me, an American farmer, worked the goddam soil my whole life, instructions on how to cut his lawn."
"So, does he want me to do it?" I asked, elated at the prospect of having an excuse to hang around Miriam's house.
"Yeah, of course you're hired. As long as you wear one of those jimijabi things," he finished, chuckling at his little joke.
Even ma, still a little sore at Mr. Mahmoud's refusal to talk to her, grinned at Dad.
~~~~
"Johnnie, we also have to talk to Rod," Mom told dad.
"About what?"
"Could you leave us for a minute Sissy?"
"Why?"
"This is between just Roddy and us young lady," Mom answered as she escorted sis to the door.
"Well?" Dad demanded, "What is it, the ballgame's starting in five minutes."
"I think it's time we discussed sex with your son John."
"Hell, I explained the whole darn thing to the boy years ago."
"You did?" Mom asked. "But..."
I had to laugh to myself at Dad's description of our talk. What he'd actually done one afternoon years ago was to take me out to the farm on a day our stallion was covering three mares. Dad and Uncle Ted had then proceeded to give me a graphic blow by blow description on what was going on.
"Remember Rod," Uncle Ted said as Dad and I were getting ready to leave, "it's just the same with people. You just grab yourself a little girlie, bend her over and then fuck her like that big stallion did."
Dad was pretty vague when I peppered him with specific questions on the way home, simply telling me, "You'll figure it all out Roddy, don't worry."
And finally, years later, mainly due to my pretty cousin, I had done figured it out.
"But Johnnie, we have to discuss AIDS, and safe sex and pregnancy and a man's responsibilities," Mom insisted.
"Hang on, I know what he needs."
"Where are you going? Johnny?"
"Here boy, just make sure you use these," he said when returned a minute later, as he tossed a pack of condoms in my lap. "I don't want Bobbie Anne's pa coming over here with no shotgun in his hand. Your ma will explain all that other fancy stuff."
"Johnny?" Mom sighed in exasperation.
"Games starting honey, gotta go."
"JOHNNY!" Mom yelled as the door closed behind Dad.
Sissy came into the room just as I was absent mindedly opening a condom.
"What's that? A candy? Can I have one," my sister asked when she saw the colored wrapping in my hand.
"Oh crikey," Ma groaned as I slipped the cock cover out of its package.
"How do these work anyway ma," I asked grinning, pushing my finger against the red plastic ring.
"Let me see?" Sissy demanded as mom ground her teeth in exasperation.
"It's a what?" she asked when I told her it was a condom. "How does it work?"
"Ask ma."
And ma actually made us sit down and listen to her give a long discourse on AIDs, safe sex, condoms, STD's....for I minute I was afraid she was going to use my penis to demonstrate for Sissy how a condom should be rolled on.
Fortunately she used two of Sissy's fingers.
"That was gross," Sissy told me when we finally escaped.
~~~~
I did everything in my power to see and interact with Mrs. Mahmoud in the weeks and months that followed. It wasn't that easy. It's not like you can just go talk to her in the cafeteria or walk her home from school.
I mined mom for info, I cut their grass way more often than I needed to, I'd go out and play with her young boy if I saw him in the yard...
The weeks passed...I wasn't getting very far. Oh, I got a chance to say hello once in a while and actually got a couple of chances to talk to her for five minutes or so, but I definitely wasn't making much progress in getting laid.



Then opportunity knocked.
~~~~~
"I can't come with you guys when you go to Atlanta next weekend," I started as we sat eating dinner.
"How come son," Dad asked as he ate.
Every year over Thanksgiving, the Hinesville Swimming Club went to Atlanta for a meet that brought clubs from around the state to the Georgia fall championships. Our whole family had been going together since Sissy had started swimming seriously at age ten. It had become a real family holiday.
I'd always played baseball, Sissy was the swimmer. And she had a roomful of trophies to prove she was the best high school swimmer in Georgia. We'd both been trying to decide that fall what university we should go to, and whether we'd both go to the same one or not.
"We always go Rod," Mom argued. "It may be our last chance to go somewhere together before you two go away to university next year."
I couldn't tell them that I'd just found out that the Mahmoud children were going to New York to visit their grandparents for the holiday, or explain that I'd found out that Mr. Mahmoud was planning a week long business trip to North Carolina.
Didn't tell them I was hoping against hope to somehow seduce our married neighbor.
~~~~~
"It's not fair. I hate you," I heard from the doorway and looking up saw Sissy watching me.
"No you don't," I laughed, "you love me, I'm your favorite brother."
"That's because you're the only one I have."
"I help you with your home work."
"Yeah right," she answered sarcastically, both of us knowing it was I who relied on her for notes and assignments.
We'd been born just eleven months apart, Mom and Dad apparently so happy with my arrival that they got right to work on Sissy. And it had so happened that I missed the cutoff date for starting school by two weeks and Sissy just made it. We'd ended up in the same grade.
Which can be good or can be bad. We could have grown up hating each other, but somehow, maybe due to the summers we'd spent up north when we had to stick together defending the south (and our accents), we had become best friends.
We didn't really hang out at school, and we had enough different classes that we weren't continually falling over each other, but it was impossible not to know what the other was doing. We didn't have many secrets from each other.
"And you're supposed to knock before entering, remember," I reminded her as she stood looking at my near naked body. "I don't have any pants on."
"You got your boxers on...and don't try to change the subject. Why aren't you coming, you always do," she pouted as she sat on the edge of my bed. "I swim faster when you're there, I'll miss you."
"Sissy, it's like I said, I'm busy. Anyway, you always win."
"That's not the point....its probably because of that Arab woman, isn't it?" she accused accurately.
"What are you talking about? What Arab woman?"
"Ha, ha, ha! How many Arab women do you know Roddy? Maybe I should ask Dad if he knows the name of the terrorist woman his son's got a crush on," she teased, knowing she had the upper hand. "How you've become the plaything of some evil..."
"Sissy," I threatened.
"I don't like Sissy anymore, call me by my name."
"What? What are you talking about? Everyone's always called you that."
"I hate it."
"You do? Since when? Why haven't you ever said anything?"
I'm a woman now, I want to be called Rebecca...or Becky if you like."
"Are you serious? Really? " Seeing her nod I went on, "Okay my darling sister Rebecca, that's who you'll be from now on. Now, about Dad..."
"Don't worry; you know I'd never tell on you."
"Because I'm your favorite brother," I teased.
"You know I love you."
"Thanks Becky," I said, and saying it realized I liked the sound of her name, wondered why we'd never used it.
"I might discuss it with mom though," she teased.
"Becky!"
"She's sure to know more than me anyway."
"What?"
"Who do you think you're fooling? ...Bye Rod," she said as she stood to go. "But remember you still owe me one for this weekend. Oh, and brother dear, you look very sexy in your boxers, very, very sexy...I wonder what cousin Joanne would do if she saw you like that? Or Bobbie Anne Gilliam," she said with a smirk as she flounced out.
How the hell does she know about Joanne, I groused to myself.
~~~~
I called her Becky at dinner the next night to everyone's surprise. "Becky?" Dad asked, "what happened to Sissy."
"Sissy is for little girls Dad," I said in a fake, deep, serious adult voice, "and now that Rebecca has grown into a such a lovely young woman, I think we should put away her childish names. You may not have noticed Dad but Miss Malloy's chest has sprouted quite considerable protrusions."
Mom, trying to stay serious, was giggling behind her hand, and Becky was blushing as Dad, a kidder at heart, gave his daughter the once over. "I believe you're right Rod. Stand up and let me get a good look at ya honey."
"Daddy," Becky cried.
"C'mon, get up girl," Dad ordered
Giving me a quick, venomous look that promised revenge, my blushing sister shyly stood.
Giving a quick whistle Dad announced to the table, "You'll be borrowing your momma's bras soon sweetie."
"Johnny!" Mom warned but couldn't keep the smile out of her voice.
"It's true honey. Rrrebbbeccccca," and he said it slowly, emphasizing her new name, "has a right fine little set of titties on her. What do you think Rod? C'mon here honey, let us get a good look at them."
Ignoring her father and feigning anger, Becky sat. But you couldn't help notice the way she pulled her shoulders back and arched her back, pushing her firm tits even further outward, proud we'd finally noticed that the tomboy was quickly becoming a woman.
Fuck, my sister has nipples, hard, long nipples, I thought as her erect buds pushed against her shirt. I think even both Daddy and Mommy were momentarily surprised.
"Have you sat down with your daughter and explained, you know, about the birds and bees honey?" Dad teasingly asked mom.
"Daddy. Stop it!"
I couldn't help adding my two cents worth and interjected, "it's okay Dad, Ma taught her all about condoms."
"Ya did what," Dad demanded, and then turning to me warned, "And you better bloody well make sure none of your buddies get within condom distance of your sister mister."
~~~~~
Later that night, I was laying in bed, reading, just in a pair of gray, cotton gym shorts, when I heard Becky's knock on our connecting door from the bathroom.
The two of us had the upstairs to ourselves. It was our domain, and it had two large bedrooms separated by a connected bathroom, plus a big playroom/TV room.
"You're mean!" Becky complained as she sat on the edge of my bed, dressed in just a cut-off tank top and short, tight, swimming club shorts.
"Ha, you loved it," I teased. "Showing Daddy and me your little boobies."
"I did not. Take that back!" she yelled as she jumped on me and sat straddling my stomach as she grabbed for my hands.
We wrestled, giggling, much as we'd done since we were little kids, and for minutes I let her have the upper hand before I finally pushed her down and pinned her with my body. She was panting as I held her arms above her head, her breasts rising and falling against my bare chest.
"Say uncle."
"Never," she answered as her body thrashed under me.
Holding both her hands in one of mine I lowered my other hand to her side. Gently slid my fingers across her stomach, tickled, and then slowly moved them upwards.
"Roddddy!" she warned nervously.
"Seeing everyone's talking about them, I figure I might as well take a look," I said grinning, as I slipped a finger under her top and touched the underside of her left breast.
"UNCLE...UNCLE," she yelled.
"Ya sure you don't want me to see them," I leered as she shuffled backward from me on the bed.
"Pervert!"
"I like the way they jiggle," I teased. "Are you cold," I added as her extraordinary nipples pushed through the thin top.
"What about you?" she demanded after she'd jumped out of the bed and onto the floor. "Something seems to have got someone excited," she said as she stared at the huge bulge in my groin.
"That's not"
"Night Roddy," she said as she flounced through the door, but then turned, and looking me right in the eye, lifted her top and flashed me her tits before turning and going.
Fuck! I dreamed of my sister's body all night. She had the prettiest little set of knockers I'd ever seen. High, firm, pink tipped beauties.
~~~~~
It turned out to be so easy. For all my weeks of planning, for all my harebrained schemes, for all my lusty thoughts, getting into Mrs. Mahmoud's bedroom turned out to be a piece of cake. Or more accurately, a piece of a toy one of her children had left lying on the garage floor.
Mrs. Mahmoud, Miriam, slipped, on a toy her daughter had dropped sometime previously, as she got out of her car after a morning shopping expedition three hours after Mom, Dad and Becky had sped away towards Atlanta.
I was cutting her grass, my mind still awash with a thousand mad ideas, when I saw her sprawl wildly.
"Miriam!" I yelled as I rushed to help her.
"I'm okay," she insisted as she lay tangled on the dirty garage floor, her skirt torn, her coat and blouse stained, her face smudged with oil.
"You're cut, don't move...I'll call a Doctor."
"Don't be silly, I'm okay, just help me up," she said as she held out an arm.
"Aaaahh," she squealed when she put just a little weight on her left foot, collapsing into my arms as her ankle buckled under her.
"It could be broken."
"Just help me into the house Rod. I'm okay....No, no, I didn't mean carry me," she protested when I swept her up in my arms.
"Where?" I asked as I carried her.
"Uh....oh upstairs," she said pointing and I proceeded to carry her to her room and set her gingerly on her bed.
"We have to call a Doctor."
"No! Gamal would never approve."
"You're hurt."
"I'm fine. They're just scratches...my ankle will be fine... don't worry about me."
"Let me see your ankle," I insisted as I knelt at her feet.
"You shouldn't be here... You're barely dressed," she added, referring to the cut-off jeans I was wearing and the lack of top, my typical lawn cutting wear.
"It's me or the Doctor," I insisted.
"Owwww," she cried when I put her foot in my hands and gently moved her ankle.
"I don't think it's broken."
"It hurts."
"I'll go get some ice," I said rising.
She was sitting gingerly on the edge of the bed, her hajib and coat off and lying beside her, when I returned.
"You'll have to sit back...yes against the headboard, like that," I instructed as I adjusted her body. "Your ankle up, on top of the pillows, like this," I said as I lifted her left foot and gently placed it down and then surrounded it with the ice pack.
"Thank you. I'm fine now," Miriam said with a cold formality, dismissing me.
"Your knee's bleeding, your elbow too, your hands are scratched," I said as I walked into the Mahmoud's ensuite bathroom.
"You don't have to," she said softly when I returned with a two towels and a damp washcloth.
"I don't want you bleeding to death," I grinned as I sat on the bed next to her scraped and bloody knee.
"Your skirts ruined."
"It doesn't matter." She watched my fingers as I lifted the ripped hem of the modest, mid calf length skirt up over her knees. As I gently washed her torn and grease stained skin, she knew that, with her other leg up, I could see the wispy white, silk underwear she wore, could see the dark curls shadowed below.
She spread her knees further apart as I touched her.
I took my time, my movements more caresses than anything else, even let my hand slide halfway up her inner thigh before finally pulling away.
"You're gentle, you could be a doctor," she murmured, her dark eyes never leaving mine as I moved to take her hand.
Her blouse was ripped and blood stained at the elbow, splotched with dirt in the front from her fall to the greasy floor. She didn't protest when I slowly undid the buttons, actually leaned forward to allow me to slip it off her shoulders.
Her bra, a matching piece of white silk hid little, a demi-bra that just covered her nipples, the top of her mahogany areolas clear atop full, lush hills.
"What?" she asked as she saw a momentary grin slide across my lips.
"You sure wear sexy underwear under all those clothes," I said smiling. "I thought Muslims..."
"Just because we wear hajibs and cover ourselves in public doesn't mean we're not sexy young man. The women of Lebanon are famous throughout the world for their beauty...for our ability to please a man," Miriam boasted.
"Please me," I whispered as I pushed down her bra and cupped a breast almost reverentially.
"We can't," she whispered as she drew my head towards hers.
She smelled and tasted of the Middle East, a spicy, intoxicating tang that evoked Harem girls cavorting naked, ready at a moments notice to pleasure their master.
"You're taking advantage of an injured, defenseless girl," she said when our lips finally separated.
"You fell into my trap," I said as my hand moved from one straining nipple to the other.
"I'm dirty, bloody," she complained, even as she sought to grab my lips again.
"You're so beautiful."
"My foot," she groaned as my hand slipped beneath her skirt.
"I'll be gentle," I promised.
"Not too gentle Rod," she ordered, her hand suddenly rubbing my cock through my denim shorts.
I stood; stripped quickly, let her see my huge pole for seconds before I bent back to her.
"You're so big...I don't think...so much bigger than Gamal...so hard," she murmured when her hand found me.
I lifted her, let her wrap her legs around my waist, grabbed her two ass cheeks in my hands, then slowly lowered her hairy, moist slit towards my cockhead.
Her cunt seemed to close like a vise on my shaft once my fat head was inside her. I jiggled her up and down as we stood locked together, each time pushing more and more into her depths.
"Ahhhhhhhhh," she groaned when I was finally completely buried.
I walked her to the wall, pressed her back against the hard surface, thrust again and again, filling her each time her ass slapped into the wall.
Her cut elbow, her injured ankle, her pain were all forgotten as her foreign cries of pleasure echoed through the room.
Her pussy was orgasmicly lubricating me as my thick penis started to buck and flood her with my cum. I held her pinned to the wall for minutes, my sticky shaft still hard and buried in her, damming my ejaculate in her cave. I had a sudden hope that my teenage sperm would put a big American baby in her womb.
"Lover," she murmured, her teeth nibbling my lips.
"Are you sore? Your foot, your arm?" I asked.
"My pussies sore. You stretch me so...no man has ever...Allah sent you to me...again?" she asked excitedly as I started to move my piston in long, deep strokes. "Gamal can't..."
"He's too old for you," I insisted as I slowly built up speed.
Later with my creamy sauce oozing from her cunt, matting her dark, silky pubic pelt, I carried her to her tub where the two of us tenderly washed each other.
"You should rest, sleep...I'll go," I offered when I'd deposited her on her silk sheeted bed.
"No! Stay," she pled. "Lie with me."
That had been a Thursday afternoon. We spent most of the next sixty hours entangled in her bed, continually surprising and exciting and satisfying the other. I became her slave. She became my houri as we coupled in paradise.
She offered me her fingers, her ass, her mouth, her tits, her vagina...she delighted in being coated in my cum.
"You're the man I've always dreamed of," she whispered. "I'm your little harem slave girl."
~~~~~
"I won. Four races. The100 and 200 crawl and the 100 fly and the 100 medley," Becky said breathlessly as she bounded into my room late Sunday night.
"I knew you would. Did you have fun?"
"Yes, Daddy bought me a dress...a late birthday present...said it was to show off my boobies," she laughed. "I met a boy at the closing dance...we"
"You what?" I asked, suddenly interested.
"We kissed. We danced close."
"Thats all?"
"I felt his penis...when we danced...it was hard."
"He didn't try to"
"He touched my breasts," Becky said proudly.
"If he did anything to hurt you," I started.
"No. He wanted to. I mean, you know. And he's going to be at swimming camp this summer..." she ended excitedly.
"I may have to go as your bodyguard," I threatened.
"Why do you care? You have all your girlfriends! And so what happened with you? With Miss Terrorist?"
"What do you mean?" I answered blushing.
"C'mon. Talk big brother. So did you two..."
"She's a married woman!"
"That didn't stop you with Joanne."
~~~~
In the weeks that followed she slowly wormed the story from me.
During the busy Christmas season Miriam and I only found a couple of chances to make love. Quick stolen moments that only temporarily eased my lust.
~~~~~
No one could fool mom for long and one afternoon in late January she called me aside and started in. "She's a married woman."
"What do you..."
"She has two children and a husband; she belongs to a different culture. God Roddy, if her husband ever found out he'd probably have her stoned or have some other bloody barbaric thing done to her."
"I"
"You? What about her? Do you ever think of anything besides your prick."
"FUCK YOU!"
"WHAT? WHAT DID YOU SAY TO YOUR MOTHER?"
"I'm sorry," I apologized, "but that's bullshit and you know it. Just because you're unhappy don't take it out on me."
"I'm unhappy because of you. Of you and your sister. If I hadn't had you I wouldn't be spending my life in this...." Ma's harangue trailed off as she saw the anger in my eyes.
"Well you won't have to worry much more. We'll be gone soon...then you can do whatever the hell you want," I yelled as I stormed out.
~~~~~
I skipped dinner.
"Roddy?" I heard whispered in my ear, a soft hand shaking my shoulder.
"What? What time is it," I mumbled as I slowly roused.
"It's your mother."
"Ma?" I whispered in the dark. "I'm sorry ma. I didn't mean"
"Shhhhh," she said as she put a finger to my lips and nestled next to me on my bed.
"But I want to say"
"LISTEN," she hissed. As I lay quietly she went on, "Of all the things I've said in my life, and you know I've said some doozies, I've never been ashamed more than I am now."
"It's okay, it was my fault"
"It wasn't! I wouldn't trade anything in the world for the joy you and your sister bring me. I love you two so much it hurts and I'm so, so proud of the man you've become. The day you were born was the happiest day in my life."
We were both crying, mom's face just inches from mine as she talked. "I love you mom," I whispered as I kissed her cheek.
"I was angry, jealous that you no longer need me. Jealous that other women will now be more important to you than me. Mad at that woman. Mad you're sleeping with her. Angry that I'm unhappy all the time."
"Don't be sad, I'll always love you ma," I promised, hugging her to my body.
"It's just you've grown so fast. You'll be away at University next year, Sissy too...Do you love her Roddy?"
"It's just she drives me crazy...I told you the first time I saw her, she's hot...she makes me"
"She's a shameless Jezebel, god, Dad and Uncle Ted were right, we never should have let those terrorists into the country..."
"Ma!" I challenged with a grin.
"Well, she's definitely a little hussy, tempting innocent boys..." she laughed, each of her breaths seeming to caress my face.
I got hard as I held her, as our tears turned to laughs she couldn't help but feel me growing against her stomach, didn't say anything as she continued to hold me tight against her.



"You're my only girl Mom," I promised.
"I have to tell you something Rod."
"What?" I asked, my cock now throbbing in excitement.
"I was going to wait...I haven't told Sissy...Becky...I wasn't going to tell you guys until later, this summer," she stammered.... "About your dad and me."
"Huh? Dad?"
"Next fall, when you and your sister are gone...I'm going to leave your father. We're going to separate....Do you understand why?"
"Yes," I finally admitted, knowing in my heart it had been inevitable. "Are you going to go back to Boston?"
"I don't know....Both your Dad and I love you two, that'll never change...it's just that we won't be together."
"Does Dad know? Have you..."
"Yes. We talked, agreed, we're just waiting until the summer, til you guys get organized."
"Becky?"
"Don't tell her. I'll talk to her soon...I"
"It'll be okay mom," I promised as I hugged her, again felt my cock lift to the feel of my mother's body.
She left soon after. I dreamt of making love to Mom while Miriam watched.
~~~~~
The thing about having a married woman for a lover, a woman with two young children, is that you don't get that many chances to make love. Even if she lives next door. It's just not that easy. So we'd steal a couple of hours together and then not see each other for ten days.
I was in heaven but continually horny.
My new feelings for mom and Becky were driving me crazy. Guilt and hard-ons.
Becky had changed. Ever since her birthday and the sudden interest every one was taking in her breasts, the once shy tomboy who had only been interested in sports, now, at eighteen, wanted to discuss only boys and sex with her big brother. Was suddenly quite happy to display her nubile body to her always horny bro.
Since we'd been about ten we'd always had a rule about the use of the bathroom. Whoever was in the bathroom locked the connecting door of the other person. When finished, you unlocked it. In five years I don't think we'd walked in on each other more than one or two times. It had simply become force of habit.
Suddenly, since after the new year, I was walking in on her all the time. Becky sitting on the can. Brushing her teeth topless. In the shower. She wasn't locking my connecting door. She'd leave her door open after finishing in the bathroom and be standing in her underwear dressing when I entered the can.
I didn't say anything. Finally I stopped locking her door when I went into the bathroom. Started to leave my door open at all times. She didn't close it. More and more we paraded half dressed in front of the other.
We talked every night before bed. She'd crawl into bed with me. We had only two subjects. Sex, and what school would we go to next year. Becky had already decided that she was going wherever I went. I, the great procrastinator, was starting to piss her off with my indecision.
Dad of course wanted me to go to his alma mater – join the Wolfpack at NC State. Uncle Ted and most of the rest of our Georgia cousins were pushing for the University of Georgia.
"You two gotta be Dawgs," Uncle Ted insisted every time he saw Becky and I.
Ma, of course, wanted us to study up north, Ivy League, preferably Harvard, the Von Scouries families school of choice.
I couldn't decide. Besides sex, it was the one thing driving both of us crazy.
~~~~~
And then there was sex, and there she had a million questions:
"What's it like? Sex I mean?" she'd ask one night and then listen as I'd tentatively answer.
Or another night, "You don't mind if I see you naked, or if you see me? We are adults," she'd say as she'd stretch languidly on my bed.
Another night she asked, "Does Mrs. Mahmoud put it in her mouth? Does it fit?"
"You're rude."
"Yuk, it's dirty."
"You're a little girl, you don't understand."
Another night she took her top off and lay next to me. "Do you want to touch them?"
She moaned when my tongue became the first to lick her hard, erect nipples. "Rod," she cried fearfully when my finger rubbed her moist slit.
"Who do you think I should give my virginity to?" she asked one night as we lay entwined, her topless chest pushed eagerly into mine. I was jealous, hard against her as she ran through our classmates, my 'no, not him' my repeated angry answer.
"I want to see him, see him hard," she insisted another night as her fingers slid under the waistband of my boxers.
"Baby," I moaned as she found me.
"They say you have the biggest one at school. They all want to sleep with you. They ask me questions...whether I've seen you...who you're seeing..."
"Who do?...no Becky, I'll come," I groaned as her hand continued to move on me, as I attempted to remove her hand.
"I want to see your cum."
I pushed her on her back and straddled her stomach. Guided her hands as they stroked me...finally spurted my white sauce on her tits and face.
Somehow in those weeks we didn't fuck.
~~~~~
The last week of March, the week of Spring Break, mom and I were left alone. Becky was off down to Fort Lauderdale for the annual YMCA meet and dad was at an agricultural convention in Kansas City.
Even the Mahmouds were up in New York City for a family powwow. Miriam had told me just the week before that they might have to move back, that Gamal was needed by his uncle. I knew my days with my Arabian princess were almost over.
"Why are you so glum?" mom asked me after I'd sat moodily through dinner the day everyone had left. After doing the dishes we'd gone upstairs and settled restlessly on the big sofa in front of the TV. "Is a dinner alone with your mom so bad? Do you want me to leave?"
"No, sorry ma, I'm just tired."
"You knew it couldn't last," she started tentatively as she put an arm around me.
"It's not just that. I knew that we weren't going to live together or anything...I know she'd never leave him...it's...oh shit...university, I still can't decide...its Becky...you and dad...senior year...you..."
"What about Becky and me?"
"Do you dream of sex every night ma?"
"ROD! What a question to ask your mother."
"I do. Every day. I can make love with Miriam all afternoon...come three, four, five times...I mean I should be satisfied no? But I'm not. I wake up in the middle of the night spurting, dreaming of..."
"You're young. You're a boy. Its normal honey."
"I dream of Becky ma...and of you...your bodies," I stammered.
Her fingers, which she'd been softly running through my hair, suddenly stopped, then after long seconds, slowly started again as she spoke, "we're the women in your life, the people who love you...of course you dream of us....Besides, boys are strange," she said with a laugh as she tousled my hair, clearly trying to lighten the mood.
"Not as strange as girls," I said as I playfully shoved her backwards on the couch.
She came to rest on her back, her head supported by the armrest at the other end of the sofa, her feet in my lap. "Think you're tough mister?" she laughed.
"Yes I am," I growled with a grin as I turned and moved up her body.
My face was only inches from hers when she whispered, "Roddy?"
"I dream of doing this," I murmured just before our lips collided.
Immediately there was an urgency to our actions, almost as though we both wanted to consummate this taboo coupling before we had time to talk ourselves out of it.
Even as our tongues dueled my hands were racing over mom's body, one struggling to undo the buttons on her blouse while the other groped under her skirt, ripping her thin panties in my rush to penetrate her.
I felt her fingers at my waist, felt them push in and seize my rampaging cock, her other hand struggled to push my pants down over my ass.
"Hurry! Help me," she groaned as I squeezed two fingers into her slippery cunt. "No, your cock...please baby..."
Quickly stripping off my pants, I grabbed my prick as I pushed her knees apart, thrust once, hard... filled the cunt that bore me...felt mom's ankles lock around my back...thrust again...again...again...faster...could feel her pussy clenching...felt her sticky moisture lubricate me...felt her finger push into my ass as we both exploded in a flood of cum.
We said nothing as we lay panting after falling apart, my still hard cock, sticky with our juices, waving between us.
I pulled mom on top of me, felt her moist slit as it slid down my stomach, grabbed her ass, spreading her as my cum tipped cockhead slowly buried itself deep within her. Slowly she rose and fell, groaning each time she impaled herself on my thick shaft.
"Baby...ohhhhhh baby," she moaned as I felt the first spasmic trembling of her orgasm. "Fill me sweetie, fill mama," she begged as I jerked again and again, my hot, thick cream filling her.
I carried her to my bed, fucked her hard twice more before we fell asleep in each others arms.
~~~~~
"Morning," she whispered gently when I finally awoke.
"Hi." We kissed gently, savoring the tender feel of the others lips. "You're beautiful mom," I whispered as I let my fingers trail down her cheek and over her lush, still firm hills.
"So are you," she said smiling. "Touch me Roddy, caress mommy baby," she crooned as she lay back and spread herself open for me.
My tongue chased my fingers around her body, touching, tasting, sampling...wanting... Ma moaned when my mouth caught her nipple, drew it in, sucked hungrily as if I was her baby again... Cried when my tongue curled lightly over her quivering clitoris, trembled as I licked... Grabbed my cock and pulled it to her distended pussy lips... Screamed as her first orgasm exploded... Took my cum covered cock into her mouth... Cleaned me with her lips, sucked me down her throat...
We showered together, soaped each others body and then fucked under the beating water. Sat hugging each other, smiling, laughing
We lived as man and wife for five days. We enjoyed each other physically while both of us ignored the questions, the issues that hovered at the edge of our happiness. Finally the last morning, just hours before Dad's return, we talked as we lay entangled in another post coital embrace.
It's been perfect honey," started mom, using a tone of voice that just promised a 'but'. "We can't...I mean with Becky and dad back...it's wrong...I'm too old...you'll be going to university...you'll have girlfriends..."
"Is that everything?"
"What?"
"All of your excuses for not being happy," I asked grinning.
"But"
"I'm going to live with you...you and Becky...always," I said with a raw ferocity. "You'll be my lover...have my babies...do you understand?"
We kissed.
~~~~~
"What kinda hat is that honey," Uncle Ted asked Becky when she arrived at the farm on Sunday afternoon, just back from her week in Fort Lauderdale.
"That's the hat of my new university unc," Becky announced, more to mom and I than to the rest of the clan.
"WHAT!" I exclaimed, stunned.
My protest was lost in the explosion of sound that seemed to come from every Malloy mouth on the property.
"That ain't no Georgia hat," cousin Billy complained.
"University of Miami, Billy, your cousin's going to be swimming for the Hurricanes," Becky announced, her eyes never leaving mine.
"Miami, Florida!" grumbled Uncle Ted, "they don't even speak American down there. Drug dealers and spics, rafts full of drugs and Cubans. What the hell you thinking girl? Does your Daddy know?"
Becky ignored me as she defended her decision to one and all and it was only when we got home late that night that I was able to corner her.
"Can I come in?" I asked as I rapped lightly on her half open door.
"Come."
She was standing, just wearing one of my old shirts, unbuttoned, over a skimpy pair of panties, her Hurricane hat at a jaunty angle on her head.
"I thought we were going to agree together on a school before," I started belligerently.
"I got tired waiting for you," she interrupted.
"But"
"I'm getting tired of waiting for a lot of things from you."
"What's that mean?"
"It means that if you don't do something soon I'm going to lose my virginity in the back seat of somebody's car or on a blanket down at the quarry," she said angrily as she shrugged her shoulders and let the shirt slipped off her shoulder.
"I'm your brother..."
"I love you!"
"You're so beautiful...I love you Becky, but," I started, then watched open mouthed as she pushed her panties slowly down.
"You or one of your classmates?" she demanded as she proudly posed nude in front of me.
"ME!" I hissed as I pulled her to me.
She was like a wild cat.
"Slow down Becky," I ordered as I held her.
"Hurry...I want you inside me," she urged, her hand insistent on my hard cock.
"We have all night."
"FUCK ME!" she ordered as she pulled me down to the bed.
"I don't want to hurt you...it's your first time," I said, wanting to kiss her, to slowly caress her, to gradually prepare her...
"Now Roddy....please...hurry."
I knelt between her legs, spreading her as I aligned my thick shaft, as I brought my heart shaped, now purple cockhead to her distended crack. Pushed in, felt the incredible tightness, felt her insides stretch to accept me, felt her virgin barrier blocking me...
"It's big," she whimpered, her eyes staring at the monster waiting to invade her depths. "It won't all fit...I don't think....Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," she shrieked as I smashed through her last barrier, driving half my length into her, releasing a flow of hot blood over my throbbing cock.
"Is it all in?"
"Almost honey, almost all," I promised even as I thrust again. With Becky now broken, I took my time, trying to turn her momentary pain into orgasmic pleasure.
Her whimpers slowly turned to purrs of pleasure, then to cries of ecstasy when I finally pumped inside of her, my spermy spurts met by her female spewing.
We fell apart panting. "I'm sore," she finally gasped, a satisfied smile lighting her face. "I don't think I can do it again"
"We have lots of time," I promised, and then after grabbing and putting on the Miami cap, said, "we will have lots of time at school."
"You're not mad? About Miami?"
"Will you marry me some day?"
"Only you my love."
~~~~~~
I lay awake even when I heard Becky's breathing slow into the relaxed cadence of sleep. The pungent smell of Becky's virgin blood lay heavy in the air as I turned on my side and looked at my love.
Saw her sexual fulfillment reflected on her beautiful face as it lay in repose. I bent and lightly kissed her forehead once, happy, knowing that I'd be waking to this lovely woman in my bed for the next ten thousand days.
I lowered my lips to her fat nipple, kissed it, then sucked the hard bud, thinking that this nipple would be nourishing my children in the future.
Thought for a minute how much I'd miss Miriam and her olive skinned lush body.
Knew suddenly that both mom and Becky would accept the threesome we were destined to become. Knew that soon we'd all be together in Miami....
THE END
*
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"Ya got ten bucks Mister?" she asked as she darted in front of me, one of a small group of black clad, pierced and tattooed punkers who'd mysteriously appeared in the neighborhood just days earlier.
"Ten bucks? What happened to the fifty cents for squeegeeing my windshield?" I asked with a grin.
"Fifty-cents! A rich, hip Miami guy like you," she teased, jiving me as she danced backward as I continued walking.
"Where'd you all come from anyway?" I asked. "This is Miami, not Chicago or New York." And they did look strange in our bright, art deco city with its white sand and blazing blue skies, always moving forward relentlessly to the nonstop, sexual Latin rhythms.
Their clunky black boots, the strange hairdos, the piercings, their dark layered rags, their chains and pins, it all seemed an affront to who we were. They were throwbacks to the past; we Miamians were rushing to the future.
"Ten bucks and I'll tell ya," she promised.
"I'm going to lunch, no time," I said, ready to brush her off.
"So...I'm hungry...buy me lunch."
"They wouldn't let you in," I said, but now was interested by her insistence, my photographer's eye all of a sudden aware of her good looks under her punk costume.
"So buy me a sandwich at the bodega over there; you don't have to impress me with something fancy," she cajoled.
~~~~
"They kicked us off the beach," she said between big bites of her Cuban sandwich.
"Who did?"
"The Miami Beach pigs; just drove us over the causeway and dumped us, told us they'd throw us in jail next time."
"It is tourist season."
"So you got us."
"Great," I muttered, thinking of all the merchants and condo owners in the new and suddenly 'in' Miami Arts District who would be pissed off.
"You're the picture guy huh?" Seeing my nod, she went on, "I see all those leggy models going in and out. They're not afraid of throwing us a few bucks...not like some...what's your name anyway?"
"Rod...Rod Scouries..."
"Do ya get to fuck em?"
"Go back to Kansas or wherever you came from sweetie," I said, dismissing her as I stood to go.
"Hey, hey I'm sorry," she shouted to my retreating back, "and it's Chicago."
"I knew you had to be a Midwesterner," I said shaking my head as I looked back. "North side or south?"
"Sox rule."
"Oh Christ, a Goth, punk, druggie loser."
"You're not a Cubs fan are you?" she laughed. "And you're calling me a loser?"
I walked away but knew she and I weren't finished. "My name's Jacqueline Anne Bowden," she yelled at my retreating back.
~~~~~
I was almost sad when I didn't see them hanging around the building the next day.
Friday, Jill, my receptionist/secretary/assistant, came into the production room late in the afternoon.
"Your models here boss."
"What? I not expecting anybody...shit, I'm going upstairs in ten minutes. How come you're still here?"
"I was just leaving when she came in."
"Oh fuck, probably another of those crashers...throw her ass out."
"Tough day Rod?" Jill asked, as her soft hand circled my neck. "I thought it went well this week."
"It did. And you were great hon...it's just...you are still happily married?" I asked leering, "maybe you and I should..."
"So its women problems again," she laughed. "You're getting too old for one night stands big boy."
"Ha, I'll be out dancing tonight while you're changing diapers"
"ANYBODY HERE?" We heard yelled.
"Oh god, I forgot the little punk girl." Jill said.
"Punk girl?"
"Whatever. You know those weird kids that have been hanging around lately?"
"Yeah."
"Your model's dressed like them. Who knows, she might be one of them."
"Oh hi Rod, there you are."
"Miss Bowden, surprise, surprise," I said sarcastically even as I felt a jolt of happiness course through me. "I'll take care of this Jill, you go on home."
"Sure?" she asked, a questioning look on her face.
"Go on," I ordered as I gave her a quick swat on her rear.
"Night boss," she said with a smirk, no doubt imagining all sorts of things.
"Do you spank all your staff Mr. Scouries," she asked saucily as Jill disappeared.
"Only when they're bad young lady. Have you been bad today Jacqui?"
"That's my middle name," she answered challengingly.
"I was hoping all your gang had decided to leave us for colder climes. Punked off, so to speak"
"No you didn't," she said confidently.
"So where are the rest of them today?"
"They decided to try Daytona. There's a music festival up there this weekend. They left yesterday."
"You're all alone? And where'd you stay last night?" I asked.
"Around, just around..."
She finally admitted after gentle prodding that she'd slept in a doorway in the alleyway behind the building.
"Are you crazy?" I asked angrily, "You could've got killed or raped out there."
"I've done it before," she said shrugging. "Anyway, I decided to give you another chance. I'll buy the pizza if you let me watch the Sox on WGN with you tonight."
Seeing my hesitation she added, "Its interleague, Cubs-Sox, if you're afraid to watch with a Sox fan"
"Can you afford a pizza?"
~~~~
"So c'mon, what's your story?" I asked as we sat munching pizza and drinking cokes in front of the TV.
"It must be nice, living right over where you work," she answered, stalling.
I had bought the whole building twelve years ago, an old four story cement structure that occupied half the block. As the district had gentrified over the years I'd been able to rent out the ground floor and half the second for increasingly attractive rents and now the building housed an upscale restaurant, two bars, an art gallery and a couple of boutiques. My photography studio occupied part of the second floor and all the third while the top floor was my living quarters.
"Yes, it is. Now talk."
"I'm eighteen," Jacqui started, "from Chicago, like I told you."
"Where exactly?" I asked, not believing for a second she was eighteen. And I also knew from the way she talked and acted, her inability to mask her upbringing, that this girl was no slum child.
"Around. I've been on the streets for two years. Chicago, then New York, Boston for a while..."
"What about school?"
"I dropped out. Every one was fucking around with me, hassling me...I didn't need that shit," she answered aggressively.
"You don't have to swear to impress me Miss Bowden."
"OK, okay Mr. Photographer sir."
~~~~
"I better go," she finally said with a yawn at eleven-thirty, down ten bucks to me after the Cubs came back in the twelfth to win a squeaker.
"Running out when your team loses. Typical White Sox behavior," I smirked.
"Bullshit....Double or nothing on tomorrow's game."
"You're on. C'mon, shake," I challenged. As we shook I asked, "So where are you planning on staying tonight."
"I'm okay. No problem," she answered gruffly.
"I do have a little room on the third floor, part of the studio; it's used by the models, others, as a place to take a break between shots...its got a pull out sofa, a fridge, microwave, a small rest room...if you'd like to"
"You don't have to."
"You'll be doing me a favor"
"Yeah sure."
"Do you want it or not?"
"You're sure this isn't just some old guy's strategy to take advantage of an innocent young girl?" she challenged with a grin.
"I'm pretty sure young lady."
I had her settled in minutes later...
~~~~
"God, what time is it? How'd you get in here anyway," I grumbled. "No, don't open the curtains," I tried to order just as she pulled the cord and flooded my bedroom with light. "Ahhhh," I groaned, blinded and now completely awake.
"Its ten-thirty sir, I've been up for hours," she replied brightly.
"You're not one of those happy, morning people are you?"
"Here's your coffee...freshly ground and prepared by yours truly."
"Thank you. Now scat, I've got to shower and shave."
"You don't want me to prepare your bath?"
"GO!" I ordered pointing.
"Yes master," she replied and exited smiling.
~~~~~
"Don't you want to take some of me naked?"
"No." I had spent the last half hour taking pictures of Jacqui after we'd finished a big country style breakfast. Had snapped a couple of rolls of film of her in her punk garb but had become increasingly frustrated at my inability to capture the gritty, teen punk look I was seeking. She was just too damn sweet and cute for what I wanted.
Christ, her hair was naturally red and she had freckles to go with the pierced tongue and nose.
"How come? I'm not pretty enough? Sexy enough?" she pouted.
"That's right."
"Oh," she answered but I couldn't help but see the flash of sadness that flicked across her eyes. "I'm not that bad."
This little girl could break my heart I suddenly knew. "You're pretty honey...really," I said as I touched her shoulder lightly.
"I am? You're not just being nice? Am I as nice as your thin models?"
"You're beautiful..."
"So? How come you won't"
"I have a policy that I don't photograph fifteen year olds in the nude. Certainly not unaccompanied ones anyway"
"I'M EIGHTEEN! I told you," she said, her anger clear. "God, I'll prove it,"
She went to grab her backpack but then stopped, saying, "Shit, I think my papers are in my other bag."
Sure, I thought.
~~~~~
"Whatca doing this aft anyway?"
"I thought I'd go to South Beach, catch some rays, swim maybe."
"Can I come?"
"I thought they kicked you off the beach, warned you never to return," I teased.
"I'll go incognito. Chic, leggy, young model who's the plaything of hip, older man. Like soooo Miami!"
I had to laugh.
"How old are you anyway? Like fifty or something?"
"I'm thirty-eight young lady."
"Sure you are," she said laughing.
~~~~
"Now you'll get to see my breasts," she said with a smirk as we grabbed two beach chairs and settled in among the Saturday afternoon crowds, topless girls everywhere.
"You don't have pierced nipples do you?" I grinned after she'd pulled the top over her head and then slipped out of her bra. Thank god they weren't.
"What? What's wrong with them?"
"Nothing! In fact they're perfect," I laughed. "But I don't think I've seen whiter skin in ten years."
"Duh, you know there's something called skin cancer, melanoma...kills people," she said. "I know you Miamians aren't the most aware Americans, but gee, even you guys should have heard the odd rumor..."
"Your skin is wonderful my dear."
"Put some sunscreen on my back," she ordered as sat down on the edge of my chair and offered me her naked back.
I took my time, luxuriating in the feel of her milky skin, her firm but baby soft flesh. I used both hands to spread the white liquid, first over her upper arms and shoulders, and then slowly down her back.
"Don't miss anywhere," she instructed.
"Yes ma'am...now your front. No, no, stay where you are, you don't have to turn," I instructed.
She arched her back as my gooey, sauce covered hands closed in around her waist and then leisurely moved across her stomach and ribs. I could feel her twitch when my thumbs and fingers moved under her breasts and then gradually slid upwards.
"Rrrrrod," she gasped when my thumbs tweaked her two straining nipples at the same time, and I felt her hard, erect, little pink nubs. For just a little longer than was absolutely necessary I cupped and caressed her full breasts. Jacqui was panting lightly, her cheeks aglow with a bright blush, when I finally dropped my hands.
"You have very nice breasts young lady, very, very nice." And she did! High, firm, round breasts capped by puffy areolas and lovely nips. Breasts just large enough to jiggle delightfully as she scampered in the surf, drops of water sparkling in the sun as it splashed off her glistening skin.
"I do, don't I?" she said proudly, her hands momentarily cupping and lifting them.
"Should I do your legs too?" I asked sweetly.
"No, no sir, that's okay, I'll do them."
~~~~
"Do you want to do something tonight, go out somewhere, after we watch the ball game, I mean" she asked shyly as we lay under the hot, late afternoon sun.
"Sorry, I've got a date tonight."
"You do? With who? Not one of those thin models I hope?"
"Well Miss Bowden, although it's not really any of your business...I do happen to be going out with a lovely lady, and yes, she is a model...and we'll probably spend most of the night clubbing, dancing away as..."
"How old is she?" Is she a blond? Are her breasts as nice"
"Yes Monica is a blond and I believe she's twenty-one," I interrupted.
"That's disgusting!"
~~~~
We didn't get back from the beach until after seven, having grabbed a meal at a small Thai place on Lincoln Road before heading home.
"I had fun today, thanks," Jacqui said as we sat shoulder to shoulder on the couch watching the ballgame.
"Me too sweetie, me too," I answered as I gave her a quick hug and then tousled her hair a bit.
"What times your date anyway?"
"Soon, I better get ready," I answered as I rose, but looking down knew I'd much rather stay with this wayward waif than go anywhere with my sexy date.
~~~~
"I'll wait up," she advised me when I was finally ready and heading for the door.
"What?" I asked laughing.
"Well, isn't it normal for someone to wait up for their roommate," she asked coyly.
"You're not my roommate!"
~~~~
I had been looking forward to Monica for weeks and knew she was as keen as I to make love. To the surprise of both of us, perhaps astonishment, I dropped her off at two and refused her offer to come in. This was a girl so hot I don't think any man had refused any offer of hers since she was sixteen.
And here I was whistling to myself happily as I drove home alone!
"You're back early," greeted me from my living room couch when I walked in, Jacqui's head popping up with a wide smile.
"And what are you doing up at this hour?"
"Oh Dadddddy, some of us little girls get so fraid when we're left alone," she whined in a little girls voice.
"Goodnight Jacqui," I warned.
"Night Roddy," she said after dancing over to me and giving me a quick peck on the cheek. "Yeeecch, you smell like a perfume factory, no wonder you didn't sleep with her."
"I'm going, I going," she promised as she backed towards the door. "I have a favor to ask you tomorrow though, just warning you."
"Not before noon!" I yelled at her retreating back. And it wasn't Monica I dreamed of that night. It was the thoughts of a fresh faced, milky skinned teenager from Chicago with the most extraordinary breasts and a pierced tongue whose image, when it appeared in my dreams at around five in the morning, produced the first wet dream I'd had in over a year.
~~~~
"It's twelve-thirty Mr. Scouries sir," were the first words I heard the next day as the sun streamed through my now uncovered windows. "Here's your paper and coffee and orange juice."
"Jacqui, I prefer waking up in the dark...I prefer to be alone...to slowly face the world," I growled.
"Somebody's in a bad mood. Just cause you're little blond wouldn't sleep with you. You're lucky I'm here, you could have slept through the whole day," she pouted.
"What are you wearing anyway?" I finally asked after I'd sat up and seen her. "Where are your normal clothes? The boots? The black? The chains?" I asked as I watched the vision in front of me.
Clearly embarrassed and blushing, Jacqui, clad in a bright yellow summer dress, and not much else if my eyes weren't deceiving me, answered with a shrug, "I found it downstairs, on one of the clothes racks in the studio."
"Your regular clothes are getting their monthly wash then?"
"Ha, ha sir. And at least I don't lie around naked, displaying myself in front of eighteen year old virgins."
"Who me? Are you a virgin Miss Bowden?"
"Well...almost," she giggled. "And when I came in here earlier you were hanging out all over the place."
"It's my private bedroom. You're not supposed to be here."
"Here, take your orange juice," she ordered.
"Yes ma'am. Now scat while I get dressed."
"You don't have to be shy Rod, I've already seen everything," she teased as she moved towards the open door. "And for an old man...not too bad...in fact..."
"OUT!"
~~~~
"I'd like a job....with you," she added when I didn't immediately answer.
"How come? Isn't squeegeeing your way around America as a punk goddess enough for you?"
"Don't you make fun of me!" she ordered with fire blazing in her green eyes.
"Sorry...and just what do you think you might be able to do here?"
"I'm smart. What do you need? I'll do anything."
"Well...if I actually had an opening, and I'm not saying I do...first you'd have to fill out an application...have your references checked...Jill would have to interview and okay you..."
"Where's the application?"
~~~~~
I laughed when I saw she was struggling with the first line on the two page form.
"What?" she hissed, clearly flustered.
"Most people can at least fill in their names without much problem Miss Bowden."
"Brown, my names Brown, Jacqui Brown," she spat out as she moved the pen over the paper.
"Address? SSN? Education?" I asked as I saw her continue to labor over the form.
"This is private isn't it? You won't show it to..."
"My PI will see it."
"But..."
"I have to do a background check Jacqui; its part of my Insurance contract...every employee has to be vetted."
"I don't want... I can't have my parents knowing where I am."
"Are you really eighteen?"
"Yes, I promise...here I'll show you," she said as her hand went to the handbag next to her. "See. See, my drivers licence, my birth certificate...it's all here," she said while shoving papers into my hands. And the papers did seem to show that my little friend had just turned eighteen.
"You're not wanted for any crime?"
"No, I promise you."
"Then I don't see any need to involve your parents. I still have to check everything though, don't put any lies down or you're out of here baby," I threatened.
"So when can I start?" she asked after completing the form and sliding it over to me.
"Tomorrow report to Jill at eight thirty. She's your boss."
"What's my salary?"
"If Jill can find something for you to do, and if you're able to do it, and if your background check comes back okay, then we'll discuss pay."
"That sounds like slave labor," she said with a grin.
"There is one condition though."
"What?" she asked suspiciously.
"School!"
"School what?"
"You've just finished grade ten?" I said reading the form. "You're going to have to do something about getting your high school papers."
"I don't need..." she started to protest.
"I have a friend, a Mrs. Nesbitt, she runs a private school for older people wanting to go back and get their high school leaving, for unwed mothers, for others with problems...she's good...I want you to go talk to her..."
"I won't go."
"No school, no job," I said with a determination that convinced her I was serious.
"Maybe," she finally conceded, "that is if I like the job...and the pay."
"Good."
~~~~
"You always were a soft touch," Jill accused me Monday morning after I had let her know about our new employee. "God, I'll bet she fluttered her eyes at you, then let one tear slide down her cheek..."
"Jill!"
"God, I hope you didn't sleep with her, she's like fourteen or something."
"She's eighteen and no, I didn't sleep with her."
"She'll break your heart," my friend warned before leaving my office.



~~~~
"She was reported missing two plus years ago," Jack Galvan, my regular PI, ex-cop and old friend told me over the phone Wednesday afternoon.
"Little Miss rich girl, was not quite sixteen when she ran, old man's a big shot lawyer, worth millions. Apparently he and the wife reported it to the cops a couple of weeks after she'd left."
"Huh?"
"She's a brain, Already had skipped a year. Number one in her class at one of Chi towns best private schools. Good athlete. Popular. Just got up and left one day."
"Drugs?" I asked.
"Not according to any of her friends. Nor boys. She went out a bit, at that age you know, but nothing serious."
"What'd the cops think?"
"They did look at it a bit Rod, you know how it works...rich guy and all, they had to try. Couldn't find anything. They were pretty sure though there was no foul play, finally decided she'd just done a runner. She just turned eighteen last month so they've now officially closed the file."
"Strange," I muttered.
"I did talk to the lead guy on it though," Jack added, "me being ex-cop and all he told me things he might not have told someone else. It was just a feeling he had, no real evidence, just a cop's instincts. Understand?"
"Yeah. What'd he think?"
"He just didn't like the way the parents acted. Knew they weren't giving him the full story...he thought maybe the old man had been doing something with the daughter, sex stuff...and maybe the mother knew about it."
"Jesus!" I swore.
~~~~
"She's nice, she's good," Jill told me Thursday afternoon. "Ya did good with this one boss."
"So do we hire her full time?"
"Yup. You should talk to her tomorrow, tell her what you're going to pay her, give her a pep talk."
"You're her immediate boss, you should do it."
"Oh no Rod, the big boss should do it. Besides she worships the ground you walk on."
"You're crazy," I said blushing. "I thought you said she was the dangerous one, that she'd break my heart."
"I was wrong. And you better be nice to that little girl Rod. And where's she going to live? She can't stay in that little room forever."
"She'll be like anyone else. She's eighteen, she's got a job, she'll have to go out and find a place."
"But rents are so expensive, and she doesn't have any friends here...can't you put her up for a while?"
"Are you crazy? You put her up if you're so concerned."
"Huhhh," she said as she flounced off.
~~~~
"Jill tells me I was a genius for hiring you," I told Jacqui the next night as we sat in my office after work.
"She did?"
"And Mrs. Nesbitt said she could help you get your GED in a year if you're willing to work hard. In fact, said you're quite a brain. Your test results were off the scale."
"I told you," Jacqui preened.
"And my detective reported that you don't seem to be wanted by any police force in the country."
"What else did he say? About...my parents...are people looking for me?"
"He says you were reported as a missing person over two years ago. That your parents posted a reward."
"They did? You won't tell?"
"Well, since you are apparently really eighteen, the Chicago Police Department now regards you as an adult and has no further interest in you."
"Oh."
"So, what do you think? Do you want to stay? We'd all be happy if you decide to join us permanently."
"Really?"
"Yup."
"How much anyway?"
We argued playfully over money and hours and benefits for a while but our hearts really weren't in it. She would've taken nothing and I would have paid her three times market value.
"What about my room? I can't stay there forever."
"Well, I expect with the wonderful salary I'm paying you you'll be able to get a nice place. If you need a reference or help with the upfront money, no problem, we'll help."
"I have no furniture. Jill says you have lots of room upstairs. She says you have three or four bedrooms that haven't been used in five years."
"Did she?"
"I'd pay rent."
"I don't think I need the money."
"C'mon Rod, at least let's discuss it over dinner. It's on me. I can spend some of my hard earned cash."
"No, lets discuss your schooling...and I'll pay."
"Okay," she sang, a smile in her voice.
~~~~
"I don't want to sleep with you, promise," she declaimed as we ate in a small Cuban restaurant on Calle Ocho (Eighth Street), the heart of Spanish Miami. "We'll be roommates, that's all."
"I didn't ask."
"Huh, that's what all you old guys say," she answered with a sweet little grin on her face. "At first, anyway."
"You look very pretty tonight," I countered, "Is this dress one of my models outfits?"
"Yes. You don't mind do you? Jill said"
"It's fine. You look beautiful in it."
"I do?" she asked as she sat up straighter in her seat and arched her back so that her chest seemed to leap towards me. "Better than your sexy models?"
"Within a week or two you'll have five or six handsome Latinos chasing you everywhere," I parried.
"I'm not looking for a boyfriend."
"How come? You're young and beautiful. Go and have some fun while you can."
"I'll be too busy. Going to school...working for a demanding boss... no place to live...I don't like sex..."
"What?"
"Nothing!"
~~~~
Sunday I moved her in upstairs. "It's just for a couple of months, until you get organized," I warned.
"Don't worry, I won't get in your way," she countered. "You can bring your skinny, blond girlfriends home and I won't say a word."
~~~~
It was strange; all of a sudden I didn't particularly want to go out partying. Didn't want to attend the openings, the 'in' events, the dinners, the fashion shows, all the things that I, Miami's hottest photographer, had always done. Just wanted to stay home with my roommate.
Jacqui didn't seem interested in going out either, my gentle prodding that maybe she should go out and have some fun was simply met by shrugs.
We ended up spending most of our nights together, usually on the couch, Jacqui studying while I either read or worked on the shots I'd done that day. There was an easy intimacy between us as we worked. I was happy.
I knew I was falling in love. Fuck, I was thirty-eight, more than twice her age.
Couldn't help but wonder about her comment that she didn't like sex. Remembered what the Chicago cops had thought.
~~~~~
I woke up one Saturday morning and she was curled against me.
"Hey!"
"What?" Jacqui mumbled.
"You seem somehow to have ended in my bed Miss Brown."
"I was scared. The thunder," she said with a nervous smile, nestling even tighter into me. "The lightning. I hate being alone..."
"You're naked."
"So are you...it feels good...you're not mad are you?" she asked shyly.
"This isn't going to become a habit I hope?"
"You were hard...before..." she countered, ignoring my question.
"What?" I said even as I could feel myself harden against her stomach.
"Like that," she giggled, and then slipped her small, soft hand between us. "I woke up...about an hour ago...you were poking me"
"I'm sorry Miss Brown, I didn't know you were going to be joining me...oh sweetie, no, no honey," I moaned as her hand started to pump my cock. "Stop!" I cried as I tried to pull away.
"Let me...please let me make you happy Rod."
"We can't," I tried to insist but finally lay back, and just watched as her two small hands worked my cock and balls until I exploded, watched as my sperm spurted upward in long arcs that landed on my stomach, my legs, Jacqui's chest...
"You're so big...I've never seen one so large," she whispered as one hand continued to pump me, while the other rubbed my white sauce over and into her firm breasts.
I cupped the back of her head in my hand and slowly drew her towards my lips.
"I don't," she started but was stopped by my hungry lips.
"No...No Daddy...don't...pleasssse," she suddenly cried when I tried to penetrate her mouth with my tongue, her body suddenly tense under my roving hands.
"NO, NOOOOOOO pleasssse. Don't!"
"Its okay, its okay sweetie...Jesus, you're okay, I won't do anything to hurt you...never," I promised as I moved away from her on the bed.
She lay crying next to me for minutes,
"I'm scared...I can't...I'm sorry," she finally sobbed.
"It's okay," I continued, trying to calm her as I lightly caressed her hair.
Minutes passed as she trembled in my arms. "So, are you going to cook my breakfast or am I going to have to do it myself?" I finally asked.
"You're not mad?"
"Yes, I'm starving."
"I mean, about"
"Go on, I'm going to shave and shower, I want my coffee waiting the second"
"Yes sir," she said as she jumped from the bed, a smile growing on her face even as she rubbed the tears from her eyes.
What the fuck, I asked myself as I stood under the shower.
~~~~~~
"Are you too busy or can we talk?" she asked as she nestled herself against me on the sofa, pushing aside the Miami Herald section I was reading.
"It's the Sports Section, can't it wait," I complained teasingly as I put my arm around her.
"I'm not as experienced as you might have thought...about sex and all that I mean," she started tentatively.
"You mean you weren't having wild Goth sex at all those all-night raves you were always going to, using that pierced tongue in weird punk sexual rituals? Not dancing topless on Ecstasy highs?"
"Stop teasing...you're bad...I really haven't had much sex since I left home...not vaginal intercourse anyway...well, maybe once or twice...but that was...well two boys forced me once in Boston...and once I..."
"I'm sorry honey."
"That wasn't that bad...I was half drunk...it hurt but...Anyway, I was always scared...almost every night I was on the road."
"We don't have to make love Jacqui...you don't owe me anything honey"
"I want to...its just I can't...I'm so scared...so unhappy," she sobbed as she trembled in my arms.
"He started when I was thirteen...my birthday present, he said," she finally whispered, "I was so scared...mommy didn't stop him....I'm dirty, so dirty, he said I was just a little slut."
"Oh honey, you did nothing wrong Jacqui, you're innocent...he was wrong, so wrong to do"
"But I liked it Rod, I liked it when he came into my bed...I was excited...I tried to please him...he bought me presents," she wailed.
"He'll never hurt you again," I promised.
~~~~~
I tried to get her to see someone, a therapist, psychiatrist, anyone who might help...
"I'll talk to you, only you. You'll help me," she'd reply furiously.
She took to coming into my bed every night after I'd fallen asleep, then after a couple of days simply joined me when I went to bed. She finally admitted one morning as we lay face to face, "He'd never stay all night. He never slept with me...he always went back to mommie...I like it like this...your warmth..."
We never kissed! Never made proper love!
I'd wake to her hands fondling me...or her tongue lapping eagerly...or her mouth devouring me...and then hungrily swallowing my sperm when I finally exploded.
"You like that, don't you?" she always ask as she'd nestle against me afterwards. "I want to make you happy."
I could touch her breasts, she'd even become a moaning, thrashing wildcat as I sucked her fat, puffy nipples into my mouth. No deep kisses. No penetration. Lots of hugs.
~~~~~
"I just can't Rod," she cried one morning.
"That's okay my love."
"You don't mind."
"No, no, it's alright."
"But..."
"I've got my other girlfriends for that."
"What girlfriends. No you don't. You haven't slept with anyone since...have you?"
~~~~~
"Jill said you're lying!" she accused as we sat together on the couch that night. "She knows you and she said"
"I shouldn't have said anything...I didn't think you'd mind. I mean you and I aren't"
"Aren't what? I love you!....Who is she?"
"I've never loved anyone as much as you."
"Is she a model?"
~~~~~~
That night in bed, "What if I can't? Ever?"
"We'll just have to live one of those platonic relationships for the next thirty years."
"What? And you out sleeping with every model that goes by. No thanks."
I ate her for the first time that night. She was trembling as I licked my way from her breasts slowly across her stomach, her fingers locked in my hair when my tongue found her slit. She was moaning and thrashing as my lips nibbled her clit.
"He never did that. No one ever has...touched me like that...you're"
"Was it okay?"
"Ummmm...yes..."
"You taste yummy yourself," I said as I lightly caressed her hair covered mound.
"Do you think I should shave...down there," she asked as her hands moved across her stomach to her red pubic hair.
"I could pull them out one by one," I laughed as I quickly jerked one curling red hair from her groin.
"OUCH!"
"You look fine just as you are honey."
"But it might be nice...I mean if you ever decided you'd like to do what you did before...you know, lick me...anyway, you wouldn't get any hair caught in your teeth," she said grinning. "Will you?"
"What?"
"Shave me," she laughed as she jumped from the bed and disappeared into the bathroom, reappearing minutes later with my razor, shaving cream, hot water, cloth, towel...
"These little, curly hairs are so beautiful," I complained as I applied a hot, wet cloth to her mound. "Are you sure?"
"I can always grow them back."
I took my time, shaving slowly, baring my loves sex with careful strokes. "You look like a ten year old," I teased when I'd finished.
"I don't," she insisted as she rushed to the large wall mirror. "Gosh, I'm bald! You can see everything," she giggled as she danced naked in front of the mirror, her fingers holding her pussy apart. "Do you like?" she asked as she pranced back towards me on the bed.
"Come here," I ordered, "maybe I just better taste you again."
~~~~~
The days passed, then weeks; we spent our days working together, the laughing, funny, freckled redhead always at my elbow. At least half my customers wanted to hire her as a model after just minutes in her presence.
"Should I?" she asked one day after another director wanted her to work for him.
"It pays well."
"I prefer staying with you," she said shaking her head. "Besides," my redhead added, "I'm not blond and thin like them...and my breasts are nicer, bigger."
"You're far too smart to be a model anyway," I laughed.
"That's for sure!"
We spent our nights entwined; Jacqui still didn't want vaginal penetration, still almost panicked the odd time our mouths hungrily met. But in every other way we enjoyed the others body.
Oral sex became our main pleasure. A girl unwilling to have my tongue in her mouth, she delighted in taking my hard, thick cock between her lips, licking and sucking me to orgasm after orgasm, milking and swallowing spurt after spurt of my saucy cum.
As she sucked I'd have her tight little butt in my hands, holding her bald pussy hard against my tongue.
Only rarely during hose weeks did Jacqui talk about her past, just once in a while would she let something out:
"He'd beat me sometimes," she'd whisper, or
"He'd tie me up...to the four corners of the..."
"Mommy did whatever he said..."
She'd never really wanted to discuss these incidents...would just curl against me as I held her tightly.
I was frustrated. In love. Worried about this innocent young girl. Wondered if being with me was good for her. Didn't care, knew I had to have her. Knew it was just a matter of time.
~~~~~
"Will you marry me?" I asked her in early December, on my knees in front of her.
"What? Are you crazy? Get up," she ordered.
I said nothing. Just offered the ring.
"Why would you want to?"
"Mrs. Jacqueline Ann Scouries, that doesn't sound so bad," I begged.
"It could never last," she predicted.
"If we marry before New Years I'll get a tax deduction," I said smiling.
"Well..."
Two weeks later, on a clear, sunny late December day, in a small beachfront church, in front of a small group of my friends, and dressed simply in a long, white, silk gown that only highlighted her red hair and radiant face, Jacqui agreed to become my wife.
~~~~~
We made love for the first time at midnight on a moonlit beach on an almost deserted island in French Polynesia. Our honeymoon!
We hadn't talked about it before it happened. She simply pulled my head upwards as I lay lapping between her legs, insistently pulled me up her body until our lips were just inches apart.
"How come you never want to kiss me anyway," she demanded.
"I'm a little peculiar that way Mrs. Scouries," I said with a growl. "Besides you got that weird pierced tongue...yuck..."
"Shutup!" she ordered as her mouth opened and our tongues met. We had already done so much together, knew every inch of the others body, had repeatedly brought the other to so many orgasms; this shouldn't have been anything special. But it was!
"Hurry...please hurry," she pled when our lips finally separated. "HURRY!" she ordered again as her hand found my throbbing snake.
"Are you sure?"
"Pleasssssse," she whimpered just before I thrust into her, pounding deep into her sticky, slippery, grasping cunt.
"Ahhhhhhh," she screamed as I filled her.
"Jacqui?"
"Don't stop... More... Harder," she groaned, her hands circling my neck as her legs locked around my back.
I was like a teenage virgin, my cock jerking my cum prematurely in my excitement at having finally penetrated my love.
"I'll do better next time," I laughed, my prick still hard inside her.
"I love you," she whispered as I started to move my hips, "and you'd better."
I rode her hard, thrusting again and again in long, slow strokes, stretching her slippery cunt to its utmost each time I pushed in. She came twice before I finally spurted my thick sauce in her.
"You're so big," she murmured as I slowly pulled my softening python from her and then she tenderly held me in her hand as she dipped her head.
"He's hard again," she exclaimed in fake surprise after she'd spent five minutes licking and sucking my thickening lance.
"Miracles do happen," I joked.
After she straddled me and then slowly positioned her oozing slit over my straining cockhead, she begged, "Fuck me...fill me...hard.
"Ride me baby, ride your big Rod," I ordered as she slipped her distended, dripping pussy lips down my shaft.
Then we did it doggie style! Then we...
"I thought you didn't like sex?" I finally asked.
"You're not tired already?"
Laughing I lifted her and then ran down the beach and deposited her unceremoniously in he breaking surf.
"That wasn't fair," she accused sputtering, beads of water flying from her breasts as we hugged. while the white capped waves broke against us.
We made love on the sand as the surf broke over us.
"I'm going to bed," I finally gasped.
"Already?" she complained as we walked arm in arm towards our beach house.
~~~~~
I woke the next morning to her mouth hungrily sucking me.
"God, what time is it," I complained.
"You sleep too much," she laughed as she slid up my body.
"Good morning my love."
"I love you," she whispered as my cock pushed up into her hot and eager cunt.
~~~~~~
We lived together happily for the next two years. When you're closing in on forty and you find love again, a love you'd feared was never going to come again, you have a much greater appreciation of what you have than when you were younger.
Sleeping every night with the same person, the person you love more than anyone, is perhaps the best thing that can happen to a man.
She was happy too. She finished her high school easily and even took some courses at the University the second year. Worked with me...we traveled some, Jamaica, London, Paris, New York...made love endlessly...
But we didn't talk about the future much. Or she didn't. I wanted her to have my child...she was more interested in what she'd do with her life...talked about going to med school...



I sensed our days together were numbered...she knew they were...
And then in early 2006 it somehow changed. Slowly I sensed a new unease in my love, but she simply deflected my questions, denying any problem. She'd yell in her sleep and then wake sobbing and drenched in sweat.
Finally, in late February, I woke to Jacqui crying and trembling against me.
"What honey? What is it? You have to tell me."
"Oh Rod...its Cathy."
"Cathy who hon? I don't know?"
"My sister."
"Sister? You have a sister?"
"She'll be thirteen in May Rod. April 17th. I have to go," she sobbed, "I can't let Daddy do the same thing...he said once...that when she was thirteen she'd replace me...that she'd be his new..."
"We'll go sweetie," I answered, knowing immediately what the nightmares she'd been having had been about.
"No...you can't...it's my job..."
~~~~~~
Had she already decided what she was going to do? We talked and argued for weeks but there was a new steeliness in the girl I loved. Somehow, telling me had clarified her thinking. She insisted that she was going to solve the problem herself, that she had to face it alone.
"You can't come, I have to face him alone," she'd yell.
"I'm your husband!"
"I'm sorry but"
I understood that she was not only going to Chicago to face her past, she was also leaving me. For most of March we made love desperately, every coupling a wild, animalistic coupling that we both sensed might be our last. I didn't want to leave the house, continually afraid she'd be gone when I got home.
~~~~~~
"I couldn't leave without saying goodbye."
Jacqui was sitting at the top of the stairway between the third and fourth floor, a back pack and a large suitcase resting next to her.
"I can't say anything? Do anything?"
"No," she said as a tear slipped down her cheek.
"I'll come with you. In a second."
"I know."
"Where are you going to go?"
"Don't know. Chicago first, then..."
"How are"
"I'm taking Greyhound."
"Shit, I'll get you a plane ticket, I'll drive you."
"No, I can't, it's okay."
My, "Take the car," was met by a simple shake of her head no. "Money?"
"I'm okay. Gosh, I haven't spent hardly anything of what I've earned. I got thousands in the bank."
"I'll put money in your account every month."
"You don't need to."
"You're my wife."
"Okay," she finally agreed. "I love you, always will..."
"Me too Mrs. Scouries."
"I can't promise anything. We may never see each other"
"Sshhh," I whispered as I hugged her desperately, my tears now falling like rain on Jacqui's fiery curls.
~~~~~
"Rod?" she asked as we stood at the door of the bus.
"Yes honey?"
"If you don't hear something...from Chicago...if you don't see something in the papers...in the next couple of weeks."
"What?"
"Promise me you'll go to Chicago. That you'll do something for my little sister."
"But Jacqui," I pled, "let me help you now, you don't have to..."
Again she refused my help... The door of the bus closed on my happiness.
I waited.
~~~~~
Finally, ten days later, I saw the headline in the Chicago Tribune online edition: "Prominent Chicago Lawyer/Executive Charles W. Brown Gunned Down in Home Invasion."
April 15, Chicago Illinois: Charles W. Brown, well known lawyer and philanthropist, was murdered last night during a home invasion gone wrong. Uninjured were Mrs. Brown and her daughters Linda, 12, and Jacqui (Mrs. Roderick Scouries), 21, who was visiting from her home in Miami.
The perpetrators are described as young black males in their late teens to early twenties....
It went on and on...
I got a postcard from Barcelona two weeks later..."I'm okay...luv you" was all it said.
Now I simply work ...and wonder...and wait...
THE END
*
If you've made it this far, please take a sec and cast a vote. All you have to do is click on a circle and then click vote – piece of cake! Of course I'd prefer a five but, if you're so inclined and feel you must, I'm quite prepared for other scores. I prefer any vote as opposed to you not voting.
.... So please! Remember; kind, considerate, intelligent, beautiful, fun, happy, smiling, aroused, loving people always vote! Comments and e-mails are also appreciated and always replied to. I love to hear your observations, ideas and opinions...thanks
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Thursday, July 13th 2005
"Billy...your sister's hurt honey," were Mom's first words when I picked up the phone.
"What's wrong? What happened?" I demanded, the hard-on throbbing in my hand completely forgotten.
"She fell...broke her leg, and her ankle...she just called from the hospital."
"So she's okay...crikee, I thought for a second you meant...hell, what'd she say?"
"She was doped up...she didn't make a lot of sense...I've just left work...I'll call"
"Can I help...I can come with you," I interrupted.
"I'm calling from the car ...I'm already on I-65 honey, I'll be in West Lafayette in ninety minutes. I'll call you as soon as I'm there," she promised as she hung up.
~~~~~~
Putting the phone down in its cradle, my other hand still absentmindedly stroking myself, I was stunned at how hard mom's first words had hit me.
She's just a little bitch, why should I care, I thought momentarily.
Yeah right, except you were jacking off to a picture of her when the phone rang you asshole, the other side of my brain answered. Like she's the most perfect, sexiest, nicest girl in this world. Allie, sweet Allie, I moaned silently as my hand starting pumping my fat cock...
~~~~~
Allison Mae Shepherd, actually Jones now since she'd married that loser just before New Years, twenty-two, just graduated with an engineering degree from Purdue, funny, cute, intelligent...fuck, I could go on and on...anyway, she was fated at birth to be the love of my life...the person who'd been destined to be my wife...the mother of my children...the...
Except that I just happened to be her brother.
That, at eighteen, I was four years younger than her.
That she was married to someone else.
That we hadn't said twenty kind words to each other in four years...
Most people would probably blame our estrangement on the afternoon four years ago when she'd arrived home unexpectedly and found me sitting on her bed with one of her bras around my neck while I was stroking myself with a pair of her favorite panties.
She hadn't been pleased! To say the least! Her shrieks had brought mom running, and then in the following hours and days, had told her girlfriends, the neighbors, my friends, our pastor, etc., etc., all about it, and each time she recounted it she embellished the tale. It hadn't been a particularly fun time for yours truly.
But that incident had just been the culmination of a long period of our growing apart. When she had grown older, when finally at twelve or thirteen her thoughts and interests had turned to make-up and boys and clothes and telephone conversations, she had found a younger brother trailing after her like a puppy increasingly irritating.
I didn't understand of course. Couldn't figure out why Allie didn't want to spend all her free time with me. Didn't understand why she'd snap at me for no reason.
I know now I must have been a horrid pest and that Allie had probably tried to be pretty gentle with her annoying brother. Her reaction to my exploring of her panty drawer was simply an explosion long coming.
Still it pissed me off royally and due to our respective stubbornness we'd never been able to capture the friendship and love of our youth after that day. She teased me for the balance of her senior year, never letting me forget the humiliation of that afternoon, often advising her friends when they were in our house to watch out for my little 'perv brother'.
And during her four years at Purdue, her short visits home never seemed to give us enough time to get to know each other again, to mend the wounds. I never stopped dreaming about her though, never could stop remembering the promise she'd made for the first time when I was maybe five and then was repeated countless times over the next three or four years: "Will, when you grow up I'll marry you and be your wife."
"You promise?" I'd always demanded in my little boy's voice.
"If you're good," she'd always answer and then give me a wet kiss on my cheek.
~~~~~
"She's going to be okay honey."
"Mom?" I asked as I held the phone to my ear.
"They operated...I saw the doctor...they've put in a metal plate...screws...she's in a cast..."
"What happened? How'd she break it? What'd she say? Will she be able to walk?"
"I just saw her for a minute...she's still groggy...has to sleep. I'll stay here for the weekend. Make sure that she's okay...you'll have to help Billy."
"What can I do? What do you need?"
"Allie won't be able to put any weight on the foot for at least twenty days...someone will have to"
"Doesn't she have a cast on it" I interrupted.
"Not a walking cast. An almost full-leg cast. You're going to have to come down here and take care of her."
"But"
"I've got work honey...I have to be back Monday."
"Can't we bring her home?"
"No, her doctor, everything is here."
"You want me to come down there and take care of her...alone...for three weeks?" I sputtered.
"I know you two aren't exactly best friends these days Billy....but she is your sister, and Johnnies away...you havvvve to help her," she said in a voice that brooked my argument.
Even if I had absolutely hated my sister I would have gone. I simply owed everything to my mom and couldn't refuse any request from the woman who'd raised Allie and I alone, a woman who'd slaved away to make a loving home for us after our father had died when I was three.
"When do you want me there?"
"She's going to be released Saturday, why don't you drive down Sunday morning and we'll spend the day together before I leave."
~~~~~~
Johnny, Allie's numbskull husband, a nerdy, civil engineer who'd graduated from Purdue a year ago, was now in Iraq; part of a National Guard team helping to reconstruct the country even while the local assholes were continuing to blow it up.
Sis had married him at Christmas, a wedding rushed forward when an awestruck Johnny had received his call-up notice.
"I never thought I'd have to fight," he'd told me in the days before the wedding.
"Fuck, why do you think they've been training you, giving you money, you idiot," I'd responded, completely unsympathetic to this geek who was stealing my beautiful sister.
"I'm not a very good shot," he'd added in a whining tone.
"Better learn quick," I'd advised him, almost sick as I imagined his pale body on top of Allie's, his little prick penetrating the woman meant only for me.
Sunday, July 16th
As I drove down to West Lafayette that warm summer day, on the one hand pissed off my summer was going to be ruined, I also couldn't help but be excited by this unexpected opportunity that had suddenly presented itself.
According to mom, I'd have Allie to myself for a good three weeks. Could I finally succeed, I wondered as I approached her condo, my penis twitching and lengthening at the thought.
~~~~~
"Honey, you're here," mom said as she greeted me with a hug and a quick kiss on the cheek.
"Hi mom."
"Well, c'mon in. Go see your sister," she instructed as she pushed me towards Allie's bedroom.
"Hi Allie."
"You came," she responded in a semi belligerent tone.
"A chance to help my wonderful sister. I flew here."
"Yeah right."
"How are you anyway," I asked, trying to inject warmth into my voice as I spoke.
"I'll live apparently."
"Will you?"
"Don't sound so disappointed," sis groused.
"Allison! Your brother's willing to give up his summer to help you," mom admonished.
"Sorry," sis hissed but didn't sound it.
~~~~~~
"I've written a menu for the next week...I bought the food this morning..." mom started. "Your sister can give you advice"
"Don't worry ma, we'll just eat pizzas and drink beer all week. Big Macs. And chocolate cake for lunch. We don't need a menu ... Yuck, we definitely don't need this," I said pointing to the cauliflower and Brussels sprouts that sat on the counter.
"Billy," mom warned menacingly.
~~~~~~
Sis's condo was on the fifth floor of a new development and her windows faced a large city park ensuring both privacy and a great view. A two bedroom, one and a half bath unit, I was to be relegated to the second bedroom, a room that had been converted to an office but had a single bed tucked into the corner.
The only shower and tub in the unit was in the ensuite bathroom that was attached to Allie's master bedroom so I'd have to use that when I wanted to wash.
Mom spent her final dinner with us giving me instructions for every possible contingency but I finally stopped her when she started to explain the disposal of Allie's 'waste products' as we were eating dessert. "I'll figure it out mom," I grumbled as I contemplated the bowl of chocolate pudding sitting in front of me.
~~~~~~
"I'm not so sure about this," were Allie's last words to mom before mom left to go back to Chicago after we'd eaten.
"He'll be fine. Won't you sweetie?" she asked me.
"If she's good," I said with an evil grin.
~~~~~
With me on the sofa and Allie lying in bed, the two of us had a quiet evening watching TV in her bedroom, my few tentative remarks met by a glacial indifference that either reflected her discomfort from her still aching leg, or the fact she had to rely on me for the foreseeable future.
She finally shooed me out at ten thirty, claiming exhaustion and pain.
"Do you need anything? Water?"
"No."
"Waste disposal?"
"Shut up Will," she ordered, using the name she'd always called me.
"I love you," I said as I bent and gave her a quick peck on the cheek.
"Hunnh."
~~~~~
The plaintive sobs of my sister broke through an erotic dream that had been starring her and woke me about two-thirty in the morning. My cock was still hard in my shorts as I rushed to Allie's bedside.
"Will? Is that you?" she whispered in the darkness.
"Uh huh, I heard you crying," I answered as I took her soft, trembling, little hand in mine. "What is it? What can I do?"
"You don't have to stay up. I'm fine."
"You're crying. Can I get you anything? Do anything?"
"It hurts...so much...and I'm not supposed to take another pill for two hours," she suddenly sobbed.
"Fuck that," I answered, "If you need one take one." After giving her another pill I held her hand until she fell asleep, then slept fitfully on the sofa in her bedroom the rest of the night.
Monday, July 17th
"You didn't have to sleep there," she started when she saw I was awake.
"And leave the beautiful princess all alone?" I asked, and then standing up quickly added, "And what would my lady like for breakfast? Your wish is my command."
"Are you going to try to be funny all the time," sis asked with a grimace.
"Yes fair maiden"
"Will!"
"Sorry. I'll try to be more serious," I promised with a grin.
"This is going to be a long summer," she muttered, then added, "you should probably put some more clothes on before you serve breakfast."
"You don't like my boxers?" I asked as I did a quick pirouette.
"They're not very modest," she answered, and for just a sec I saw the sly, quirky grin I recognized so well from our youth. "What's so funny?" she asked when she saw my amused look.
"Nothing, nothing. Let me just have a pee and then I'll see to your breakfast...Do you need..."
"The pan," she said pointing. "And some paper."
~~~~~
"This is disgusting," I said as I carried the smelly container to the bathroom, one hand holding my nose as the other held the offending pan as far away from me as possible.
"You're a big baby," Allie said smiling.
"It's pitiful. Me, William M. Shepherd, brilliant scholar, reduced to cleaning the bottoms of ungrateful wenches."
She was laughing when I departed for the kitchen. I knew then that somehow we'd be okay.
~~~~~~
We spent the rest of the day in each others company, talking or reading or eating or watching TV but always aware of the other.
"Mom said you might not come to Purdue," she said with a question in her voice late in the afternoon.
"Georgia Tech offered me a full scholarship," I answered.
"So did Purdue. All our family's gone here; I don't understand..."
"I haven't decided yet," I stalled.
"Is it because of me?"
"No...maybe."
"You dislike me so much you can't even come here? You won't have to see me if you don't want...I'm not that bad."
"Maybe it's because I like you too much."
"I want you to come."
"I don't know," I answered.
~~~~~
"What are you looking at," she asked later when she heard me chuckle.
"I forgot."
"Forgot what?"
"What a nice sister you once were. Look," I said as I stood and moved to her bed, the album of old family photographs in my hand. "Look at that costume I'm wearing," I laughed as I pointed to a Halloween picture of the two of us when I was about seven. "Remember?"
"Of course. I made it for you," Allie said as she took the book from my fingers. "Here, sit beside me," she ordered, "and watch out for my leg."
"You always were bossy," I laughed as I sat next to her. "Look, we're holding hands, and see, you thought you were a little princess even in those days," I said as I pointed to the costume and crown she was wearing.
"I was a princess."
"You were nice in those days," I remembered aloud as I put an arm around her shoulder.
"That was before you became a pest," she said as she smiled up into my eyes.
"You're so pretty when you smile."
"I loved you so much in those days. You were my little man."
"You said you'd wait and marry me...and now look, I've been deserted for the first pretty face that came along."
"Johnnie isn't pretty"
"That's for sure," I groused. "You should have waited."
"I might have," she laughed, "that is, if you hadn't become such a pervert."
"It's your loss."
"Maybe it was," Allie answered with more than a touch of regret in her voice.
Wednesday, July 19th
"You know, you don't have to stay in with me all day, every day," Allie said as I went to spoon a mouthful of corn flakes into her mouth the next morning. "Or sleep on that uncomfortable couch."
"And if there's an emergency?"
"Jill promised to come over for a couple of hours at lunchtime...you can at least get out for a while."
"Maybe I'll take your Purdue library card and get some books. Now eat up," I ordered as I delivered another mouthful.
~~~~~
"Bath time," I announced when I reappeared a half hour later, a large bucket of steaming water, a sponge, towel and washcloth, and a clean set of sheets in hand.
"Oh no. You can't, you just can't!" Allie said adamantly.
"Your sheets are dirty, the room smells...you're starting to stink," I answered as I dropped the clean sheets on the chair.
"I can wash myself. Just give me a damp washcloth."
"At least there's a breeze today," I answered, ignoring her comment as I opened her bedroom window and the patio door.
"Can't we do it later," she whined as I gently pulled the top sheet off her body and threw it on the floor. "At least shut the curtains."
"We're on the fifth floor...looking out over a park," I said as I lifted her head and shoulders off the pillow and untied the blue hospital gown she'd been wearing.
"Just don't say anything...anything bad...don't try to be funny," she threatened as I slipped it off her shoulders and bared her completely.
Keep cool, I tried to instruct myself as my eyes feasted on my sisters beauty. "You're white," I stammered as I dipped the hand sponge in the basin of warm water and then ran it up one of her arms. "Not too hot?"
"No," she whispered, "Its okay. I haven't been out in the sun at all this summer, been working too hard," she explained as I ran the sponge over her full, firm breasts, my arm trembling as it moved. White, pink capped beauties that I was dying to taste. Her nipples were straining upward, hard little pebbles that ached for my lips.
My prick was throbbing in my pants as the sponge slid off a breast and down towards the lightly haired vee at the junction of her legs. "You shave," I said nonchalantly as I dipped the sponge in the water and then brought it dripping to her mound.
"I haven't for a while...it looks funny short like that," she replied nervously, trying to act naturally, as if nothing strange was happening, as if we were just talking about the weather, not about her thin coating of soft, curly pubic hair.
"I'll have to soap you...then rinse you again," I said apologetically, then put my hands in the water and then grabbed a bar of soap and lathered them up.
She just nodded as my soapy fingers slid across her skin, but couldn't help gasping as I cupped and lathered her breasts. Moving her gently onto her side I caressed her back, then slid my fingers lower.
"I have to wash your rear, you're dirty," I apologized as I ran my soapy fingers down her crack.
"Unnh," she grunted lightly as I pushed a slippery finger into her anus and then quickly withdrew. I then slid my palm over her firm cheeks before I again slipped my big finger inside her bum.
"Willllll," she groaned as I pumped my digit," don't...it"
"Sorry, I'll just be a sec," I apologized again even as she seemed to push back against my penetration.
When she lay back onto her back she actually spread her legs as my hand moved across her hips and towards her center, and then said nothing as my fingers spread her nether lips and started to clean her. Just a light gasp escaped her when I pushed into her slick cave for the first time, when I felt her moist insides seem to clutch my thick finger.
Ten minutes later I was done, and Allie was again covered in a clean hospital style gown, crisp, clean sheets under and over her.
But I could smell her sex. Her need. Knew she sensed mine.
"You know sis," I said after finishing her, "being a male nurse does have some rewards."
"I knew you couldn't stay shut up," she said huffily but with a glint of excitement and hunger in her eyes.
Thursday, July 20th
"Finally," I said laughing, "a chance to investigate your lingerie drawer. No mommy to protect you now"
"Don't you dare!" Allie ordered from her bed, her eyes angry as I went through her chest.
"Eureka," I shouted when the third drawer I tried produced the bras and panties, hipsters, tangas from Brazil, boy shorts...the teddies, the nighties, the bustiers, the corsets...
"Will...please," sis begged as I upended the drawer on the bed.
"I've been waiting to do this for four years," I laughed. "God, what kind of weird, kinky sex life do you have anyway?" I demanded as I held up pair after pair of slinky, satiny panties
"God, you're still a bloody pervert."
"Me? And where do you wear these?" I asked as I held up a wispy, white lace thong and a crotchless black satin panty.
"None of your business."
"You two aren't swingers are you?" I teased.
"Bastard!" she griped as I rubbed the thong across the front of my jeans.
~~~~~
"You're still mad about that, aren't you? After all these years."
"What," I asked, looking up from my book later that afternoon.
"Me telling Mom."
"Telling Mom! Fuck, you told the whole world!" I growled, still angry after four years.
"Well it was your fault. What the hell, I find you rooting around in my panties, your thing sticking out...yuck...it was disgusting."
"I was just a kid. I didn't know any better."
"You surprised me. It scared me."
"You were eighteen!"
"I was a virgin."




"So you had to tell all your friends, all my friends, Christ, everyone in the neighborhood that I was a pervert?"
"Maybe I shouldn't have told everyone," she finally conceded. "But it was your fault."
Saturday, July 22nd
As we continued to talk the rest of Friday and into Saturday the walls between us crumbled lower and lower. The more we talked the more we realized just how much we liked each other, how much fun we had in each others presence. How physically attractive we found the other.
I washed her again Saturday. Allie made no protest when I arrived with the water and towels; in fact had her sheet thrown aside and had her gown undone by the time I arrived at her bedside.
We were both quiet as my hands fondled and caressed her slippery body. There was a palpable sexual tension between us as my hands worked her. We both knew this was far more than a simple bed bath.
She was silent until my finger found and pushed through her anus, then half whispered, "I don't like that...please...be gentle Will."
"You have a perfect bum Allie," I whispered back as my other hand fondled her firm cheeks, my big finger still buried deep.
"I don't. Is it all clean yet?" she asked as she wriggled under my touch.
"Yes," I announced as I gave her a light slap on her pink butt.
"WILL!"
"Other side...turn over," I ordered as I gently pushed on her hip.
"I can do it."
"Not as well as I," I answered as I spread her lips, opening up her labia and exposing her now unhooded clit.
"You're beautiful," I whispered reverentially as a finger gently brushed her little erection.
"I'm not...Willlll," she moaned as I slipped inside her.
"I'm just washing you," I assured even as I pushed a second long finger inside her slippery cave.
"You're not," Allie protested as my thumb lightly circled over her moist clit.
"Almost done."
"Hurry," she moaned as her insides tried to clench my fingers.
~~~~~~
I was given Saturday evening off as three of Allie's friends had promised to come over for dinner and keep her amused in my absence.
I went barhopping, just hoping to find someone to help me release some of the sexual tension that had been building in my body.
~~~~~~
"Is that you Will?"
"Yes, sorry," I mumbled as I bumped into the end of sis's bed.
"What time is it?"
"I don't know...Two, two-thirty, something like that."
"Are you drunk?" she asked as she clicked on the bedside lamp.
"No, no, I just had a couple of beers...Did you have fun with the girls?"
"Not as much fun as you look like you had," she said grinning at me. "Where'd you go?"
"Downtown... a student bar," I answered as I looked down at sis in the dim light.
"Who were you with? You smell like a perfume factory."
"I gotta go piss first," I mumbled as I undid my belt and headed towards the bathroom. I left the door open, knew she could hear my stream of thick piss as it arched through the air before splashing loudly in the bowl.
I knew she could see me in the dim light as I flicked my now semi hard cock, releasing the last yellow drops before slipping him back into my boxers.
"So?" she asked as she watched me as I let my jeans slip down my legs, stared as I stepped out of them as I pulled my t-shirt over my head.
"Let's talk tomorrow, okay? I'm really bushed," I answered as I stretched sinuously in front of her. "How's the leg tonight anyway?"
"Good...no pain, it just itches."
"You'll be running in days."
"Yeah right."
"Night sweetie," I said as I leaned over and gave her a quick, soft kiss on her lips.
"Ugh," she said teasingly, "you taste like a brewery."
"You taste like heaven," I laughed.
Fifteen minutes later, as I lay restlessly on the sofa bed, just an arms length away from her, unable to sleep, my hard cock in my hand, she whispered, "Are you still awake?"
"Yes."
"Thanks Will. You've become a pretty nice guy you know."
Yeah, except that I was ready to climb up on her bed and screw my married, broken legged sister until she screamed for mercy...
Sunday July 23rd
"So where'd you go last night anyway," Allie asked as I fed her the next morning.
"Hooligan's, they had a band...all sorts of students..."
"How did you get in? God, I never got into a bar when I was your age," sis complained.
"That's because you were Miss Goody Two Shoes," I answered smiling.
"I was not. Don't they ID you?"
"Don't I look twenty-one?" I asked as I pulled my wallet out and showed her my false ID.
Her, "Where'd you get that?" was only met by my smug smile.
"Did you meet anyone? You smelled like someone had sprayed you with perfume when you got in last night."
"Its called dancing sis...now that you're old and married maybe you don't remember..."
"Who was she?"
"Just a student. Janey something, just finished third year Civil, she's"
"Third year! Why's she dancing with an eighteen year old?"
"Some females find me attractive dear sister. In fact, I've been told more than once that I'm quite a man, a real stud, a"
"Did you sleep with her?"
"No my beautiful Allison. Even though my date did offer to cook me breakfast I had to refuse...my poor sister sick, all helpless at home...how could I"
"She must be a slut."
"Gosh, and you a female graduate of this fine school. You know there's no such thing as a Purdue slut...they're all lovely, sweet girls, just like you," I answered. "I wanted to though," I added with a grin.
"What?"
"Sleep with her. She was nice, really nice...and she had beautiful tits," I said, laughing now.
"God, you men are pigs," she accused.
"It was your fault."
"My fault?"
"I got so horny washing you yesterday..."
"You did not."
"She wasn't as pretty as you Allie," I teased, "her breasts were nice but not as big, and her nipples"
"Shut up, leave my nipples alone," she ordered roughly, but I could see the excitement in her eyes.
"I'll let mom wash you next time then," I threatened.
"No, don't," she started before the blush of embarrassment flooded her face.
"So you like it when your little brother washes you, do you?" I chuckled.
"You're impossible."
~~~~~~
Mom arrived that evening, driving down from home after a weekend of working overtime.
"It was okay, I get Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday with you guys and I got paid double time for the weekend," she told us.
~~~~~
"I'm almost glad Allie got hurt," Mom told me as we sat talking Wednesday night after sis had gone to sleep.
"Mom!"
"At least you two are talking again. In fact your sister told me today when you were out that you've turned into quite a man. That she'd forgotten how much she used to love you, how much she loves you now."
"We went through some of the old albums," I said blushing. "Pictures of her holding me when I was a baby, taking me to school, out on Halloween, Christmas...I'd forgotten"
"You used to follow her around everywhere," Mom said, remembering, a tear in the corner of her eye.
"She still shouldn't have told everyone in the world about me and her panties," I said with a smile.
"Thank you honey," Mom said smiling, "for everything. And you know, I think I agree with my daughter, you have become quite the man. I love you sweetie," she added as she pulled me into her arms and gave me a big hug.
"I love you too mom."
Thursday July 27th
Mom left at seven the next morning, just giving her enough time to get to her office in the city by nine.
"So you're stuck with me again," Allie welcomed me when I carried in her breakfast tray.
"Miss me?" I asked. We'd seen each other of course over the preceding three days but Mom had spelled me, both of them shooing me out, insisting I take a break after eight days of nonstop nursing.
"Hah! What'd you do anyway?"
"Nothing much... I saw Janey...I did see the Registrar for a few minutes yesterday," I said nonchalantly.
"YOU DID! Are you coming here?"
"Uh huh."
"Oh Will, that's great, I'm so happy."
"Well it is the family school..."
"It's because I'm such a nice sister. Because you love me. You could stay here with me."
"Huuh," I muttered noncommittally.
~~~~~~
"So I guess mom washed you and everything," I asked after I'd fed Allie and cleaned the dishes.
"We didn't have time...I'm clean...I didn't need"
"You wanted your little brother to do it, didn't you," I smirked.
"No I didn't, it was just," she tried to explain as her cheeks turned a bright red.
"I don't mind wiping your pretty little rear end," I said laughing.
This was the third time I'd given Allie a complete body wash, the third time I'd let my hands slide caressingly over her wet body.
"Did you go out with Jane?" sis asked as my hands cupped and squeezed her firm tits.
"They're not as nice as yours Allie," I laughed as I tweaked each of her hard nipples in turn.
"Will," Allie squealed, but her protest sounded more like an invitation. She trembled the rest of the time I washed her, even arched her hips into my finger when it lightly ran up and down and into her pink slit.
"Where are you going?" she asked after I'd finished drying her and had started to head for the washroom.
"What?...No, you can't," she objected when I returned with my razor and a can of shaving cream. "Please Willy, no," she moaned as I slowly spread the thick cream over her mound. "I'm growing it back, I don't want," she pled as I ran the sharp blade through her short, light brown pubic curls.
"Beautiful, just beautiful," I told Allie as I stood back and observed the results of my barbering.
"You shouldn't have," she complained even as I held her hand mirror between her legs, letting her see her hairless mount. "I look like a little girl," she pouted.
"No you don't sis...nooo you don't!" I said as I spread her labia apart and she saw her pink insides reflected in the mirror.
"Give me my gown," she demanded.
"They're all in the wash...they won't be ready for an hour or so."
"Oh...maybe I should just put on a t-shirt."
"It's supposed to go to eighty-five today...you're probably better like that for now."
"But"
"Just keep the sheet pulled up; you don't want to overly excite your baby brother," I said as I grabbed the edge of the sheet and slowly moved it up her body, running my hands over her breasts as I tucked it under her chin.
"Well maybe it's okay for now...it is hot..."
I had no plans to replace the gown anytime soon.
Friday, July28th
"Are you a virgin still?" Sis, still naked under the sheet and not complaining about it, suddenly asked the next night as we sat watching a movie on TV. Seeing me shake my head she asked, "Who was it. That pretty girl at the wedding? Susie?...Are you still seeing her?"
"No, I gave her up the day after your wedding."
"Why?"
"The truth?"
"Yes."
"Well, I looked up when you two guys were talking...after the wedding dinner...I just looked at her and realized she wasn't even close to being as nice as you..."
"That's crazy, she's sweet," she said as a blush spread across her cheeks. "So you didn't sleep with her?"
"Oh, I slept with her alright. She wasn't my first but she is way hot..." I said, the memory of Susie's body coursing through me.
"Who was your first? How many girls have you slept with anyway?"
I pondered her question for second after second, pretending to count my conquests on my fingers, and then finally announced, "Seven."
"WHAT! That's more than I have..."
"Well how many have you slept with?"
"I'm married. I'm twenty-two. It's private."
"One of your friends was my first," I bragged.
"What? Who?"
"Who was your first," I countered but she settled back on the bed mute, clearly unwilling to continue the conversation.
~~~~~
"I'm grabbing a shower and then hitting the sack," I said with a yawn when the movie ended just after eleven. I took my time in the shower, knowing that with the bathroom door halfway open that sis would get tantalizing glimpses of me through the steamy, pebbled glass.
"Night sis," I said as walked across the room, my damp body just covered by a small bath towel that circled my waist.
"Well, give me a goodnight kiss," she ordered as she lifted her head off the pillow. "You've grown" she whispered, "I mean your chest, your shoulders..."
"Night honey, luv you," I said as I lowered my lips to hers.
We both felt the charge of electricity that seemed to jump between our locked lips as soon as they met, both of us jumped backwards from the liquid connection.
"Jesus, who taught you to kiss," I tried to joke as I stood up and turned towards the sofa.
"Will?"
"What?" I asked as I turned back to her.
"Can I see it?"
"Hunnh?"
"Well, you've seen me naked."
"I don't want to scare you, give you nightmares," I said grinning as I walked back to the edge of her bed, my thick cock jumping up to attention.
"You're so funny," she said nervously as her fingers sought out the knot holding my towel on. "Oh Jesus," she moaned as my long cock sprang upward and stood proudly before her as my towel fell to the floor.
"It's big. Bigger than...How long is it?" she asked even as her soft hand tried to circle its fat girth.
"Oh gosh, I shouldn't have..." she said as she released my cock "I'm sorry Will...I'm going to sleep...goodnight."
"Night honey," I whispered as my prick waved in front of me.
Oh fuck, I thought ten minutes later as my prick spurted cum into my sheets...
Sunday, July 30th
"Danny Smithfield," sis said out of the blue on Sunday afternoon as I sat reading an introductory Quantum Physics text.
"What?" I asked looking up.
"Danny Smithfield...he was my first."
"He wasn't! That little prick," I groused. "How old were you? When?"
"Senior year. The night of the senior prom."
"But...shit, did you love him?"
"I was eighteen...a virgin...all my friends had done it...I was going away to university...I was horny."
"You?"
"Yes," she smiled.
"Did you like it? He sorta disappeared after high school."
"He went east for university...and no, it wasn't that great," Allie said, smiling as she remembered. "We were both virgins...didn't have a clue. The first time we did it in his dad's car"
"His car?" I interrupted.
"And he ejaculated before he got it in me...it was on my legs, the car seat...he was worried about getting the car stained...then the second time he tried it hurt...I was jammed against the window...my head"
"Jesus," I muttered.
"It wasn't that bad. We did it three or four more other times before he left. We got a little better at it," she said, laughing now.
"Then who was your next?" I asked.
"Unh, uh, little brother. Now it's your turn."
"Gloria Clark," I blurted.
"Whaaaat? My friend Gloria? She's my age. How...when?"
"Last fall. Just a week after my birthday. I met her in town one day. Just by chance. She asked about you. It was dinnertime...she'd just finished work...we talked...then somehow ended up at her place eating pizza and drinking beer."
"That slut. And she used to be my friend," sis fumed.
"She was nice. Said she'd give me a special present for my eighteenth birthday."
"She was?"
"She was gentle...told me to take my time...praised me...put me in her mouth...my first blow job," I laughed, remembering the feel of Gloria's mouth as she swallowed me.
"She was able to get it all in...I mean, did she?"
"Yes. And then we made love...like about six times...god we woke every neighbor in the building."
"You couldn't have done it six times...its impossible," sis argued.
"I counted. I came six times," I insisted, "but she came about twenty times. She was thrashing and yelling like a wild woman..."
"Did you and her ever do it again or"
"Christ, we were doing three or four times a week for three months," I boasted. "Then all of a sudden she met some rich guy at work, got engaged, then we couldn't do it as often."
"You still slept with her? After she got engaged?"
"Not that often."
~~~~~
"So who was your second? How many have you had anyway?" I asked.
"Not as many as you."
"How many?"
"Five."
Monday, July 31st
For the rest of Sunday and most of Monday we talked about our love lives, traded sexual secrets like gossiping thirteen year old girls. Oh, we talked about other things, but invariably would return to our past partners.
"We shouldn't discuss this, its wrong," Allie giggled Monday morning.
"Maria Hume," I said.
"Who? I don't know"
"Mrs. Hume, the music teacher," I said with a smirk.
"You liar...she's like...like forty."
"She turned thirty-six in March."
"But how?"
"Mrs. Hume's musical specialty is blowing horns you know," I said with a leer.
"She didn't. You're lying, aren't you?" she asked and in her excitement let the sheet slip down below her breasts, which just happened to be jiggling delightedly.
"She actually had a couple of areas of sexual expertise my dear Allison," I answered, "in fact there are quite a few things to be said in praise of older, more experienced women."
"Like what?"
I told her...in detail...
"God, you are a pervert," she said when I'd finished.
~~~~~~
"What about Johnny?" I asked, wondering if she'd talk about her husband.
"He's my husband. I can't"
"Is he good in bed?" Is he big?"
"You're bad," she answered, her shining eyes full of mischievous excitement.
"As big as me?"
"That's not fair. You're deformed."
"What?" I croaked.
"Well you're bigger than anyone I've been with...or seen...you're like those guys on porn sites...you're not normal..."
"No ones complained before," I said in mock anger.
"Stop bragging."
"Do you suck him?"
"No...well sometimes...he likes it when I"
"Do you lick it...like a chocolate ice cream cone...or suck it in deep," I teased.
"Will!"
"Does he make you come?"
"What?...you mean"
"I mean an earth shattering orgasm...I mean does he make you thrash wildly as he fucks you, make your juices flow?"
"I don't have orgasms."
"What?"
"I don't have"
"Jesus! Never?"
"Well, I think I did once...maybe...but not with Johnnie"
"You don't know?" Seeing her shake her head I went on, "What about when he goes down on you, eats you...you know, cunnilingus?"
"No one's ever...Johnnie doesn't like it, says it dirty."
"What?"
"I think I'm just one of those woman who don't have orgasms...I've read...you know, in women's magazines...there're a lot of females who don't"
"Bullshit," I ejaculated.
"Well"
"We'll see about that," I promised.
"We will?"
Tuesday, August 1st
"You gotta be clean for your doctor's appointment tomorrow," I announced the next afternoon to Allie. Wednesday was the big day; if Allie's x-rays were okay she'd be put into a much smaller walking cast.
"I'm starting to think you like washing your big sister," she teased as she threw aside the sheet, all modesty in front of her brother now gone.
"Once you're better I'm going to make you spend a whole morning washing and massaging my body dear sister," I teased back as I cupped her left tit and squeezed it possessively.
"You're bad. Remember, I'm married."
"To some small dicked guy who won't even eat pussy."
"I didn't say he was small."
"You implied it my dear."
"Just because you're," she started before I interrupted.
"Do you miss not doing it?"
"What?"
"Sex! I mean it's been four months since Johnnie left. You haven't been fooling around on the side have you?"
"No, of course not. That's disgusting." But then after a moment's hesitation, added, "Sometimes...when I'm in bed I ...it's none of your business," she finished, coming out of her momentary reverie. "Where's the water, the sponge anyway?"
"I'm using a new technique today."
"What technique?" she asked suspiciously as she watched my head dip towards her quivering and erect nipple.



"Ohh...Ohhhh...Will, you shouldn't," she gasped as my lips sucked in her fat nub.
I climbed up on the bed, knelt between her legs and then pushed her good leg to the side, opening her raw, shaven slit to my view.
"You're sure no ones ever kissed you here," I asked as I looked up her body into her eyes.
"Never...but we shouldn't...please Will," she started, but then stopped protesting the instant my tongue moistly licked along her slit.
"Ahhh...ahhhhh...oh Will," Allie moaned when my lips captured her pink clit.
Lifting my eyes and looking up into hers as my mouth continued to explore, I saw her total surrender, saw her naked desire to be totally taken by her little brother. I slipped my big finger in her bum and my thumb in her pussy, penetrated and held her as she writhed under my tongue.
Her hips both rose six inches off the bed when her orgasm started to pulse outward rhythmically from her core, her rich discharge emptied onto my lapping tongue as she grunted her pleasure, "unnh...unnh...unnhh...unhhh...unnhh," in time to her bucking pulsations.
"Christ, I thought you said you were one of those frigid women who never come," I said with a smile when her orgasmic tremors finally stopped. "Instead, you're tearing my hair out as your good leg tries to strangle me and then you almost drown me..."
"Maybe I was wrong...and I love you."
"You're married," I complained.
~~~~~~
"Come here," she ordered in a whisper when I emerged from the shower and bathroom later that night.
"Take off your towel...I want to see you again, touch it. It's my turn."
"You hussy," I accused as the towel slipped downward.
I stood naked in front of her for what seemed like minutes, felt the blood rushing down my shaft as her eyes raked me. "You're beautiful."
"Men aren't beautiful," I protested, my cock now bouncing upward against my stomach.
"You are. Now c'mon here," she ordered.
One small hand grabbed me when I was a foot from the bed, urgently pulled me towards her waiting mouth.
"Allie," I moaned as her tongue flicked over my cockhead, sucking in the drop of precum that was leaking from his one eye.
"I won't be able to swallow him...not all," she apologized between licks, "He's so big."
Holding my heavy balls in one hand while her other grasped me near the base, she fed a good deal of her baby brother's cock between her lips and deep into her mouth, and her eyes stayed locked on mine as she sucked.
The first throbbing buck of my saliva covered prick sent a flood of thick cum cascading down Allie's throat. I spurted a second, third, fourth time into her hungry mouth before pulling out and splashing more thick ropes of sperm across her face and chest.
"You taste good," she finally purred, a string of semen hanging from the corner of her mouth.
"Wait til I'm inside you," I promised.
"When? ...Soon? ...He'll never fit...not all of him anyway," she said as she ran her hand up and down his full length.
"Let's see what the doc has to say first."
"You're not going to ask him if I'm allowed to do it are you?"
"Maybe," I teased.
Wednesday, August 2nd
"It looks great young lady," Doctor Faraday said as he held Allie's x-ray in his hand. "Both the ankle and the tibia are healing fine."
"Can I walk soon?"
"We'll put on a walking cast today Allison, but you're still going to have to be very careful the next couple of weeks. You're lucky you've got this strapping young man to help you."
Allie giggled and then quickly looked at me when she heard the doc's last words, afraid for a moment that I just might ask him if it was okay for her 'strapping' brother to make love to her now.
An hour later, suited with a new cast, a pair of crutches and a list of instructions a page long, Allie and I headed home.
"I'll carry you in," I said as I bent and lifted her easily into my arms.
"I've got my crutches," Allie giggled as her arm went around my neck.
"The doctor said to take it easy...to get plenty of rest," I answered as I moved my lips to hers.
"He didn't say anything about kissing."
"He told me that if all else fails I should use mouth-to-mouth resuscitation."
"Liar," she laughed as her tongue stretched to reach mine.
"And lots of bed rest," I added when we came up for air.
"Bed rest?"
"Well, something about making sure you were comfortable in bed anyway," I said as I lowered her to the soft sheets."
"He did not!"
"And he told me, when they were x-raying you, that it's been proven that pretty, young girls heal much faster when they're naked," I said gravely as I pulled her top over her head.
"Statistically proven?" she asked with a grin as I kissed a fat nipple, and then watched me as I undid her skirt.
"Uh huh," I said as her panties slid off. "And it's doubly effective if you happen to have a virile and naked young man next to you."
"Where will I find one?" she asked coyly as her fingers slid to my fly.
"And apparently if you combine all that with the liberal application of male ejaculate..."
"I love you," she said as her hand circled and then pulled out my prick.
"Hurry," she ordered as I struggled out of my shirt and pants.
"This is going to be complicated," I said when I crawled naked onto the bed, my shaft standing rigid, ready to impale the only girl I'd ever loved.
"Will...please," she insisted, her hand trying to grab on to me as I slipped a pillow under her cast covered leg.
"We have to be careful, you're leg"
"I'm sopping...please Will," she begged as her fingers finally captured my penis and pulled at it, trying to guide it towards her opening.
"Allie, we have all night," I moaned as she rubbed my cockhead up and down her already moist and sticky slit.
"I'm coming...hurrrrrrrry," she pled as I plunged my blood filled cock completely into her fiery cave. Felt the pulsing spasms of her orgasm grasping me even before I had a chance to start my second stroke.
"Don't move it," she cried as wave after wave pulsed through her vagina, each wave squeezing my throbbing pole as it bathed it in her sticky, wet essence.
I started to piston slowly when her last spasm had passed, wanting her to feel the whole length and thickness of my hard lance on every piston-like stroke.
Soon she was arching her back and thrusting her hips upward off the bed to meet my increasingly hard and fast thrusts, groaning each time I smashed into her depths.
Allie came again just as I started to go off inside of her, met each explosion of my thick, hot sperm with a pulsing opening of her womb, pulling my seed deep within her waiting channel.
"Don't take it out," she said between panting gasps, her fingers digging into my bum, holding me against her, preventing me from withdrawing my still hard lance.
"Are you okay?" I asked as I ran my fingers across her cheek.
"I love you."
"I thought you were one of those women who didn't have orgasms."
"I don't want you to ever take it out."
"Never?"
"Stop talking," she insisted as she curled her good leg around my back and raised her lips to mine.
"Yes my lady," I managed to get out before her tongue captured mine.
I tried to be gentle with her as I started to move my hips but was quickly met by her urgent protest, "Harder...please Will, hard...fuck me hard," and then encouraged as I pounded my engorged cock deep into my sister's gasping cunt. "Yes...yes Will...yes...more... ahhh...ahhhh...ahhhhhhh," her little moans of pleasure only driving me to greater, harder, deeper efforts.
She came twice more before I deposited another gooey load of cum in her womb, knew that soon one of my wriggling sperm would find her waiting egg, knew my baby soon would be growing in my big sister's stomach.
"Don't," she cried as I went to pull out. Both of us looked down at her now leaking pussy when we heard the loud, liquid plopping sound when my cockhead finally popped into view.
"Put it back...you're still hard," she demanded.
"We have all night."
"He's so big...so full of cum," she said as her hand pumped the last thick strands from me.
"He loves you," I said with a laugh as I straddled her stomach, letting my prick slip between her heaving breasts before pushing them into and over its sticky length.
"I can taste my pussy on him," she said, lapping at its juicy head each time I pushed my long cock up through her tits and into her gaping, waiting mouth. She swallowed every drop when I started to spurt, holding my cock firmly in her hand, not allowing its bucking head to escape her greedy lips.
...I fucked her standing up. Just lifted her and then supporting her weight by cupping her buttocks in my two hands, pounded into her, each deep thrust pushing her hard against the wall.
...And then with her bent over the back of the sofa, her feet dangling a foot off the floor, I fucked her from behind, the new angle seeming to give her an even greater pleasure if her screams of ecstasy were anything to go by.
"Tired already," she panted as we lay sweating in each others arms after my sixth ejaculation.
"I haven't been lying around doing nothing for three weeks like someone I know."
"I've been incapacitated, injured," she said smiling.
"Wash me."
"With the washcloth, the towel...or maybe the other way," she leered as she stuck out her tongue and ran it moistly over her lips.
"The other way," I chose, then felt her wet mouth slide across my chest and onto a nipple.
Mid August – Two Weeks Later
We basically fucked non stop in the days following the visit to the hospital; two weeks of spurting orgasms as we coupled endlessly like two horny rabbits, the only thing keeping us from trying every position in the Kama Sutra was Allie's cast and the doctor's admonitions.
Still, we did manage...somehow...almost hourly...
We were two urgent, hungry, demanding lovers. The days passed...
~~~~~
"What are we going to do Will? About Johnnie? About mom?" Allie asked one afternoon after having spent a morning trying to drain every drop of cum from my body.
"We'll figure it out Allie," I said after pulling my lips from her hairless slit.
"How? We have to discuss it sometime. We have to plan...to"
"When does he get out anyway?"
"His tour's supposed to end in early December, they're supposed to be home for Christmas. But now everyone's saying they'll have to stay another six months...there are no replacements...they're running out of soldiers."
"Poor Johnnie."
"I won't divorce him. Not while he's fighting, I couldn't."
"It'll be okay. I called Georgia Tech today."
"What? You're coming here."
"I'd never told them...they still thought I was coming. I told them my problem...how my sister was sick...how I'd have to care for her...that I couldn't come this fall...that I was going to take first year at Purdue. Asked them if I could come next year, if the scholarship would still be available."
"But"
"They were nice. Understood about the family stuff. They promised that if my marks were good this year that they'd let me transfer in next year."
"But what about now?"
"We'll live together. At least until Johnnie gets home. Nothing strange in that. Poor university student boarding with his sister. We'll spend the year together. In bed."
"And when Johnnie comes home?"
"You divorce him...then we get married..."
"Married?"
"I'm never letting you go Allie," I promised.
~~~~~
"Do you want babies?" she asked as we lay panting after I'd spurted another heavy load of sperm deep inside her.
"At least seven."
"Johnnie wasn't ready. He didn't think"
"I am."
"She's already growing inside of me."
"Who?"
"Your daughter."
"It's too soon to know that you're pregnant...why do you think it's a girl anyway?"
"I know."
"I want to drink your milk."
"You'll have to wait," she giggled as my lips latched on to a thick, erect nipple.
~~~~~
Mom arrived for a weekend a week later, before we had formulated any kind of strategy to tell her. And it turned out it didn't matter.
"So," she started, as the three of us sat eating dinner an hour after she'd arrived.
"So what ma?"
"Talk," she ordered, having clearly read our body language.
"About what," I delayed but then Allie broke in.
"We're in love."
"You're brother and sister. Shit Allison, you're married."
"I'm going to get a divorce, I'm"
"He's fighting for our country!"
Allie hopped over to me and after sitting down in my lap, told mom, "I'm pregnant with your granddaughter."
"Get me a drink Billy, a double, hurry" mom ordered.
A year later, Atlanta, Georgia September 2006
"Happy birthday to you, happy birthday dear Jacqui, happy birthday to you," the three of us sang, all six of our eyes focused on the most beautiful baby ever born as she lay smiling in her mothers arms.
"Already four months old," Mom said, her eyes shining with pride as she watched her granddaughter.
~~~~~
It's been easier, and much harder, than we'd expected. I'd simply moved in permanently with sis last fall, going to school while Allie worked, our daughter growing happily in her belly.
Johnnie's tour was extended six months from his expected December return, rescheduled so he wouldn't be home until a month after our daughters expected birth.
And then on a cool, dusty, early January morning, in a small town seventy miles northeast of Baghdad, a young engineer's life was blown away even as he was working on the construction of a school that could have educated a generation of young Iraqis. His future and theirs both destroyed by some ignorant suicide bomber who thought he'd go to heaven for killing women and children and a poor, innocent American boy.
All of us mourned, mourned more deeply this young mans loss than I think any of us would have expected. It's so much different when the boy coming home in a box draped in our flag is someone you know, someone who could and would have contributed to a better world...
I felt a guilt about Allie and I, knew she did too...but also finally recognized that our love couldn't be blamed for his fate...our life went on...
~~~~~
About a month after Johnnies death mom arrived in our apartment one afternoon, an envelope full of papers in her hand.
"What are they? What do they mean?" Allie asked as we watched mom dump the papers onto the dining room table.
"Allison Jane Shepherd?" I asked as I read from an old Illinois birth certificate. "What is this?"
"Dad's second cousin, he's dead now," mom started, "he and Mabel had a daughter, she was born a year after you Allie. She died when she was a month old, an accident...it was hushed up some..."
"What," we both almost shouted, completely ignorant of this piece of family history.
"It was never reported. Legally she's still alive." I suddenly understood as she went on, "I visited Mabel down in Kentucky this week, she moved there after her husband died. We talked some."
"Did you tell her about us?" Allie asked.
"Just let her know you might need another identity, a new start...she was happy...I think even relieved that someone would somehow continue her dead little girls life."
"Oh mom," both Allie and I cried as we engulfed mom in our arms.
We married a week later. Allie, now a year younger and with a new middle name, her belly holding her six month old fetus protruding gently, looked radiant in a simple, long white dress when she accepted her wedding band from her proud younger brother.
We're now as we should be; how we were fated to be...brother and sister...lovers....husband and wife...mother and father...just normal people trying to lead a good life...raise our family...
THE END
*
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This is a Loving Wives story that tells the tale of a frustrated young wife and teacher who discovers a long unsuspected sexual hunger in herself that her much older husband can't begin to satisfy. She revels when she becomes the sex slave of a big cocked student from the wrong side of the tracks.
Will hubby accept his status as cuckold and be willing to raise another man's baby as his son? Will he accept it when other men threaten to take her?
Oh...Sarahhh
*
"Aha, so you're the lucky one," I heard coming from above me.
"Lucky?" I asked, looking up at a smiling thirty something year old woman standing at my elbow.
"Hi, I'm Jill, Jill Cliburn," the woman announced, "English Department...you must be Mrs. Fisher."
"Sarah," I offered.
"Sorry I missed you the other day, I couldn't make the staff meeting," Jill answered.
It was the first day of classes at Hillary Clinton High in Daytona Beach, Florida and I, and many of my new colleagues, were sitting in the staff common room having a coffee after second period.
"Sit, please," I invited.
"Thanks," and then after settling down next to me asked, "Is this your first year teaching?"
"No, Bruno and I, Bruno's my husband...we lived in Syracuse...that's where I went to university. Anyway, I taught the last two years up there."
"Tired of the snow?" Jill asked as another two teachers I'd met earlier sat down at the table.
"No...well, yes of course...but the real reason was Bruno got transferred and..." The four of us continued to talk about the school and the city for minutes before I remembered Jill's original question.
"Why am I lucky anyway?"
"I hear you've got 'The Angel' in your homeroom."
"She does?" the other two asked, clearly interested.
I knew immediately who she meant but still asked, "Angel?" He'd been sitting in the second row next to the window when I'd entered my class at eight forty-five that morning. He was a young god.
"Tall...Long curly blond hair...Beautiful blue eyes...muscles...looks like a prince," Jill enthused. "You get wet about two seconds after seeing him."
"The gorgeous hunk?" I asked. Seeing the three teachers nod I added, "I thought when he introduced himself he was pulling my leg. About his name. He's..."
"He's perfect," Jill finished as the other two nodded their agreement. "And he's finally eighteen now. The thoughts we all have about him are now perfectly legal," she said with a laugh, looking at the other two at the table knowingly.
Months later I wondered whether, if Jill hadn't said what she said next, things wouldn't have turned out differently. But she did say those words.
"Apparently he's hung like a horse too," Jill said with a grin and immediately the image burned itself into my brain – this extraordinarily handsome god-like boy-man walking toward me naked, his thick, long appendage waving proudly in front of him, eager to fill me.
"He's also the smartest guy in math in the school, right up your alley," one of the other two added.
"Math?" I asked as I tried to clear the erotic image from my brain.
"He wrote his math SAT's last year, aced them all," the one called Abbey said.
"In his junior year?"
"Your predecessor, Bob Williams, couldn't keep up with him," the other, Nancy added. "He's like a genius or something. Computers too. Our young god apparently ignored poor Bob all year."
"And what about his..." I started shyly.
"His penis? It's famous," Abbey said laughing.
"The biggest in the school," Jill added, "at least according to our sources. Has been since he was a freshman."
Many people might think that school teachers only talk about academics and other serious topics, but I'd learned in my previous two years that the reality was that we were the biggest gossips in the world.
The goings on of their teenage charges seemed to provide the average high school teacher with a continuing vicarious entertainment that they couldn't stop talking and speculating about. The latest romances, who was sleeping with whom, drug usage, who was cute, who a slut, who they'd like to try, all that and more were the main topics of conversation when we met.
So I wasn't surprised at the gossip my tablemates continued to provide. Over the next ten minutes I got the condensed life story of the student everyone called simply 'The Angel'.
'Best math and science student in school'
'Biggest prick'
'Computer genius'
'Lives in the trailer park across the tracks (the one poor area in our affluent district)'
'Mother dead, an ex-prostitute or crack-head or both'
'Best dressed'
"A loner'
'Father in and out of jail, a gang biker'
'All the cheerleaders wanted him (but none had him?)'
'Worked as a male prostitute'
'Has a motorcycle'
'No one can figure where his money comes from – sells his body?'
"You three are terrible," I finally said as I interrupted the litany of information coming from the three.
"Some of it must be true," Jill said laughing. "But he is a mystery and it's going to be up to you to help resolve some of our questions."
~~~~~~
There were only eight students in my introductory calculus class the last period of the day; it was an elective that all but the most serious math student avoided like the plague. My 'angel' of course was there!
His real name was Johnny Angel, and it turned out Mr. Angel didn't think he needed much help from a new and young teacher, especially a female one. He basicly spent his Calculus class and my seminars on advanced math and computer programming in the days that followed reading while ignoring everything that was going on around him.
"Mr. Angel," I finally shouted out at the end of my late day class the second week of the term as he trudged out the door.
"Miss?" he asked as he turned and looked at me as he hovered at the door.
"My name is Mrs. Fisher," I said somewhat crossly as I signaled him to return inside.
"Yes ma'am?" he said as he stood bouncing from foot to foot halfway to my desk.
"Please...sit," I instructed.
"Something wrong?" he asked when he'd finally sat, his eyes darting every two seconds to his watch.
"You don't seem to be willing to contribute to the class," I started, beginning to get pissed off at this little prima donna, even if he was the most handsome boy in school and had the biggest prick.
"I'm too advanced for this Miss...they told me...Mr. Williams, last year...he told me just to sit in class and do my own work. Not to bother the others. You probably wouldn't understand this..." he said, his voice trailing off as he noticed the anger growing behind my eyes.
"Let me see your book," I ordered as I pulled the text from his hands.
"But Miss, you won't understand."
"Do this problem for me," I said after opening the book near the back and finding a page of problems. "On the board."
"It's not like adding two and two," he almost whined when I handed him the chalk. "I haven't really got this far, its..."
"Do your best, everyone says you're the genius," I ordered.
For an hour and a half he worked, at first sullenly, but then as he got engrossed, as he started to recognize I understood what was going on, he became visibly happy, almost voluble as we discussed possible solutions back and forth.
"You're not like Mr. Williams ma'am," he said happily after we'd combined to find a somewhat acceptable approach to solving the problem.
"Can we do this again," he asked eagerly.
"Yes," I said smiling, elated I'd found a student with as much ability and interest as I in math. "But."
"But what?" he said interrupting.
"But I want you to be a more positive influence in class, contribute, help, teach...just because you're smarter than everyone doesn't mean you can't..."
"Okay, okay...now when can we get together again...tomorrow?"
"No, tomorrows Friday...Bruno and I, he's my husband, we have a dinner party"
"You're married?"
"That's why I'm called Mrs. Fisher," I said grinning at this handsome, excited teen in front of me.
"Oh... Well, can't you cancel this dinner?"
God, I was so tempted to say yes but simply nodded no.
"Saturday then?"
"It's the weekend. Don't you have things to do?"
"No."
"Well, maybe Saturday afternoon...I think Bruno's going fishing."
"Noon? What's your address?"
I gave it without even thinking, swept off my feet by his exuberant energy. Then he kissed me when I went to hand him the slip of paper, simply stepped into me and quickly brought his lips to mine, let me feel his moist tongue before he stepped back.
"Thanks ma'am," he said with a cocky little grin on his face.
"You're not supposed to kiss your teacher," I finally sputtered out seconds later, trying to sound officious even as I tried to recover from my surprise.
"Mr. Williams liked it," he answered back sassily, his teenage male arrogance all of a sudden in full view.
"So you're gay," I teased, not willing to let him walk all over me even if I was still shaking.
"Sure...that's why I find you so cute," he teased back. "Yeah, you're built sooo like a boy," he added as he pulled me against him, crushing my full, firm breasts against his hard chest.
"Johnnnnnny!" I cried as my eyes rushed to check the door.
"What's your name?"
"Sarahhh," I whispered as I felt him harden against my stomach. God, the girls hadn't lied about that. It was huge.
He kissed me again quickly on the lips, then released me, then as he moved towards the door, turned and simply said, "Thanks, I'll see you Saturday."
I trembled all the way home.
~~~~~~
"Where've you been hon?" Bruno asked when I finally stumbled through the door at six fifteen.
"I had some work after school. I..."
"What's for dinner?"
I had met Bruno early in my senior year at Syracuse. He, fifteen years my senior, had lived next door to me in my off campus apartment that year, a bank manager who'd been rotated into a position as second-in-command for the Syracuse-Buffalo region.
For a twenty-one year old, fourth year university student in 2002 America I was curiously naïve, a serious math major who'd been a computer nerd in high school and had missed the sexual awakening most of my classmates had experienced.
If anyone had bothered to ask me during my high school years I'd have probably described myself as plain or average looking. I dressed accordingly, in black mostly and definitely not sexy. My pert girls breasts might have been considered sexy but they'd lain hidden for years under layers of bulky clothes.
Then suddenly my lanky, or thin, 5'8" body grew hips and high, full breasts during the summer between high school and college. Boys discovered me during my first year in Syracuse, my suddenly mature body all of a sudden a magnet for what seemed like half the males on campus.
My red hair and green eyes, combined with my milky white smooth skin, all the product of my gran's Irish genes, seemed to ignite the male libido in a way that only frightened a still shy virgin.
I dated some that first year, got kissed in lust for the first time, even let an engineering student from Pittsburgh touch my breasts, through my sweater of course, but...
...but I maintained my virginity for two more years, always unsure of this sudden change in my status, this almost magical metamorphosis from awkward teen to desirable woman. For the most part I hid in hard work and my love of math.
Late in third year I finally slept with a boy, a boy chosen less for his sex appeal than the fact he was available as third year was winding down. I was continually horny, and this increasing horniness had started to take a toll on my work. So I just went out and got laid.
Bobby Carson of Utica, New York was the lucky boy, a freshman I'd been assigned to tutor, part of my duties associated with my fellowship grant. He was as surprised as I, and then stunned when I bled my virgin blood on his thrusting prick.
He peppered me with questions when we lay panting after we'd done, "You were a virgin?" and "Why me?" and "Was I okay?" and "Did you like it?" and "Do you want to do it again?"
He wasn't very big, nor a great lover, but those few minutes writhing under him convinced me I'd been a fool to have waited so long. I simply loved the feel of a penis inside of me. I slept with him every night for the last month of term, might have even continued on with him the next year if he hadn't failed out, the victim of too many nights in my bed.
Bruno didn't exactly sweep me off my feet during my senior year but our first tentative hallway meetings slowly evolved into dinners, and then movies, museum visits, football games until one morning I woke up in his bed.
Finally cocked again! We got engaged. Then we married three days after my graduation ceremony the following spring.
I'd sorta drifted into it, impressed I think by the clean cut, serious, well dressed, nice guy who was willing to spend a hundred dollars on a good meal for he and his date. A banker who didn't seem intimidated by a woman who understood math and computers.
Was he good looking? At thirty-six when we met, with his 5'9", 200 pound body and his neat, clean cut appearance, he'd looked younger than he was and compared favorably with my less mature classmates. Now, four years later, having added another twenty-five pounds, mostly around his waist, and with his hairline rapidly receding, he was beginning to look more like my father than my husband.
The sex had seemed fine at first; I really didn't have much to compare it with and I think I'd been so happy to finally have a sex life that I wasn't about to complain.
I found I loved having a penis in me and as our years together had passed my biggest complaint was that we didn't make love often enough. It was only when I started to hang out with the female teachers I worked with that I was finally exposed to sex gossip, something I'd totally missed in my high school years.
Horny wives, swinging, threesomes, gays and lesbians, huge penises, teacher-student sexcapades, all manner of fetishes, these were all worlds I'd somehow missed but was quickly educated about in the common room of Syracuse High.
All that this endless talk and speculation really did to me was to produce a slight dissatisfaction with my sex life, to create a curiosity, a small desire to explore something new. The move to Florida was perhaps the final catalyst I'd needed to finally break out and discover my true sexual identity.
I knew then that Bruno wasn't particularly well endowed, my recent explorations on the internet had exposed me to male genitalia that had made me gasp. His five thin inches increasingly had seemed inadequate to my needs.
Then just this past summer I'd found he had a 'low sperm count', a horrible term that just seemed to underscore his small size. Bruno hadn't ever admitted this diagnosis to me, in fact still maintained my inability to get pregnant must be due to some problem with me.
Our doctor had finally told me after I'd insisted on another battery of tests.
"It's your husband, Mrs. Fisher," he'd confided, unwilling to have me submit to unneeded tests, "he'll probably never be able to father your child."
I suppose it was all the above factors that had made me so susceptible to having an affair, to making poor Bruno the cuckold.
~~~~~~
"So how was your day," Bruno asked pleasantly as we ate the pasta and salad I'd thrown together.
"I finally got to talk to the boy genius." I'd already told Bruno about the strange boy who'd already received acceptances for next fall from Princeton and Stanford.
"He's that tall blond kid isn't he? I think I saw him yesterday when I was leaving football practice."
Bruno had two loves in life, fishing and football, and he had always tried to help coach whatever local team would have him. The Clinton High head coach had welcomed him and Bruno spent a couple of hours two or three afternoons a week helping coach our 'Special Teams' units.
"I thought you said he was poor, lived in a trailer park or something?" he added.
"That's what the common room gossip says."
"Shit, he had a pretty fancy new motorcycle for some trailer trash kid. Nice clothes too, dressed like a fag."
"Bruno!"
"Well, how do you explain it?"
"I don't know," I answered; Johnnie's apparent access to money had also intrigued me. "He's also got a three thousand dollar laptop."
"Well he's either selling drugs or sucking cock," Bruno said smugly, "and he looks too much like a fancy boy to be selling drugs."
"He seems so big and strong...he's got a big...I mean he seems very muscular."
"Why doesn't he play ball then? He's got those fag gym pretty-boy muscles, probably can't run a lick."
One thing I knew for certain was that Johnnie was not a homosexual. He exuded a maleness that every female teacher at school recognized and responded to. "The girls...you know, my coworkers, seem pretty sure he likes girls."
"Probably in the closet...I'd still bet he's sucking cock on the side," he said with confidence.
"He's coming over tomorrow afternoon; I promised I'd help him with some problems."
"Ask him, he might admit it to his favorite teacher," he said, closing our discussion of Johnnie for that night.
But it was Johnnie's face I saw later that night as Bruno urgently pushed his little penis into me, his premature ejaculation again preventing me from any chance at having the orgasm I yearned for.
~~~~~~
We didn't make love that first Saturday afternoon. Looking back I'm still not sure how I stopped myself from simply jumping him. I had dressed in a simple summer dress for his visit, a thin, ivory colored dress with a relatively conservative, square cut scoop above my breasts.
But although it looked conservative, it was loose enough that as soon as I hunched my shoulders in even a little bit, someone sitting next to me could see most of my breasts, breasts that afternoon that were held up and exposed in a white, lacy demi-bra.
Why didn't he simply take me as we sat with legs touching in front of my desk top computer? He must have felt the trembling in my thighs. I know he repeatedly looked down my top, know he was as sexually excited as I. I could see the huge bulge threatening to explode from his shorts.
I think in retrospect it was just the delight he felt in having finally found somebody who understood and could communicate in the language of mathematics. That he didn't want to jeopardize this for something he could get anywhere. In a way, to him, the math was more important than my body.
Our legs, our arms touched that afternoon, but we never kissed.
~~~~~
"So, is he gay?"
"What?"
"Didn't you ask him?" Bruno demanded.
"No. But he did tell me he had a girlfriend...apparently she's older, she goes to the Community College," I lied.
"Where does he get his money then?"
"He was pretty tightlipped, didn't say."
"I'll bet," Bruno growled as he popped a can of Bud.
~~~~~~
On both Tuesday and Thursday afternoon the following week we stayed together after class, working til close to six, one day on calculus problems, the second on a programming problem.
As we worked, our heads just inches apart, the sexual attraction we both felt threatened at any minute to explode. I could smell my need in the air; he, a sexual predator, must have known I was ready, that I was open, that I could be simply taken...he waited.
~~~~~~
Johnnie didn't show up for school the next Monday, apparently an extraordinarily strange occurrence. I overheard one of his classmates say it was the first time he'd missed a day in three years, a comment echoed by Jill and a couple of other teachers at lunch.
He didn't show up Tuesday and finally Wednesday, with Johnnie still not there, I headed to the office. There, the secretary, Mrs. Brown, told me she hadn't received any word from Johnnie, but immediately happily furnished me his address when I told her I was willing to check on him during my lunch hour.



It was an ugly place that trailer park, a ten acre tract shoehorned between the highway to the west and the railway tracks to the east. A forlorn, littered place that you'd expect to see in the third world but never in America; a blemish among the beautiful houses of the rest of the area. The Angel residence was at the back, right next to the tracks, a broken down, single wide mobile home that seemed to list precariously on build up cement blocks that tentatively anchored it's four corners.
"Hello, anyone there," I called through the half open door after my repeated knocks had elicited no response from the dim interior.
I almost fell off the wobbling cement block that served as the step up to the door when I felt a hand on my shoulder and a belligerent demand in my ear, "Who the fuck are you lady?"
Turning I found myself facing a giant, a dirty, fat, scowling man who had to be at least 6'5" and three hundred pounds.
"I'm Mrs. Fisher, I'm here," I started before he cut me off.
"Leave me the fuck alone bitch," he hissed, "I don't have to report in til next week."
"I'm not...I'm not your...your whatever," I protested.
"What, you're one of those whores chasing Johnnie?" he then asked rudely as his eyes raked across my body. "Shit, you're a little classier than that little pricks usual fare. Maybe you'd like a man when you're finished with the boy," he said leering, his hand cupping his groin.
"I'M HIS TEACHER, his school teacher," I yelled indignantly at the slob.
"Didn't have teachers like you when I was there....he's in there," he said pointing into the trailer, his interest in me gone.
"Mrs. Fisher!" Johnnie said with a start when I barged through a thin plywood door and stumbled when my knees hit the end of his bed.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to..." I stammered as I took in the small room and Johnnie lying on the bed, obviously naked, only one leg and his genitals covered by the thin sheet. "We were worried at the school...I just wanted to be sure you were alright," I continued to mutter.
"I was sick...I'm okay now...food poisoning or something."
"Did you see a doctor?"
"No, I'm okay...really."
"It stinks in here."
"I've been sick...yesterday...last night...I couldn't get to the toilet," he said motioning to the small trash can in the corner.
"But what about your father?"
"Clem? He's my step-dad...he's been messed up the last couple of days...some bad meth..."
"Do you have clean sheets, a towel?" I demanded as I grabbed the can and started towards the door.
"It's okay Sarah...really, you don't have to."
"Have you eaten today?" When he shook his head no I simply scowled and asked "Do you have any running water in this..."
Clem was perched on a twenty-year old, torn and dirty sofa in the living room when I exited the bedroom, simply gave him the puke filled can as I passed towards the sink.
"What the fuck's this shit," he growled as he contemplated the smelly contents facing him.
"Your son's sick. Don't you care?" I demanded as I moved back to Johnnie's cubbyhole with a pot of hot water, a sponge, and a couple of less than white towels.
I slowly washed him, wiping first the flecks of puke from his face and neck, then the sweat and dirt from his chest and arms. "You're strong...muscled," I said softly as I cleaned the thick muscles of his chest. "And no stomach," I added as I ran the washcloth over his washboard abs.
"I work out some," he said shyly. "You don't have to," he started to add as my hand worked the sheet lower.
It was magnificent, huge and thick, sitting proudly half filled on his golden thigh, then it started to lift, to grow as I washed his thighs, his matted, blond pubic thatch.
"I'm sorry," he groaned as it sprang upward, "I can't stop it."
"Oh Jesus," I couldn't help spitting out as it bounced against my hand on its upward journey. Then regaining my composure, added with an insincere sounding giggle, "Well, I guess you can't be that sick."
He was grinning when I finally finished washing him and looked challengingly into my eyes, proud I'd seen it, doing nothing to cover himself, sensing my excitement, my hunger for him.
"Have you eaten?...no, well I'll go and get you something."
"You don't have to," he protested as I left.
He was still naked when I returned a half hour later, a large bowl of soup, a steaming pot of stew and a roll of French bread in hand. "You should cover yourself in front of me," I admonished as I sat on the edge of his bed and started to ladle the seaming soup into his mouth.
"Sorry," he said between mouthfuls, then pulled his sheet up so it covered about half of his rampant cock, which seconds later grew some more and escaped the feeble attempt to hide it.
I finally stood and told him, "Call me tomorrow...here's my cell number...I want to hear how you are...understand?"
"Yes Sarah....thanks for coming...for everything...for..."
"Just get well. And you and I are going to sit down and talk...about all this," I warned as my hand indicated he whole trailer world around me. Then bent and meant to give him a light peck on his cheek but met his lips when he suddenly turned his head.
He held my head when I tried to jump back, pushed his wet tongue between my lips, held me as our tongues swirled together. I finally pulled myself free, mumbled, "Oh God," then rushed from the room, my nipples aching, my vagina tingling.
I delivered another meal the next day and found him ninety-nine per cent better, the color almost completely back in his tanned skin. But he was still proudly naked...hard...posing...I said nothing while I fed him, but he didn't miss the constant glances I stole of his sex. It made Bruno's look like a baby's.
He finally came back to school Friday.
"What are you doing tomorrow," he asked at the end of class.
"I'm busy."
"But I've missed a week's work. What about Sunday?"
"I can't. Not in the morning anyway."
"I'll come at noon then," he almost ordered and then turned and left the class.
~~~~~~
"Why do you live there? What's going on?" I blurted out seconds after we'd sat down to lunch Sunday.
"What do you mean?"
"You have a fancy laptop, dress well, Bruno says your motorcycle's worth $10,000. You're living in a hovel. I don't understand."
"It's complicated," Johnnie said stalling.
"Bruno thinks you're sleeping with rich, gay men."
"WHAT! I'm not a homo...is he crazy?"
"I know you aren't," I answered looking right into his eyes. "You're a man."
"Well...that's okay then," he said, and then after moments of silence added, "I play the market."
"Huh?"
"The stock market. I trade. Its all mathematics...don't you invest?"
"Bruno handles our investments, he's the banker."
"I'll teach you," he laughed.
He went on to tell me an abbreviated story of his life. His mom had died when he was eight, leaving Johnnie in the care of his step-dad Clem. Clem had apparently had at least a couple of run-ins with the law, one which had produced a six month layover in jail, the other an eighteen month stretch upstate.
"He's okay really," Johnnie said.
"But who took care of you?"
"It was okay, I got by," he said shrugging. "Neighbors, women...they like me."
He'd been a runner for the drug boys when he was between ten and fifteen, seemingly a ritual every young boy in the area was expected to undergo. He'd lived with prostitutes who worked the trailer park.
"The cops can't do much to a fourteen year old," he explained. "Just pick you up and a couple of hours later they have to let you go."
Even at that age he was a prodigy at school and so apparently spent his days studying and running drugs, his nights often in the arms of well worn whores. They taught him.
"My god," I finally interrupted, "I never even had a date in high school, you were sleeping with whores."
"Bullshit! ... You must have had boyfriends, men who wanted you."
"I was a late developer."
"You're beautiful...so sexy."
"Not then."
"If you had been in my class you wouldn't have lasted a week," he bragged.
"All the teachers say you don't even have a girlfriend, haven't slept with any of your pretty classmates," I countered.
"Like you said...I'm a man; they're just young girls, they don't interest me...I like women."
"Like me?"
"You're a teacher...married...you're classy, different," he stalled, his eyes trying to read me, seemingly unwilling to take the final step. Was I his mathematics equal or just another whore to fuck?
We were circling each other, my need obvious. "So, I guess we should just go and do some work...I thought maybe you were someone else...a man would just take," I challenged softly as I leaned my rear back against the dining room table, "a man who'd make me his slave, his plaything...his..."
I didn't finish as he crushed me against him, gasped as he tore the dress from my body.
"You're not wearing any underwear?" he questioned as he lifted me and then dropped me naked on the cool polished surface of the Cuban mahogany table.
"I was hoping," I murmured as I watched him as he pulled his shirt over his head, then tried to reach for his belt before he pushed me back, stared as he stood between my hanging legs and pulled his jeans off.
I couldn't stop the wailing, "Nooooooooooo, aaaaaaaahhhhh," that escaped my lips as he lifted my butt and drove deep into me in one long, hard thrust. My world changed! I found myself in some unimagined realm where huge cocks made me a slave.
With his one thrust Johnnie changed too, his concern with having sex with his older teacher completely obliterated by his lust. He held my ass in his hands and pulled me to him each time he plunged his penis deep into my womb, his only thought now the complete domination of this soft, pliant plaything in his hands.
For a second I wondered how many other women this boy had subjugated to his will, how many other girls he'd lanced with his magnificent prick. I was just another whore writhing under him.
I thought of Bruno, my marriage...then everything was driven from my mind as my need vibrated out from my centre in wave after wave of orgasmic bliss. He simply continued to pump into me, hard, deep, fast strokes that stretched my insides to their utter limit, impaling me, making every nerve end in my pussy fire in ecstasy. Nothing existed but the prick that filled me.
He splashed his first string of hot sperm into my open womb just as my second spasming orgasm hit me. Again...and again...and again and again he spurted into my centre, releasing a million eager swimmers into my welcoming channel, little, angry sperm men that were willing to die in their fight to be first to reach and impregnate my waiting egg.
He finally pulled out and stood proudly between my legs, his still oozing cock lying in my matted red pubic hair.
I slid slowly off the table between his legs, finally coming to a stop when my knees hit he floor, grasped his cock, moved my lips towards his crimson, sticky cockhead.
He simply stood with his hands on his hips as I took him into my mouth, laughed when he felt my moist tongue circle him. I knew I couldn't take it all, struggled not to choke when I'd devoured only six fat inches.
He was smiling when I looked up and sought out his eyes, and understood that he was willing to let me off this time, but knew soon he simply fuck my mouth, make me take him all, force it in.
He finally grabbed my hair and pulled me up his body, then spun me and pushed me tight against the table. His legs pushed my feet apart as he bent me at the waist, spreading me wide as my breasts were squished against the hard, cool wood.
I was scared but stayed motionless when I felt him spread my ass cheeks with his hands, almost protested when he rubbed his thick cock against my crack and anus, then gasped in both relief and desire when he plunged into my sopping vagina.
We didn't study that afternoon; Johnnie simply fucked me. For four hours we hardly talked, he simply directed me with his hands, bending me, exciting me, igniting me with just the simplest touch. Filling me again and again with his thick, rich cum. Putting his baby in me.
I was his slave. Both of us knew I'd do anything he demanded. I knew I had become a different person. I just didn't know then to what extent I had changed.
~~~~~~~
It was impossible that Bruno wouldn't finally discover our secret. It simply got to the point where I didn't care, in fact I wanted him to know. I wasn't willing to go on doing this thing I needed so badly in secret.
For close to a month, through the end of October, Johnnie and I had continued to make love. Or perhaps it would be fairer to say Johnnie took me and fucked me at his pleasure. At school, in my bed, at the trailer...wherever, whenever he felt the need...he simply filled me.
He forbade me from wearing panties whenever he was in my presence, even during class, insisted I wear skirts... "I want you open, available," he'd say as his hands ran roughly, possessively up my bare thighs.
And yet, somehow, through it all we were able to get in hours of serious work. We could work two hours without a seconds break on some convoluted theorem, or discuss the merits of using technical analysis in evaluating oil company stocks, then without warning he'd push me back on the desk, lift my skirt and ram hugely home...he always found me wet...wanting it...churning for him...
Finally, in early November, Bruno found me one night sprawled naked in bed when he returned home after work. "I thought I saw Johnnie leaving," he started even as his eyes took in my disheveled state.
"He just left."
"But?"
I didn't answer, just lay back and stretched languorously, watched as he looked at my gaping sex, my open engorged nether lips oozing with my lover's thick sauce.
"But," he mumbled, "I don't understand."
"We're lovers...Johnnie and I," I said wantonly, "he fucked me all afternoon."
Fury, hate, a hundred emotions flashed across his face, and then rushing toward me screamed, "I'll kill you, kill him...that fucking bastard...I'll." He grabbed me by the shoulders, shook me, pulled his hand back to hit me.
It simply wasn't in his nature to hit a woman. He fled. For minutes I could hear him rampaging through the house, opening and slamming drawers and doors in his mindless rage.
I was still naked on my back when he finally returned, the tears trickling down his cheeks as he sat beside me.
"Why? Why?" he moaned.
It was no time for soft words, lame excuses; I knew he'd have to understand and accept what I'd become.
"He's better...much, much better," I spat out.
"What?"
"In bed. Making love. He's simply better at it than you. He makes me scream...makes me come..."
"How? Why? What's wrong with me?"
"I'm sorry."
He stood, paced the room before finally turning back. "I can get better...maybe...was this the first time?"
"No...for weeks...you could never be as good Bruno," I said harshly, knowing that giving any false hope would be crueler. "He's a different kind of man than you."
Through the pain I saw etched on his tear filled face he asked, "So, what, you want a divorce? Throw me out for some boy?"
"No," I answered, feeling no pity for this man who buckled so easily to a boy.
"I don't understand."
"I'm happy here...with you...like this...it's just now I need something else. You'll have to share me...be second...or third."
"I can't...won't be able to," he yelled as he stormed from the room.
~~~~~~
"You don't expect me to let another man fuck you, do you?" he demanded when he rushed back into the room five minutes later.
"Yes."
"Oh Sarahhh," he moaned.
"It's not your fault," I finally offered.
"What?"
"He's big...very big," I whispered, forcing him to lean over to hear me.
"How big?"
"It's long, very long...and fat...and full of cum...look, I'm still stretched...look at the juice oozing out of me," I said as I spread my sex even further and watched as both repulsion and desire crossed his face. "It's three times the volume of yours."
Somehow, Johnnie's size seemed to mollify Bruno, it had moved from being a matter of ability and technique to a simple god given gift, he could much more readily accept the fact that some genetic trick had given Johnnie some unfair advantage over him.
"I'm going to have a shower," I said, interrupting the thoughts swirling through his head. "Come and wash me, clean me," I ordered as I grabbed his hand and led him to the bathroom.
I laughed when he got hard as he scrubbed my body, grasped his thin prick and then asked, "Do you want to fuck your little wife tonight baby? Fuck mommy?"
"No."
"Liar."
He seemed harder and bigger than he'd felt in a year when he finally started pumping his little cock into me, even lasted long enough to give his still horny wife a mini-orgasm.
"You were wonderful tonight," I praised him after he'd succeeding in coming twice.
"Not as good as Johnnie," he complained.
"It's not your fault," I purred into his ear, knowing he'd already accepted his status.
~~~~~~
It was easier for me after our talk. I no longer had to lie or hide, and was now able to bring Johnnie home more often, it lowered the risk of us being caught at school, of me being discovered with my body stretched over a desk as my favorite student fucked me.
Bruno wasn't totally convinced and in the days that followed kept returning to my admission, kept wanting to pick at it like an old scab.
"Did you fuck him today," he demanded as we lay in bed one night.
"Yes...at lunch time...in the park, he was so big, so hard."
"What! Outdoors? Somebody could have seen you," he cried.
"He fucked me on the grass...mounted me like a dog, hurt me with his size," I answered, my tone clearly telling him I'd loved it.
"The bastard," he howled. "Why do you do it? You could come home..."
"It excites him. Excites him to fuck his teacher in public. To fuck a married woman."
"But you don't have to."
"He makes me obey him."
"But you're a woman...an adult...educated, I don't understand."
"He forces me. His big cock's my master."
"He rapes you?"
"He doesn't need to. He simply lifts my skirt, pushes me against the blackboard, enters me...I love it honey," I try to explain. "I can't resist...don't want to. I need it in me...it's my drug..."
"But"
"He doesn't let me wear panties when I'm teaching him."
"You don't wear underwear?"
"He checks...every class."
"Jesus," Bruno groans, and then moans when I plop his penis into my mouth, shutting him up for a while.
~~~~~~
"Today?" he asked a couple of days later.
"At lunch. We came home," I answer, "right here."
"In my bed?"
"Yes. He was so hard."
"I think of you when I'm at work, think of you with him."
"He's given us a baby, a baby boy."
"WHAT! How do you know? It could be mine. A boy?"
"It's his. His thick sperm...apparently his sperm count is off the charts...his doctor told him...he's already made another girl pregnant."
"My sperm count is high enough...it could be mine... I can't raise another man's baby."
"Johnnies like a stallion...brought in to breed...he'll be gone next year...you'll be the boys father, you'll teach him to fish, to play football," I lured.
He started to protest but I could see the wheels turning, knew that Bruno was dying to have a son, was considering the cost to his self respect.
"And when he's gone...it'll be just you and me?"
"No Bruno," I answered, not wanting any future misunderstanding.
~~~~~~
"God, you're soaking," Bruno protested after he'd slipped into bed next to me after a late business dinner and placed his hand on my mound.
"Johnnie was here...I knew you'd be late...I was horny. I needed a big fat prick in me."
"But you're dripping."



"He just left. He fucked me again and again," I said languidly, spreading my legs further. I had planned this conversation, knew that with Bruno having more than a couple of drinks inside him, that he'd be more compliant, easier to manipulate.
"You should wash, you're sticky, smell," he whined.
"You clean me."
"What, you think I'm going to get a washcloth, a towel, and clean up after the man who fucked my wife?"
"Yes, and with your mouth, your tongue," I ordered.
"You're crazy...I'd never."
"He came on my tits, on my stomach, my hair, my pussy...lick it," I said as I grabbed his head and pulled it to my left breast.
"Never, I won't," he denied as I grasped big chunks of his thinning hair and pushed him down over my stomach, then held his face in my gooey red hair.
"Do it for me baby."
"You're sick. A slut."
I wrapped my legs around him, dug my ankles into his back as I held him motionless between my legs.
He finally started to lap, slowly at first but then with an almost insane urgency, cleaning first my thighs, then my stomach, my hair before lowering his wet tongue to my slit, licking up Johnnie's and my joint juices with a ravenous hunger.
Bruno had never been a man who liked going down on me, his rare sorties between my thighs had always been at my frustrated insistence and never lasted long. Now, as his lips and tongue worked my clit he slowly woke me, finally forcing me to pull him up my body.
"Fuck me...fuck mommy...hurry Bruno," I screamed, and seconds later he was in me, spilling his load as my orgasm hit me.
"That was disgusting," he whispered later in the dark.
"You gave me an orgasm lover," I purred.
"But I hated it...tasting his...yuck," he protested.
"You were so big, so hard tonight honey, Daddy's cock was so nice."
"It was?"
"Uh huh."
~~~~~~~
There was only one more step to take, only one more thing I had to do to ensure Bruno's continuing acceptance of my needs. Johnnie wanted to do it too, some male need to conquer his opponent, I suppose.
"Why've you set three places?" Bruno asked when he wandered into the kitchen after arriving home from work a week later.
"How was your day?"
"A bitch. The VP was in town all day, didn't give Jim or I a seconds peace."
"Maybe you should have invited him home for dinner."
"That prick? Shit, he flew out at five, off to torture the poor bastard in Miami."
"I invited Johnnie...to dinner I mean...I promised to work with him tonight..."
"You want me to eat with him? Are you crazy? I won't," he refused.
"He wants to discuss moving his accounts to your bank."
"What?"
There were many periods of uncomfortable silence as the meal progressed. I didn't care. In fact, I took off my panties between courses, sat with my dressed hiked up near my waist as my two men glowered at each other across the table. I played footsie with Johnnie even while I slipped a finger between my wet thighs. Rubbed Johnnie's cock as Bruno discussed his bank.
Bruno was slowly worn down by the power of my lover, his confidence slowly worn down by Johnnie's obvious maleness. His eyes would dart to mine when Johnnie would put his hand on mine for a second, would look for my protest before quickly looking away.
"Johnnie and I have a couple of hours work honey," I said after we'd finished eating and were leaving the table. "Could you clean up?"
He meekly agreed and then later as Johnnie and I worked on our portfolios and investment decisions we heard him watching TV in the next room.
"Bruno," I invited after walking to the door separating the rooms, "would you like to see what we've been doing?"
The three of us sat shoulder to shoulder in front of the flickering screen for an hour. Ever the banker, Bruno couldn't help but be impressed by the boy's ideas and strategies. But even as he asked his eager questions, his eyes followed my fingers as they caressed the heavy bulge in Johnnie's lap.
"I've got to get some sleep," Bruno finally announced, pushing his chair back from the screen.
"You'll have to sleep in the guest room tonight."
"What?"
"Johnnies staying over," I said simply.
"But honey," he started, then watched almost spellbound as Johnnie stood and wrapped me in his arms from behind me.
He simply fled.
I had showered and was standing in a silk, mid thigh length robe, unbelted and hanging open, my breasts exposed, when Bruno came into the room.
"Where is he?" he asked even as he heard the shower running.
"Showering. Getting ready for bed."
"It's not right. This is my house," he complained.
"He's giving you a son."
"I don't," but then gasped as his eyes looked over my shoulder. "Jesus," he groaned, both his eyes and mouth open wide in amazement.
"Hi," I whispered to my lover as he put an arm around my shoulder, his prick waving hugely in front of him. "You're already ready," I complimented him as my hand slipped onto his shaft and circled him, lightly pumped him.
He pulled me into his arms, pinning his big cock between our bodies. I slid down Johnnie's body, my mouth open, my tongue licking my lips. "Do you want to stay...to watch?" I offered my still stunned husband before taking the fat shaft between my lips.
"No...no," he yelled as he backed towards the door, "I'm going...now," then sped out.
Johnnie made me scream that night. He made the house shake with my passion, my joy, my abject acceptance of his maleness, my sexual slave hood, my sluttish need for a big cock.
Making sure Bruno understood once and for all.
~~~~~~
November turned into December. I slept with Johnnie most days, often two or three times. He'd only sleep over once a week or so. The other nights I slept with Bruno.
All of a sudden he was fucking me more. The man who'd been hard to get hard more than once a week, now wanted to make love at least three times a week.
I was ecstatic! More cock in me than I'd ever dreamed of. Johnnie's sex slut slave! Bruno's master! Bruno would never admit it but was probably happier sexually then he'd ever been. I loved the nights when Bruno would lick Johnnie's cream from me and then mount me with his little prick, trying somehow to fill the space just left by my lover.
We went back up north for Christmas, a couple of days with Mom in Albany before visiting Bruno's elderly folks in Syracuse. I ached for cock! Even making Bruno service me every day did little to assuage the need I increasingly felt for a long, thick penis.
~~~~~~
"Look at that goddam thing?" Bruno said, watching the small TV in the kitchen over my shoulder as he ate his breakfast on January 3rd, our first day back in Daytona.
"Fucking trailer blew up...shit, it says here in Daytona."
Turning to watch the screen, it only took me a second to recognize the site, just a second more to be rushing towards the door.
"What?" Bruno demanded at my retreating back.
"That's where Johnnie lives."
It took me only ten minutes to arrive at the trailer park, but it was only twelve hours later when I was able to pry Johnnie from the clutches of the police.
"What happened?" Bruno demanded when we finally stumbled exhausted through the front door.
Once he started to talk, Johnnie's story came quickly. Clem apparently had decided to cook up some meth in his kitchen over the holidays...the resulting explosion had almost leveled the trailer but due to the fact he was having a crap at the time, Clem had escaped with only minor injuries.
"I'd been out, missed it completely," Johnnie said with a wry smile.
"You'll live with us. Until the end of term, until you leave for university," I announced. "You'll have to move your stuff honey," I told my husband, "you'll have to stay in the guest bedroom now."
"But," Bruno started and then seeing my stare, again meekly agreed.
~~~~~~~
January and February and March were perfect for all of us. Oh, Bruno would complain from time to time, but I knew he was happy, his continuing horniness in the face of Johnnie's presence a daily proof. Meanwhile, I continued to widen as junior grew bigger and bigger in my tummy.
~~~~~~
And then I discovered the world of sexual animals...that world where highly sexed, big cocked predators lurked. Where a woman like I was simply prey to be taken by whim. I'd been marked somehow by Johnnie. I discovered he was just one of hundreds that relentlessly trolled the streets for women like me. For big-cock whores.
I all of a sudden recognized them. They could see into me. Men who would have ignored me before now locked their eyes on me...knew what I wanted, knew how easily I could be taken.
~~~~~~
I looked up at the local Polish butcher one day as I waited in his shop, a fifty something overweight man who you'd think wouldn't attract anyone. Yet when I looked into his eyes I knew he'd make me squirm and squeal. Knew that he recognized me for what I was.
As he handed me my package of chops his hand caught mine and held me for a second. "After the baby," he said as he held me, "come and see me. I'll have a big piece of meat for you."
"What kind of meat, Mr. Slaboski?" I asked, my knees trembling, imagining his sweaty body atop mine, grinding down.
"Polish sausage Mrs. Fisher," he laughed, "Spicy, fat Polish sausage, slip it right down your pretty throat."
As I scurried home I knew I would have done anything he asked, would have knelt behind his counter sucking him off while he served my neighbor. I stayed away from his shop for weeks afterward.
Men I'd never knew existed now seemed to be everywhere. If not for Johnnie and the baby I would have eagerly embraced two or three strangers every week.
Even the President and COO of Bruno's bank! William Derringer. In April he made a stop in Florida, part of his annual cross country 'meet the managers' tour. It was a visit that included a lunch for all the North Florida managers and their wives. A feisty bantam weight, the 5'6", hundred and thirty pounder looked innocent enough at first glance, but Bruno had warned me.
"He's a prick, the meanest banker in America. Try not to piss him off," he warned. "One wrong word and my career can be ruined."
He recognized me for what I was immediately as I stood shaking his hand in the reception line, knew he could bend me over a table and fuck me and I'd never complain. I knew he was big, hard, demanding...knew I'd scream while under him.
As we milled about, talking, socializing before lunch was called, I'd checked the name tags on the tables, found Bruno and I relegated to a far corner. And yet, somehow, when lunch was called, I found Bruno and I moved to the presidents table, found myself sitting next to him and facing Bruno across the round table.
His hand was on my thigh before the entrée was delivered. We talked. I asked him to dinner.
"You're pregnant," he answered, his fingers momentarily brushing my stomach.
"Are you married Bill?" I countered, to the consternation of everyone at the table.
"Four times," he chuckled, then added, "maybe it would be good to get to meet my people in their homes. Charlie, change my flight will you," he ordered one of his flunkies, "the Fishers have invited me to dinner."
Bruno was almost wetting his pants when he got home at six. "Fuck, he'll be here in an hour. Do we have something good?"
"Shhh," I interrupted, "he'll love it." Knew he'd love me.
"But he's the fucking president."
"You better impress him then."
"Oh sweet Jesus," he moaned as he rushed off to shower and change.
Johnnie and Bill, as the president asked us to call him, sat opposite each other that night, both recognizing the other for what he was. Both these predators put their hands on me as the dinner progressed, taking turns fingering me even as Bruno droned on obliviously at the end of the table.
"Is that kid the father?" I heard in my ear as I stood washing up later in the kitchen.
I tried to turn but he held me immobile, his hands on my hips as he pushed his body into my back.
"Yes."
"You like big cock don't you," he breathed into my ear.
"Yes sir."
"Do you want me?"
"Yes sir," I groaned as his fingers slipped under my skirt and pushed it up above my waist.
"A slut wife who doesn't wear panties?"
"He likes me without...he wants to be able."
"Smart boy," he whispered huskily. "Do you like this?" he asked as I felt his now free cock rubbed down my ass crack and pushed between my legs.
"Yes sir," I said as I looked down and saw his mushroom headed giant sticking out from between my legs, almost if I'd grown my own penis. "Its big...so big," I whimpered as his strong fingers closed over my heaving breasts.
"Touch it," he ordered. As both my hands slowly pumped this oversized organ, he whispered in my ear, "When you've had the baby...then I'm going to fuck you Mrs. Fisher... hard... right on the boardroom fucking table of the Gotham Bank. Are you noisy Mrs. Fisher?"
"Yes sir...oh please sir," I begged as his finger slipped inside of me.
He finally pulled back and then, after we'd joined the others and he'd thanked Bruno for the invitation, he added, "You've impressed me Bruno, I like your ideas...I want you in New York for the budget meeting in October."
Elated, Bruno simply stammered, "Of course sir...I'd love to...I mean...great."
"And bring your wife," William Derringer ordered, "She'll need a vacation after having your son."
"Yes sir...of course...it's been a pleasure," Bruno said, almost bowing as he escorted him to the door.
"Slut," Johnnie hissed at me as the men said goodnight on the porch.
"Yes master," I agreed, my fingers squeezing the thick snake pulsing in his pants.
I was sucking Johnnie when Bruno reappeared, on my knees on the living room rug, almost gagging each time he thrust his young hips into my face. Bruno was so high from his success he hardly noticed, just watched for a second before dancing from the room.
~~~~~~~~
I was doing a couple of errands one afternoon, just five weeks before the baby was due, when at a stop light I looked to my left and saw a policeman in the car next to me eying me speculatively. Another one, I knew immediately.
He let me go a block, two blocks before I suddenly heard the siren behind me, then followed his hand instructions and turned into a small lane, only blocks from home.
Watching him as he approached in the rearview mirror I simply knew, knew this thirty year old cop with the bulging biceps and sporting sunglasses would have his will with me. I wanted him to.
"Papers ma'am," he ordered when I lowered my window. Then, "Please step out of the vehicle ma'am."
"But officer," I started.
"Please ma'am," he insisted and then when I'd finally struggled to get out, my dress hiked indecently high on my thighs, he added, "Please turn around ma'am and put your hands on the hood...Bend forward ma'am," he ordered through my timid objection as he placed a hand on the back of my legs.
"I'll have to search you Ms. Fisher, Sarah," he said smugly, and snickering added, "See if you're carrying any concealed weapons." For minute after minute he simply did as he wished with my body, pulled down my panties, fingered me, cupped my breasts and squeezed my nipples...
"Was that alright Sarah?"
"Yes sir," I cried, my sopping need sticky on his fingers.
"Too bad you're so far gone Sarah," he said with a touch of regret, "I guess you'll have to perform your community service some other way." He slowly pushed me to my knees, held my hair as he undid his fly and pulled out his straining python.
I sucked him, swallowed him eagerly, loved his tasty cum, simply sat back against the car door when he strode off. I wished he'd fucked me.
~~~~~~~
Bruno Jonathon Fisher was born July 22nd, a ten pound, three ounce, blond haired bundle of joy whose birth forever tied Bruno to me. You only had to look at Bruno once as he held Johnnie's baby in his loving arms to understand he'd obey me always.
Johnny was proud to be a father, or maybe he'd be better described as being proud his cock, his seed, had fathered the baby. He had no real desire to parent, in fact as the weeks quickly passed we saw his increasing eagerness to leave.
He left for Princeton in late August, his one promise to me an assurance he'd come back the next summer and make me pregnant again. "I want them to be full brother and sister," I'd argued to him, "your babies. I don't want another man to impregnate me."
"I'll give you another baby," he finally promised his last day home. "But I know you'll be fucking others, any one who wants you," he predicted. Then he fucked me hard all afternoon before leaving for his evening flight.
~~~~~~~
Officially I was on pregnancy leave through the end of October but after talking to and negotiating with the Principal I'd agreed to start in September but for the first term only teach my two advanced seminars. And that's why I happened to be in the common room talking to Jill and a couple other of the other teachers when Joe Brown, our senior chemistry teacher walked by scowling.
"What's wrong with you," Jill challenged.
"Fuck," he muttered and then seeing us quickly amended, "fudge, I meant fudge."
"What is it?"
"That little...that little..." and we knew he was searching for a word he could use in front of his female colleagues.
"That little shit?" Jill finished.
"He's going to ruin our season, our chances," he muttered darkly.
I knew it must be something to do with the football team, like Bruno, Joe was an assistant coach with the team. The team was the number one topic of conversation that fall, the team that had reached the quarterfinals of the Florida State four A championships last year was returning most of the team. It also featured the number one high school prospect in the state, a powerful running back who'd scored thirty touchdowns in his junior year while running for twenty-five hundred yards.
"They're going to have to flunk Gary Stewart off the team," Joe finally announced to our stunned silence.
"They can't," one of us protested, simply saying what we all felt. "He's the star..."
"And he's a smart kid...I had in my class when he was a sophomore," Jill added.
"He's doing shitty in math, in science," Joe said gloomily. "He keeps reading his own clippings. Fuck, sorry ladies, but that boy's brain is in his dick. No time to study, he's trying to screw every cheerleader in North Florida."
"And apparently his brainy dick is quite large," Nancy said laughing.
After the four of us had sat pondering this disaster for seconds, Jill piped up with, "You could tutor him Sarah, you'll have lots of time this term. You're good with big cocked boys," she chuckled.
~~~~~~
"We need him honey...shit, we're going to be so good with him playing"
"I told you I'd tutor him," I answered. Bruno had arrived home that same afternoon and what was on his mind was exactly what had been bothering Joe – the future playing status of Gary Stewart. "But you'll have to talk to him, convince him," I added.
"Can't you do it at school?" he whined.
"What's he like anyway?"
"He's a nice kid honey. Smart enough, good looking..."
"How big is he?"
"I don't know. Six-one, six two? Strong, big thighs...can run right through tacklers."
"How big Bruno?" I insisted, knowing he'd understood what I wanted to know.
"You can't. He's important to the team...you wouldn't," Seeing my stern gaze he wavered, then finally admitted, "He's big...uncircumcised...he walks around after showers with no towel...waving it in everybody's face...you wouldn't want him hon...apparently he's fucking half the cheerleaders."
"You'll have to bring him home yourself."
"What? I won't."
"He can flunk out then, I don't care."
"You'll sleep with him. Fuck him."
"Yes."
"And you want me to deliver him? Bring home another boy who's going to cuckold me?"



"Yes. And then eat him from me."
"I won't," he promised as he stormed out.
Two days later, after a two hour football practice, Bruno arrived home with Gary in tow.
"Hi hon, this is the boy I've been telling you about. I thought he might join us for dinner, discuss his marks and everything. Gary, Gary Stewart."
"Hello Mrs. Fisher," the handsome, dark haired teen arrogantly spat out, his eyes jumping from my face to my chest to my groin. He'd recognized me for what I was immediately.
I knew he'd fit perfectly...fill me...make me come...and come...I wondered if Bruno would end up watching us...
...then wondered how fat the Polish bakers' sausage was...
...wondered if the cute cop would just bend me over his cruiser and...
...wondered how the president would ever get that fat knob into me...
I know I'll soon find out.
THE END
A Literotica author's pleasure comes from the response of you the reader. Please take an extra few seconds and sent me your vote. Of course I'd prefer a 5, but am quite happy to receive any vote, anything is better than silence.
Comments, posted here, or e-mails are especially appreciated and always responded to if I'm furnished a return address. I'd love to hear your ideas and opinions.
Let me know if you'd like to hear about Sarahh'hs further adventures. Thanks, Jim S.



        Gabriella's Daddy

        Dark haired virgin seduces her panty loving poppa.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/gabriellas-daddy

Title: Gabriella's Daddy

Author: scouries

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Dark haired virgin seduces her panty loving poppa.

Tags: virgin, daddy, daughter, nudism, deflower, martinique, father/daughter, panties




The following is a father-daughter love story. I hope you enjoy it.
RICHMOND, VIRGINIA: FALL 2005
Where'd those come from, I asked myself when I saw the burgundy colored panties lying among the pile of clean, white clothes I'd pulled out of the dryer and then just dropped in a pile onto my bed.
Huh, they're definitely not mine, I thought as I held the lacy satin up between my hands. I stretched them once, then again, and then drew them to my face where my nose picked up some still lingering odor on the just cleaned panties. A male scent?
Could one of my friends, maybe Laura or Jane, have inadvertently dropped them in my sport bag after phys ed today? And then I'd thrown them in with the wash? I knew immediately that was nonsense, both my friends invariably wore plain, white cotton shorts at school.
So where'd they come from? I'd never worn this style before. Curious I stripped off my sweats and underwear and tried them on. As soon as I pulled them up it seemed as though they'd been tailored especially for me. I liked the feel of them, low rise, cheeky boy shorts, a stretchy lace, a style I'd never used. They made me feel sexy.
I ran my hand down my stomach, let my middle finger trace my slit through the soft material, shivered as a moist spasm ignited deep in my sex. "Gosh, I should wear these always," I mumbled half aloud, then pranced over to the wall mirror and pulled my sweatshirt over my head. Quickly shed my white, cotton sports bra.
"I'm too sexy," I sang as I danced to my reflection, my long coltish legs moving rhythmically. Cupped and gently squeezed my full and jiggling, pink capped breasts. Then I noticed three or four rogue hairs that spilled from the lace edges of my new panties. I hadn't trimmed my dark pubic patch in months, the coming of autumn and the putting away of bathing suits had seemed to make it unnessessary.
I rolled down the panties a turn or two, exposing the full black triangle designed by nature to lead a man's eyes down to a woman's sex. I saw how I was open, spread pink, moist...wow, it was still mid afternoon. What are these panties made of anyway?
I turned and, looking back over my shoulder, watched how my firm, high, round cheeks peeked from the tight panties trying unsuccessfully to conceal them. Just the presence of the soft cloth on my body seemed to be exciting me more than the two boys I'd been leading on for the last three months.
I lay back on the bed and slipped my hand under the elastic and then moved my fingers over my sex. Faster and faster. Tried to think of my two boyfriends, but then strangely, just as the full force of my orgasm radiated outwards I saw a long, hard prick, a man's prick, in my minds eye. Then daddy's face slipped across my consciousness.
Daddy? Yuck! Not when I'm cumming!
I left them on as I did my homework, studied my math topless, was wet between my legs all afternoon. I left them on later while I cooked daddy's dinner.
~~~~~~~
"Hi sweetie, how was school. Soccer practice?"
"Good daddy," I answered as his arms engulfed me in his normal welcoming hug. "You smell nice."
"I do?"
"Uh huh," I answered even as I realized I'd never really noticed daddy's odor, his scent, his maleness before. Not this way anyway. "Are you using a new aftershave? Deodorant? It's nice...manly, sexy." God, what did I just say, I asked myself silently.
"Same old, same old sweetie. And do I smell brownies?"
"I cooked them specially...it's your last night...I wanted to..."
"I love you sweetie," he laughed as he lifted me in the air and spun me around, a game we'd played a thousand times since I was three.
"I love you too daddy," I squealed as I my crossed legs around his waist and threw my arms around his neck.
I felt my nipples suddenly stiffen; started to push them into his chest just before he lowered me to the floor.
"I'm getting to old for this, I can hardly carry you," he joked, a broad grin on his lips.
"Yeah right dad," I answered, both of us knowing how hard dad worked to keep his thirty-seven year old body in shape. At six-two and a chiseled one ninety-five, my father still had the hard athletes body he'd had winning football letters at U.V.A.
But then later, as we ate the meal I'd prepared, I kept asking myself, what is wrong with you, he's your dad. And yet I couldn't help but feel the dampness between my legs, the moist spot growing larger and larger on my new panties. Had to stop myself from looking at the bulge in the blue jeans my father had changed into. Wondered what it would feel like inside me.
~~~~~~
The panties arrival in my wash would have remained one of those unexplained mysteries that occur to everyone, it would have, except later in the evening I went downstairs to get a soda.
Daddy was bent over in the laundry room, peering between the machines when I passed the door.
"Lose something Daddy?" I asked, still innocent.
"Oh sweetie," Daddy answered after jumping erect, a blush spreading across his face. "Darn socks...I seem to lose one every time I do a wash."
"Sock monsters," I laughed, agreeing even as the truth flooded through me. The flimsy cloth still girding my loins were daddies...somehow the panties I wore, panties even now still damp from my need, somehow these panties had only recently been fondled by daddy's strong hands.
Later that night I lay confused in bed as vivid images flooded my brain, images of an indistinct man stroking his immense cock with the same panties that were still resting tight against my throbbing sex. The same cock I'd seen at the moment of my orgasm earlier. It was Daddy's cock I knew now.
All night I tossed and turned, continually awakened by the imagined penetration of my virgin channel by my fathers prick.
Oh my gawd! This is sick.
~~~~~~
The repeated knocking finally broke through my sleep. "Honey...honey...are you awake in there?"
"Dadddddy?" I mumbled as I slowly came to.
"Are you awake? It's late. Time to get up. You're going to be late for school."
He knocked again and then opened the door, and before looking in asked, "Are you decent? Can I come in?"
I pulled the sheet up so that it covered my breasts and then answered, "Uh huh, c'mon." Seeing daddy poke his head around the door I added yawning, "I forgot to set the alarm. What time is it?"
"Its seven fifteen, I gotta run," he answered as he crossed the room and sat on the edge of my bed. "My flights at nine."
"Oh gee, I forgot daddy, you're going to San Francisco today. A whole week, I'll miss you," I cried as I sat up and hugged him.
"You've got my schedule? Ginny said she e-mailed it to you. If you have any questions call her at the office, or check on my computer. You've got the password?" he asked with a smile.
"Yeah, like I'm going to forget my name," I said, knowing father only used one password- 'Gabriella'. The sheet had fallen when I'd hugged daddy and even as I talked I felt a wave of excitement roll through my body. Knowing he could see my breasts, my fat, now erect nipples. He's just your dad I thought but then was suddenly aware of his panties which I still wore. God, don't let him see them I prayed silently.
"When will you be home?" I asked, holding the sheet tight against my stomach.
"Friday. If you have any problems...well, you know who to call."
We both laughed. I called daddy for the slightest reason, always had.
"Can I drive you to the airport?"
"No honey, the service will be here any minute. I'll call you every night...e-mail you," he promised as he stood.
"Give me a kiss," I demanded. He got about half cheek and half lip but for the first time in the thousand of father/daughter kisses we'd shared I felt a frisson of sexual excitement. Dad was oblivious to it.
"Luv you," I whispered.
"You're my angel," he said standing again. But just before leaving the room he turned and asked, "Why aren't you wearing your pajamas anyway?"
And when I answered slyly, "I'm growing up daddy," I saw his eyes quickly flit to my quivering chest.
"Yes, yes, I think you are," he said with a shake of his head, and then added as he stood in the doorway, "Has your mom talked to you about...well you know?"
"About what daddy?" I asked grinning; my shoulders now pulled back to brazenly display my breasts.
"Uhh...you know...the birds and the bees stuff," he said grimacing.
"Birds and bees? Mommy?" I delayed, enjoying daddy's discomfort.
"Your mother...remember...that woman who lives in L.A."
"Do you mean sex daddy?" Seeing his embarrassed nod I answered, "She said you'd tell me everything...that it'd be better if a man explained the details."
"Your mother said that?"
"Maybe when you get home you and I can have a talk...I have a lot of questions daddy."
What is wrong with me? Miss Slut Tease with my daddy, I thought after he finally left.
~~~~~~
My name is Gabriella Downing. Gabby. The first thing you should know about me is that I'm still a virgin. An eighteen year old certified American virgin. A good looking (beautiful?), tall teen whose black, silky hair cascades down my back almost to my small but perfectly rounded bum. A virgin whose hips and breasts had ripened into awakening womanhood over the last year. A girl who has increasingly felt the urge for sex.
No, you don't have to feel sorry for me because I'm still a virgin. Even though the Kinsey Institute reports that the average white, American girl loses her virginity at sixteen years, nine months of age, in my high school, in 2005, in upper class Richmond, Virginia, it wasn't either unusual or rare for an eighteen year old senior to still be intact.
In fact, of my five best friends and me, only two of us had actually been penetrated by that male appendage designed for our deflowering, although Sally had recently admitted that she and Timmy were getting awfully close.
I probably would have lost mine myself last summer if my boyfriend Kevin's father hadn't been suddenly transferred. I'd been just on the verge of giving in to Kevin's almost nonstop entreaties. But when he suggested it might be a nice going away present for him I gracefully declined, although almost as horny as he, I didn't want to lose my virginity to someone I'd never see again.
So I'd tentatively been test driving two of my classmates, Craig Brown and Jake Williams, all fall, and was still undecided about whether either should be my boyfriend, let alone my first lover.
So where'd all these weird thoughts about daddy come from, I asked myself as I soaped myself in the shower.
Does daddy really have that big a cock, I wondered, that cock, an image of which seemed now to be permanently etched in my brain. I knew that it was neither Craig nor Jake's penises I was dreaming of.
He probably did, I thought later as I sat through my History class, all my friends had always thought he was sexy. Since we were like fourteen years old.
"Your dad is so hot, soooo hot," Laura or Janey or one of the others would whisper in my ear when they saw dad, knowing it would always get a rise out of me.
"He is not!"
"I'll bet he's big," one of them would snicker as she held her hands a foot apart.
"You're all disgusting," I'd admonish as they giggled at my embarrassment. Girl talk.
~~~~~~~
"What are you wearing?" Janey demanded as I bent to pull daddy's panties up my legs. We'd just showered after our afternoon soccer practice.
"They're new," I answered shyly.
"Have you finally decided on one of your beaus? Trying to turn him on?" she asked, snooping.
"No."
"You're becoming a real slut Gabby," Jane teased.
I was! It was these bloody panties, every second I was wearing them my pussy seemed to hum.
~~~~~~~
We had an agreement daddy and I. Oh, it wasn't written down or anything, in fact we hadn't discussed it in over five years. Still, it existed. And now I was about to break it.
Mom left us when I was six. Just walked out on her young daughter and loving husband. At the time, my father had softly explained to his trembling daughter that mommy was tired, was a little sick, needed a little rest...that she'd come home soon...
I learned later that she just announced she needed 'some space' as she blithely explained it to her stunned husband and walked out. Mom was definitely different!
Then mom arrived back in my life when I was ten. She'd suddenly decided that it would be better for me if I lived with her in California. In the preceding four years she'd sent me six letters, phoned me twice and sent me one Christmas present!
Dad, who'd been told by his lawyers that he could tell mom to get lost and every court in the country would back him, instead let me decide, and even encouraged me to spend some time with her. After I'd made a couple of tentative visits to L.A., both supervised by dad, mom and dad and I had agreed as follows: I'd spend one month every summer with mom and every second Christmas with her.
And it turned out to be about perfect for both of us. Mom simply wasn't meant to be a full time mother. I knew she loved me but...but there was no one in the world she found more interesting than herself. It showed.
I'd learned to love her but after about twenty-five days in her company I'd start to get itchy for dad and Richmond and my friends. By the last day of our month together we'd both be starting to go crazy. It was always a relief to go home.
So what has all this got to do with breaking my agreement with daddy? Well, when I arrived home from my annual summer trek to L.A. and mothers condo in 2000, I found daddy had completely redone my 'bedroom'.
Except it wasn't a bedroom anymore. In the month I'd been away contractors had taken two small bedrooms, an office, a washroom and a large hall cupboard and built me a master suite that rivaled dad's for comfort and luxury.
My first day home dad had taken me shopping and we'd outfitted 'my world' from furniture to sheets and towels. It was simply the Ritz. A TV. Hot tub/whirlpool bath. A study area, a play area. A huge room that was destined to become the place where my friends and I spent much of our free time over the following years.
Then, when everything was done, he announced, "It's all yours now Gabby."
"My room? What do you mean daddy?" I'd asked.
"What I mean sweetie is that even though there's no key on the door, this is your room...I'll never invade your privacy."
"But you can come in anytime daddy."
And he'd always respected his word. Oh, the two of us would go into each others room if the door was open but I knew he'd never snoop. Knew that I could leave my diary open on my desk and he'd never read it.
And of course, although never discussed, I was bound to respect his privacy. I had never considered looking through his desk or papers. The whole concept was somehow icky.
So now of course I was trembling as I snuck down the hall. Knew even as I turned daddy's doorknob that I was doing something wrong. The gosh darn panties were making me do it! I was naked except for them. Blame them, I told myself.
Just as you'd know even blindfolded that my room was a girl's room, the scent in the air announcing it without any visual stimulus, so daddy's room similarly announced its maleness. I'd always secretly loved the room, the old four poster bed, the rich wood. I couldn't help but remember the nights when I was eight or nine or ten and had run into this room and jumped into daddy's warm bed as a thunder storm had raged overhead.
Crying, I'd soon fall asleep in his reassuring arms...invariably wake up the next morning snug in my own bed.
And now I was spying on him...rifling through his drawers...looking for...
They weren't even hidden. The third drawer I opened revealed his secret trove. Pink and blue and red and crimson and white and black, thongs and tangas, boyshorts, lace and satin, a veritable panty store. Oh god, I thought as I ran my fingers through them.
Each time I pulled one up my trembling legs and against my sex I knew daddy had touched the cloth, knew his penis had sought relief in their silken folds. On three of them were large stains of his dried and crusted seed. I actually rubbed the cum filled panties again and again up and down my moist crack.
I licked the sperm from one, ran my tongue damply over his caked essence, tasted daddy for the first time. Knew then that daddy had to be my first.
I slept in daddy's bed the rest of the week. Washed with his soap. Dabbed his cologne on my breasts. I wore only his panties. Dreamt endlessly of a huge penis filling me. Daddy's penis. I was crazy.
~~~~~~~~
"What are you doing here?" daddy asked after I'd met him waving at the gate. "You didn't have to."
"And have no one meet you?" I said as I hugged him.
"I'm glad you did honey, thanks," he said, then gave me a kiss on my cheek.
It was eight p.m. and he had just landed from his week long trip to the coast. Both feeling guilty and excited I'd driven to the airport to meet him. I was again wearing the panties, my pussy was tingling under them the whole drive home.
"Have you eaten?" he asked as I drove. Seeing my shake of my head he offered, "Why don't I take out my favorite girl out to a fancy dinner then?"
"You must be tired daddy, I'll cook you something," I said, giving him a quick loving smile.
"Sure?"
"Yes."
"Thanks honey, I am tired."
"You go have a shower while I cook the steaks," I ordered.
"Are you angling for something special for Christmas?" he asked suspiciously.
"Yes," I laughed, "now go on, it'll be ready in twenty minutes."
"Yes ma'am."
I could be his wife I thought, as singing happily I cooked daddy's dinner.
"So, what do you want for Christmas anyway," he asked between bites.
"It's a secret. I told Santa," I said smiling.
"Did ya? Any hints for the guy with the credit card?"
"It won't cost you anything," I answered mysteriously.
"No jewelry? Clothes? Cameras?"
"You'll see."
I lay awake that night, thinking, wondering, trying to plan. How does an eighteen year old daughter get her daddy to realize...god, to even think about her as... as what, a lover? I didn't even understand how I felt, what I wanted. But knew the penis that was haunting me, daddy's penis, knew it was the only one for me.
~~~~~~~
"So, have you decided yet?" Daddy asked a week later. "You know, jewelry, clothes, a Christmas present," he added when he saw my look of incomprehension.
"I don't need anything...really."
"Nothing? Not a pretty dress, a sweater, a coat?" Dad insisted.
"Just underwear," I finally said.
"Huh?"
"My friends all say my underwear is old, falling apart...disgusting."
"What do you mean falling apart, disgusting? Don't you have normal girl's underwear?" he asked, clearly confused.
"Not according to them."
"Let me see them," daddy suddenly insisted. "My daughters wearing old underwear?" he questioned aloud.
"Daddy," I protested, elated at how well my little plot was proceeding. "You don't want to see my underwear," I said with a tone that indicted how gross I found the idea. But I did stare pointedly at the drawer where I'd purposely placed my very old and icky panties and bras...stuff I hadn't worn for months, even a couple of pairs of panties I'd actually been using as rags.
I finally let him talk me into showing him and laughed inwardly when he saw the pile of castoffs I unceremoniously dumped on my bed.
"Jesus, you wear these?" he asked, obviously aghast.
"Well..."
"Here...go and buy some new stuff...today...now," he ordered as he pulled a credit card from his wallet. "I don't care what you spend...I'm throwing these all out right now," he promised as he struggled to gather up the stained and torn underwear. "Hurry...go!"
"Daddy!"
"I'm serious. God, I'm tempted to go all through your closets. You've always seemed well dressed," he asked with a question in his voice. "Doesn't your mother discuss these things with you?"



"You'll have to come with me."
~~~~~~
Daddy was clearly nervous when we entered the first of what I envisioned to be at least three separate stops. But I could sense his excitement. And as it turned out we only needed one store to fill our needs.
It was a small, specialized boutique, expensive and empty on a Sunday afternoon. The owner, a pretty, well dressed thirty something year old, immediately sized daddy up correctly as very wealthy, his watch and his well cut, expensive clothes a dead give away.
She also assumed, incorrectly, that I was daddy's little plaything. She was on him like a vulture as soon as we were two steps into the shop.
How could she help monsieur? Daddy, flustered, simply answered truthfully, "She has nothing to wear. It's pitiful. We need everything."
Monique, as she insisted we call her, was a fairly new arrival from France, and at daddy's words her eyes lit up like a cash register. She immediately turned and after locking the door, affixed the closed sign in the windows. "Excellent. Follow me," she ordered, then led us into a smaller, more sumptuously appointed dressing room, where she installed dad into an ornate chair that resembled a throne.
Leaving me standing in the centre of the mirrored room, she hurried off to the store room, promising she'd be back with a perfect selection for me. Within minutes she'd piled thirty boxes on the table in the corner as well as pushed a rolling clothes rack stuffed with lingerie filled hangers.
"Please strip my dear," Monique demanded.
"But," both daddy and I started to protest as Monique started to undo the buttons on my dress.
"It's the only way to buy lingerie sir," she said addressing father as she slipped the dress off my shoulders. "Oh my gawd," she cried when she saw the ugly, plain and torn bra and panties I wore. "You simply can't do this my dear. A beautiful dress like this and then...uhhhgg, these....these rags. I'm sorry sir." She quickly unclasped my bra and pushed my panties down my legs.
"Can I throw these out sir?" she asked as she held my underwear at arms length.
"Yes," daddy agreed, "and maybe I should go while you two continue. I'm..."
"No dadddddy. Stay. Please. I won't know what to buy."
For just a second Monique's eyebrows rose in surprise, but then, quickly recovering, she said, "It's even more important you stay. Your daughter! Imagine, letting her dress like this when you show such refinement in your own clothes sir. You have the responsibility monsieur. "
Daddy stayed as Monique took stock of me and started commenting. I shyly stood with one hand partially covering my hairy mound, the other across my chest. Standing behind me Monique took my arms and lowered them to my sides.
"But," I protested even as I watched daddy's eyes hungrily appraising me.
"What's your name my dear," she asked, aware now that it wasn't just daddy she'd have to please.
"Gabriella, Gabby."
"It's a beautiful name...for a beautiful woman," she purred as she slid her hands from my arms and moved them over my stomach and the upward until she'd cupped my breasts.
"You're so lucky mademoiselle...they're so beautiful...firm...full...Look Monsieur Downing," she ordered daddy, "most women would die for such breasts. Here, give me your hand," she told him after she moved me until I was standing right in front of dad.
"I don't think I," daddy started
"See how full, how soft they are?" she asked a blushing daddy as she moved his hand over me. "And the nipples....incroyable," she muttered as her other hand squeezed my now fat and erect nipple. "They must be covered only by beautiful cloth," she added as I felt daddy involuntarily tweak my other nipple.
We spent over two hours with Monique, two hours during which I tried on fifty bras, fifty panties...every color, every style, every material, every possible cut.
Again and again I stood naked and open before daddy, felt his hand on my bum, my breasts, my thighs as Monique demanded that he check the feel, the cut, or check the fit.
"She has such a round, cute derriere," cooed Monique as she guided dad's hand over my trembling skin. "Split so perfectly," she went on as she slid a finger down my crack.
"You should trim this a bit," she instructed me later as she ran her fingers through my bush as she pulled a sexy green tanga up my thighs. And then, for just a second she slipped a finger inside me. She felt my moistness.
"Viens, look Monsieur," she instructed daddy, "see how her hair escapes when she wears these? She must trim her pretty fur...Maybe you should help her...it's always difficult for a young girl to do it herself." She actually made me stand in front of daddy as she gave pubic barbering instructions to father.
"I don't think I should be the one," daddy finally protested, clearly not sure whether to laugh or cry.
"C'est fou. You Americans are like children," she complained. "It's a father's duty to make sure his daughter is ready, understands what her role is...knows about men, sex...my father showed me."
~~~~~~~
"She was horrible," I complained as we walked from the shop, both our arms laden with packages. "Gosh, I think she was a lesbian. She kept touching me. And they cost so much."
"She was a bit strange sweetie. Foreigners! But we can't take it with us. Why not spend it and enjoy it?"
"And what did she mean when she said her father showed her? Showed her what?"
"I don't know sweetie," dad answered as he shook his head.
"The underwear, don't you think they're too....too sexy...too grown up for me?"
"They're perfect sweetie. You look beautiful in them. Merry Christmas," he said as he gave me a hug and a kiss.
"I do? I love you daddy. I'll miss you so much at Christmas."
"You'll have a great time with mommy."
"Hah ha." But after dinner, after we'd watched a movie together, and after I'd showered and put on one of my cute new bra/panty outfits, I approached dad with scissors and tweezers in hand, and asked lasciviously , "So do you want to trim me tonight, Monsieur Downing."
"Go to bed," he growled.
"But papa, Monique says it's your job to make sure your little darling daughter is properly coifed," I said with a sexy wink.
"Gabby!" dad insisted, dismissing me, but I saw the twinkle in his eye, couldn't have missed how his eyes undressed me. Knew he'd love to trim my pussy.
"Bonsoir papa," I cooed, then left wiggling my cute little butt. Shit, I thought, if I had to spend my nights dreaming of daddy he should have something to dream of too.
~~~~~~~
The Friday following, the sixteenth of December, school closed for our Christmas break. Daddy was to leave for his long booked vacation to Martinique on Sunday while I was scheduled to fly to moms on the following day. Mom called during dinner.
Daddy watched me as I listened to mom talk. Raised his eyebrows when I yelled 'I hate you' and slammed down the phone.
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing!"
"Sure?"
"Yes," I yelled as I fled the table, secretly elated at the news.
~~~~~~~~
"Honey," I heard insistently repeated as dad knocked on my door.
"Leave me alone."
~~~~~~
"Gabby! Open up...I want to talk to you," daddy called through the door an hour later.
"NO."
"Mommy called me."
"She's a bitch. I hate her."
"Can I come in?"
"Yes," I finally called softly.
"Why are you smiling?" I demanded when I saw the broad smile on his face.
"I get to spend Christmas with my favorite girl and I shouldn't be happy?" he asked as he sat next to me and drew me into his arms.
"You're going to Martinique," I complained.
"I'll cancel tomorrow."
"That's not fair. You've been looking forward to your holiday for months. I'll stay here. I'm sure the Sloans would let me stay with them."
"Yeah sure."
"Mom just thinks of herself," I sobbed, my tears falling on dad's broad chest.
"Where would you like to go? We could go to Colorado, Aspen, or maybe the Alps," daddy offered.
"Its too cold, brrr," I said as I pushed myself farther into his warm embrace.
"Would you like to go to Martinique?" he suddenly asked. "I'm already booked. Maybe we could just book another seat. Would you..."
"But that's your place, you probably don't want me around," I answered, my heart almost stopped as I waited for daddy's response.
"Nonsense, I'll call Ginny right now. Get her to work on it."
Two hours later Ginny reported back that, "No problem, you two are all set. You leave Sunday; make sure Gabby has her passport."
Yes! Yes! From total depression to elation in like three hours...Daddy and I...alone...an island resort...sharing a private beach villa...Yes, thank you God!
For I had researched the place daddy was planning to spend his vacation. Had grown both angry and jealous as I'd read the reviews of 'Plage Francais Martinique', an exclusive resort set majestically on the less crowded south coast. Catering mainly to rich, young Europeans, it featured a clothing optional beach and aimed its advertising at a more sexually liberated clientele.
Why had daddy been planning to go to a nude resort? Now we'd be naked together.
~~~~~~~
MARTINIQUE: CHRISTMAS 2005
We landed late in the evening at Lamentin Airport on Sunday, delayed by bad weather in Richmond. The resort, a sort of upscale, way upscale in fact, Club Med, was located on the south coast between the towns of Le Diamant and Le Marin on five hundred private acres that hugged the Caribbean.
After finally checking in we were driven by golf cart from the main hotel to our private villa, one of fifty that radiated out from the main hotel. We arrived exhausted at three in the morning.
"It only has one bed," a tired dad complained to the young, black, smiling Martiniquais who'd escorted us.
"Monsieur?" he asked, clearly not comfortable in English.
"Tomorrow daddy, we'll figure it out tomorrow...I'm exhausted."
"Well I guess I can sleep on the couch."
"It's a king size bed daddy...lets just go to sleep." We slept together.
~~~~~~~'
"We better go this way," daddy directed as he grabbed my arm and started to lead me to the left towards the hotel. We'd just eaten breakfast on the porch of our villa, plates full of fresh fruit and buns and coffee, smilingly delivered by a beautiful, topless black woman dressed only in a brightly colored floral skirt.
Daddy had blushed furiously when I told him I now understood why he came here.
"It's my first time," he promised. "They're French...its different..." he stammered.
"Well, I guess if I'm going to fit in," I said, and then unhooked my bikini top and placed it on the table.
"Gabby," dad protested resignedly.
"Let's see what's over here," I said pointing when we'd left the table and he tried to direct me to the left towards the hotel. I danced out of his grip and turned right.
"I don't think," he started, clearly uncomfortable.
"Gosh, they're all naked daddy," I blurted out when we passed a little grove of jacaranda and found ourselves facing at least a hundred people lying on the white, sun drenched sand.
"This is the clothing optional area honey...Europeans have a more liberal view towards," he stammered.
"Oh, look at them," I squealed, pointing at two cute looking boys walking towards us, their uncircumcised pricks swinging freely.
"You're not going to make this easy for your dad, are you honey?"
"No daddy," I giggled as I dropped my towel and beach things on an open spot on the sand.
"I didn't think so."
I quickly unhooked my skirt, and trembling, lowered my bikini bottoms. I could pretend to daddy that I was cool with it all, but inside, I was an eighteen year old virgin who'd never seen a penis 'live' in my life. I was shaking like a leaf.
"I'm so white," I complained. "Will you?" I asked as I handed daddy a 45 SPF sun block. "Have you done this before? Nudism? I mean other holidays," I tried to ask casually.
"Turn around," dad said, ignoring my question.
"It feels nice daddy," I complimented as his strong hands caressed the lotion into my back. "Now my front?' I asked as I spun around and faced him.
"I think you'll be able to do that sweetie," he answered, slapping the tube of lotion into my palm.
"You're a spoilsport," I pouted as I slowly rubbed the cream into my chest. But then couldn't help staring as daddy lowered his suit. Oh my gawd!
"Gabby," he admonished after I gave a small appreciative whistle.
"It's the first one I've seen so close up. Can I touch it," I teased. But inside I knew. It was the same thick organ that had haunted my dreams for the last month. It was beautiful.
"Go for a swim Gabby," he ordered.
"Oui papa," I said as I flounced off towards the surf. But I couldn't help but be aware of the hundred some pairs of male eyes that followed my every step. I loved it. Even stopped and turned back to daddy and waved. Let them see my jiggling breasts, my pubic patch. Gosh, men want me! Even daddy, I knew.
~~~~~~~
"Monsieur Downing, this is Jean-Claude and Pierre, they're from Paris...they're pilots for Air France," I told daddy as I introduced the two men I'd met while I was in the water.
"Monsieur Downing?" daddy asked quizzically when the boys left a couple of minutes later.
"I told them you were a rich American...that you'd hired me to be your sex slave for the week."
"You're incorrigible."
"I know," I agreed, smiling happily, then leaned over and gave him a kiss. "Everyone will think you're so lucky, an old man like you, having a beautiful young lover like me."
"Old man?"
~~~~~~~
"Why didn't you have any more children? After me, I mean," I asked later as we lay side by side on the beach.
"I wanted to, heck, I wanted at least five...your mom...your birth was harder than most, she was afraid the next one would be worse. She decided...I agreed," he answered, his voice trailing off.
"What about after? When mom left. How come you didn't remarry?" I probed.
"Well," he started after giving me a quick pensive look, "Women weren't my favorite people for awhile after your mom left."
"You still loved mom?"
"I don't know honey. I was just pissed off. Period. Everything had always come so easy to me."
"What do you mean?"
"Your grandparents were well off; they brought me up in a loving house. I did well in school, sports star...the prettiest girl fell in love with me...college was great...I start a business and it booms...I'm rich...then have you," he said. "Then Mr. Perfect's wife walks out... she's bored."
"I'm sorry daddy."
"Christ Gabby, don't feel sorry for me. I just had never realized how good I had it. That taught me," he finished, the bitterness he still felt at mom clear in his voice.
"But why not later? Someone else?"
"I guess I never found the right girl," he said with a rueful grin. "Girls like you are hard to come by. Now if yoooouuu'd been available sweetie," he teased. "Now c'mon, let's go for a swim."
"I'm available daddy," I whispered under my breath as hand in hand we ran into the surf.
~~~~~
As we stood toweling off twenty minutes later I restarted our conversation. "Will you now, have children I mean, now that I'm going to be leaving soon?" I asked. "I know women like you, find you attractive."
"Do you young lady? And how would you know that?" he asked with a smile.
"All my girlfriends think you're soooo hot," I teased.
"An old man like me?"
"They do," I insisted. "And half the women on this beach are watching you, even the ones with men. Look at that blond over there; she's been watching you ever since we got here."
"Sshhhh," daddy ordered as he took a quick backwards glance. "Which one? You mean the pretty little blond?"
"Yes daddy, although you wouldn't know by looking at her mound."
"Gabby!" dad laughed.
"Gosh, ninety percent of these women seem to shave down there daddy, I thought all European women liked to have hairy armpits and legs," I said, feigning a little pout. "Maybe I should..."
"You're fine just as you are young lady."
"I am? Do you prefer your lovers to have hair here daddy?" I asked with a grin, my hands lightly touching my mound, separating my nether lips as I framed my sex questioningly.
"Yes," he finally answered.
"I'll never shave then," I promised.
~~~~~~~
"I'd like to have another child...someday...someday soon," daddy suddenly started a little later. "Have more. Would you mind?" he asked, a serious expression on his face.
"With who?"
"That's the problem," he laughed.
"You'll have grandkids soon. Maybe that'll be enough."
"You're far too young. And grandkids with who, if I may ask?"
"That's my problem too," I said smiling. "Gosh, I gotta lose my virginity first."
I heard daddy expel a lungful of air but for seconds he said nothing. "Aren't you going to say anything?" I finally demanded.
"Phewww," he finally said with a grin.
~~~~~~~
"Where are your pajamas?" Daddy asked later that night after we'd returned from a great dinner and an evening watching a Caribbean themed show put on by the staff. We'd met some other couples but generally the language barrier had kept us apart. I did get a couple of dances with my pilots though.
"I didn't bring them, I usually sleep naked now anyway," I said with a shrug, standing in the warm room just in a pair of my new panties and holding an electric toothbrush in my hand. "It's so warm here. Do you wear pj's?" I asked watching him as he stood nervously in his boxers.
"I'll sleep in these," he said casually. "I think I'd better take the couch."
"Don't be silly. We've already had this argument. It's a king size bed daddy."
"Still."
"Oh okay, I'll sleep on the bloody couch if it bothers you. Gosh, men are impossible!"
Ten minutes later the two of us were settled comfortably in the big bed, me completely naked, daddy still in his boxers. Once he'd fallen asleep his sneaky little daughter curled up against the one man she loved. Yummy!
~~~~~~
"It was nice," I said the next morning as we sat on the veranda that faced the blue surf that was breaking on the golden sand just a hundred feet away.
"What honey?"
"Sleeping with you. I'd forgotten."
"It's been a long time," he said as he looked up, remembering the same memories as I. "Oh, its raaaining daddy. And thunder...can I sleep with you tonight," he said, mimicking the excuses I'd used as an eight year old to snuggle next to him.
"It was," I protested, "I got so scared."
"I think it thundered four times a week for two years," he laughed. "Then you grew up. You didn't want anything to do with an old man like me. Private room and phone lines, boyfriends, diaries, secrets..."
"It was you, you'd always protected me. And then bingo, you kicked me out. I can't sleep in your bed anymore, I'm a big girl, la did ah," I accused. "I missed you."
"I did too sweetie."
"Anyway, I think now that I'm grown up I'm going to like sleeping in a man's bed."
"There's no rush Gabby," daddy cautioned, "in fact if I were you I'd wait til you've graduated university."
"Another four years. Hah."
"I'll buy you a big teddy bear for your dorm. You can sleep with it."
"Maybe. But for the next two weeks I think I'll keep the big teddy bear I have... okay" I asked as I leaned over and gave my father a kiss on the cheek.
"As long as you're good," he warned.
"I'll be good daddy," I promised.
~~~~~~
We went directly to the nude beach after breakfast, this time neither of us in the least bit nervous over the others nudity.
"Do you like my breasts daddy?" I asked as leaning towards him I cupped them and pointed them at his suddenly alive eyes.
"They're so-so...okay I guess," he teased back, "for a teenager." The naked desire in his eyes gave me his real answer.
"You're penis is beautiful...for a man," I responded, and boldly moved my eyes back and forth from his groin to his eyes.



"Young girls shouldn't be looking at men's private parts," he admonished, but I could see his pride. I watched as he couldn't stop it from starting to grow. He turned over on his stomach.
"Do you think my bums nice?" I asked later as daddy's sun screen covered fingers slid down my back and onto my rear.
"Yes honey, it's perfect," he answered
"Make sure you don't miss anywhere, I don't want it to burn. Why's it perfect anyway?" I asked looking back over my shoulder.
"Well Miss Downing," he started gravely, "first off it's just the ideal size." He said this as his two palms cupped my cheeks and kneaded lightly. "And the two sides are perfect balls, symmetrical; they fit exactly in my hands. And when you're lying like this, your bum sticks just wonderfully up, inviting every man..."
Just as I felt a finger slide across and up my crack, lightly touch my anus, as I felt the wetness seeping from my pussy, his other hand descended in a sharp slap.
"Daddddy!" I squealed.
"Stop fishing for compliments. Now how about going and getting your father a beer at the bar."
"You're cruel," I complained, but he saw the happy smile on my face as I jumped up to do his bidding. "Is there a red mark?" I asked as I wiggled my derriere in his face.
"Go!"
~~~~~~~
"Are European men all smaller than us daddy," I asked.
"What are you talking about?" he said as he lifted his head and looked over at me.
"Their penises...yours is bigger than anyone else's...I thought maybe Europeans were..."
"Honey, we're of European descent."
"Then why," I started before he interrupted.
"As you well know Gabby, men, just like women, come in different sizes. And anyway, when a man gets...well, when he has a..."
"A hard-on?"
"Well yes. When we have ... hard-ons it's not always the same. A small man may double in size, a bigger man may just harden without getting much larger."
"That's not true. I know you grow much bigger."
"What? Why do you say that?"
"You poked me. Last night," I added when I saw the question in his eyes. "Like at least five times I woke up, every time you were hard, poking my stomach or my bum or my thighs."
"I didn't."
"And then when the sun came up," I continued, "I woke again and it was hard, right against my...my hair...my slit."
"Jesus. I'm sorry Gabby, I didn't do it on purpose."
"I know. I checked, you were sleeping. But I do know its very big daddy, bigger than any of the men here," I said, indicating with a sweep of my hand all the men surrounding us.
"Well maybe a bit above average."
"It felt nice when I touched it."
"What?"
"Can I put sunscreen on it?" I asked as I squirted a fat dollop into my hand. He simply said nothing as I lifted it from his thigh, groaned just once softly as my palm closed around him. It felt perfect. Soon, I thought.
~~~~~~~~
That night we dressed up for dinner, at least dressed up Martinique style. Daddy was yacht club sporty in silk Tommy Bahamas pants and shirt and I wore a light, red, spaghetti strapped summer dress that flowed just over my knees and had a décolleté cut that displayed my large, firm breasts to perfection.
"Are you wearing a bra?"
"No daddy, it wouldn't be appropriate for this dress or this occasion," I said as I cupped my breasts through the dress and lifted them.
"All that money I spent on lingerie and you can't find one bra that's appropriate?" he groused, then added, "You are wearing panties?"
Putting my arms up like a ballerina I quickly twirled around in front of daddy, knowing he'd see my naked, hair covered loins as the dress billowed upward.
Shaking his head he simply muttered, "Jesus," then took my arm and led me to the door.
"They've all seen me anyway."
~~~~~~~
"Do you like her?" I asked after daddy had returned from his dances with the blond German.
"She's nice. And what did your French boys have to say when I was gone?"
"They're nice. Don't change the subject...Would you like to sleep with her?"
"Certainly not. I've already got enough trouble with the woman who's sleeping with me."
"So you prefer sleeping with me," I asked boldly, bending at just the right angle so that daddy could see the pink, erect tips of my jiggling tits.
"Would you like to dance Miss Downing?" he asked.
"Uh huh," I whispered as I melted into his arms. It was the first time I'd ever danced with a man. A real man. Oh, the boys I'd been going to parties with for the last three or four years were male, sometimes they'd even push their cocks into me, I didn't complain, in fact even liked it, but it wasn't like this.
Daddy made them feel and look like boys. It surprised me to realize as we danced, my cheek resting on his shoulder, my braless breasts squashed against his chest, that it had taken me so long to recognize what my girlfriends had known for years. Daddy had a masculinity about him that eclipsed just about every male I'd ever seen. He waaaas hot.
There was no pretense now. I simply plastered myself against daddy. Slipped my arms around his neck. I felt him start to grow against my stomach and then held him tight when he tried to move away. We didn't talk for dance after dance. His hands roved over my bum, squeezing, separating, pulling me into his now proudly hard penis.
We drank some wine and then danced some more. Kissed liked lovers.
We were both tired and slightly drunk when we finally stumbled into our villa at three-thirty in the morning. We both knew a deal had been struck, that it was only a matter of time, but also knew we were too bushed to do it that night...soon, we promised each other silently as we kissed at the edge of the bed.
"Remember we have the picnic tomorrow," I reminded as I nestled my rear and back against my father's strong body.
"Night Gabby," he whispered in my ear, his breath a warm caress. He wrapped his arm over me, lightly holding me, then moved his hand softly over my belly, up to cup my breast, and then down over my hip and thigh.
"Night daddy, I love you," I said as I wiggled my bum and captured his hardening penis in my crack. "Tomorrow daddy...tomorrow," I promised, knowing I'd surrender my virginity to him the next day. Fell asleep already dreaming.
~~~~~~~~
"Hurry. Wake up sleepyhead," I insisted as I shook daddy's shoulder at ten-thirty the next morning.
"Gabby? Let me sleep honey," he moaned as he rolled away from my hand and onto his back.
"Daddy! Our boat leaves in thirty minutes. Wake up."
"He'll wait for us sweetie, we're his only customers."
"I've already gone for a swim in the ocean, showered, had breakfast," I complained. "Go and wash."
"I don't need a shower, wake me three minutes before we have to leave," he ordered, then shutting his eyes he feigned going back to sleep.
"You're all sticky," I said as I ran my hand over his stomach and down the inside of his thigh.
"Huh?" he mumbled, his eyes lazily opening.
"You came daddy...this morning...when I woke it was spurting...white stuff...it was on my stomach, my breasts, my...my hair daddy...down here," I indicated, rubbing my hand across my mound through the panties I wore.
"I didn't..." he started.
"It was sticky, gooey," I said giggling as I straddled his chest.
"Are you making this up?" he demanded, now fully awake.
"I tried to clean you daddy. With my tongue," I said as I licked my lips. "You taste good, very good," I teased as I bent and captured his lips in mine.
"We're late Gabby, stop fooling around," he ordered as he struggled to escape me.
~~~~~~~
The hotel had prepared everything. They owned a couple of small islands just a mile from the resort, islands that guests could reserve for the day. They'd boat you out and then leave you, returning late in the afternoon to pick you up.
I dressed simply, a white, wide brimmed hat, a necklace of pearls, sandals and a long, white cotton, tiered peasant skirt. The pearls danced between my breasts when daddy and I finally walked hand in hand across the beach towards the waiting boat.
"You look beautiful sweetie."
"Thanks daddy," I answered while slipping my arm around his back. "They're all jealous of me," I added, indicating the naked female sunbathers we were passing.
"Jealous?"
"They all wish it was they who were going with you," I said, resting my head for a second against his shoulder. "They all wish they could spend an afternoon in your arms."
"None of them are as beautiful as you Gabby," he said as his arm pulled me even tighter against him.
"Kiss me...before we get in the boat...please," I pled as I turned into him and pressed myself into him.
"You're a little imp, a trouble maker," he accused.
"I know," I answered as I stood on tiptoe and after pulling his head towards me, I hungrily captured his mouth. "I love you."
~~~~~~
We motored through a break in the reef and glided the last few feet almost soundlessly to the protected beach. On the edge of the beach, under the fronds of a cluster of palm trees, they'd set up a pavilion, amply provisioned with food and beverages. It had a couch, a table and chairs, a bed...a large bed with silk sheets, sheets that seemed to rustle as the light ocean breezes touched them.
"I have my Christmas present for you," I said as we watched the boat motor off.
"Where is it? I didn't see you bring anything."
"You'll be the only man who'll ever have it. It's unique...one of a kind," I teased as I took off my hat and sent it sailing on the wind.
"Is it?"
"I've saved it all my life...just for you," I said as I let my skirt fall to the warm sand.
"Is it animal, vegetable or mineral?" My handsome dad asked as he started to move towards me.
"You'll definitely need to be an animal to take it," I enticed, my left hand now lightly stroking my thick pubic pelt as I backed slowly towards the sea.
"Are you sure Gabby?"
"Well, you've got to catch me first," I giggled, then turned and ran into the surf and dove into the warm water. I'd only taken three strokes in the water before I felt a hand grab my ankle and trap me.
"C'mon here," he ordered as he pulled me back. Lifted me out of the water, crushed me hard against his strong chest, then carried me laughing up the beach. Laid me gently on the bed set up under the pavilion.
"You're hard," I said as I slipped my hand between our bodies and circled his thick shaft.
"I'll be gentle," he promised as he lay next to me.
"Don't. I want you in me...now daddy," I pled as I spread my legs wantonly, opening my already moist insides to him.
"Gabby, sweetie," he started, one hand cupping my head as his other moved to my breasts.
"Hurry daddy, I need you," I moaned, knowing I'd never be readier.
My shriek tore across the bay and over the island, stopping for seconds the cacophony of sounds coming from the birds in the palm trees all around us.
I was bloodied, ruined, rent by his long shaft after it tore through my feeble guardian of skin, my hymen now split and destroyed.
"Ahhhh...aah...aahh...aahhh...oh daddddy," I cried as his immensity filled me, buried itself in my clasping, slippery pink cave. A million nerve endings lit up, sending a mixed message of pain and ecstasy to my stunned brain.
I was lost, unaware of anything except the hard piston that was repeatedly driven to the door of my womb. My orgasmic spasms radiated out and in, in tempo with daddy's passionate thrusts, demanding to be flooded by his liquid seed.
He simply continued to move inside of me as my first waves of need subsided, playing my body, my cunt, like a maestro violinist, repeatedly bringing me to the brink before slowing down his thrusting bow.
My hips were arched a foot off the bed, oozing, when my second orgasm was met by his first spurting deluge of sperm. 'La petite mort' the French call it, that second when you're completely taken, filled, drained...fucked. Completely defenseless!
As daddy slowly retreated, removing his sticky cock from my sex, I felt a loss that threatened to engulf me, cried, maybe screamed, "No, no daddy...please...stay...I need you."
"Hush baby," he answered as he engulfed me in his warmth. "Oh Gabby..."
He touched me, began by soft caresses. Our urgency still there as our hands moved relentlessly on the other.
A mans mouth on my nipples, a wet tongue circling my hard nipples, a mans caress on my cheek, thick fingers moving over my mound, my ass,
His cock, hard again, proud, filling me, filling his gasping, needy daughter. Making me thrash and writhe under him. My urgent upward thrusts of my hips an unconscious natural reaction that simply demonstrated my slavery to this man. To his cock.
A second sperm filled flood. I died a little more.
He carried me down to the surf, smiling, laughing in joy at the perfection of our union. As he carried me my hand found his cock, still impossibly hard and long. "Again?" I whispered in awe, my teenage girl's previous tentative research coming nowhere close to the reality of the feeling of this man inside me.
We made love in the breaking surf, daddy simply lifted me effortlessly up and down on his straining shaft. My head was buried in his neck, my warm tears trickling over his shoulder when his first bucking spurt of cum pumped deep inside of me.
"I love you," I whispered.
"You're crying?"
"I'm so happy."
He washed me, then carried me back to my blood stained bed. I was lying on my back, sore, exhausted, almost asleep when I felt the first probing of his tongue. "Oh daddddy," I moaned as his lips captured my clit. 'I can't...it's too much...oh gawd...please...please daddy."
He had a finger in my rear, holding me, as he tongued me, then swallowed my juice as I writhed helplessly under him, my cries of ecstasy carried away on the wind.
"It s beautiful," I said later as my hand lifted his fat penis from its resting place on his thigh.
"You're awake," he said smiling, a total joyous acceptance of our love bursting from every pore in his face.
"Did I sleep long?" I ran my moist tongue over his nipple.
'A while. They'll be coming for us soon."
"Can't we stay here tonight?" I slithered down his body, keeping my eyes locked on his as I moved.
"We have our own villa," he laughed as he watched my tongue dart out and lick a drop of precum from his crimson cockhead. "Sweetie," he groaned as I popped my lips around him and fisted his shaft in my small hand.
He hardened, lengthened in my mouth, filling me with just half his length. I tried to devour him, swallow him as I pumped with my hand...wanted to taste his sperm. He didn't let me.
Daddy lifted me off his cock, and then after turning me on my stomach, lifted my hips and spread my knees so that I was kneeling open before him. He was hard, powerful, commanding this time, all gentleness gone. This was a hard fucking that I found my body craved, each time he pulled my hips back to meet his thrusts I groaned in need, then finally was reduced to simply letting out a continuous whimpering sound that reflected my sexual slavery. Fuck me daddy, fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME, my demented mind screamed.
The boat was puttering through the reef when daddy finally emptied himself in me again. The pilot had brought a young girl with him, a maid, to clean up while he delivered us back to the mainland. We walked slowly down to the boat, naked, daddy still half hard, me with thick, white cum dripping down my thighs. We didn't care.
But when the boat had started back we heard a loud cackling laugh come from the girl left on the shore, and looking back saw her holding the bloodstained sheet up in the wind as she laughed.
"I think someone may hear about us tonight daddy," I said as I nestled in the crook of his arm.
"Will you marry me?" he whispered to my ear and the soft wind.
Of course I was going to marry him...and have his babies...and... We were fated to be one.
THE END
Voting is easy and brings instant gratification to the author. If you've got this far I assume I've at lest partly entertained you. Please take the few seconds to vote. I'd also love to hear back from you the reader. Opinions, ideas, suggestions, pet peeves, complaints, compliments are all appreciated. Send me a comment below or e-mail me through the link below.
If you liked this story you might also like my stories 'Daddy, I Whispered', 'Gayle's Dad', or 'Swimming With the Dolphins'.
Thanks, Jim.



        Daddy's XXX Casting Call

        She discovers family secret when her mom dies.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/daddys-xxx-casting-call

Title: Daddy's XXX Casting Call

Author: scouries

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: She discovers family secret when her mom dies.

Tags: grandfather, miami, father/daughter, oral, size, pregnancy




11:52 p.m., Boston, Mass, January 11, 2006
She clicked the cursor gently, immediately directing her computer to the site she'd been checking every night for the last week, the site that was impossible to resist – wwwScouriesFamilyEnterprisesInc. She stared for minutes at the picture that dominated the page, his smiling, welcoming face only drawing her in farther.
She clicked relentlessly through the tabs: Restaurants, Bars, Photography, Film, Video, Merchandise, Coming Events, News, and then finally Erotica.
It was boxed halfway down the page, a simple announcement that produced an ever widening smile as she read.
Bianca slowly stood when she was finished reading, letting the top of her pj's fall from her shoulders even as she rose. She pushed the bottoms quickly down her thighs as she moved towards the large, wall mounted mirror, stared for seconds at the smooth, milky white skin reflected in the dim light.
She cupped her full, firm teenage breasts in her soft hands, squeezed and caressed each of them before grabbing her fat nipples in her fingers and pulling them almost painfully. Stretching her moist tongue she licked each of the dark pink nubs until they were aching with her need.
She thought of the two men who'd soon possess her as her hand lightly moved down and over her curly, thick red pubic patch. Thought of her virgin blood coating the smiling mans thick cock when he'd finally pushed through her stretched, then broken hymen.
Then, as her finger first uncovered, and then urgently manipulated her throbbing clit, she felt the first tremor of her orgasm spiral upwards from her womb. Oh god, give me your baby, the eighteen year old groaned to herself as she felt her sticky juices oozing down her legs.
Miami/New York the same night
"Daddy," I yelled down the line when he finally picked up.
"You don't have to shout, I'm not deaf yet," Dad groused.
"Musta been a great cruise Daddy...you sound like you're back to you're normal friendly self," I laughed. My father, Roderick Scouries, was just back from a ten day New Years Panama Canal cruise and sounding as crusty and testy as ever. I'll wake him up, I thought, laughing to myself.
"What do you want at this hour anyway?"
"Feb 5th we begin shooting," I announced.
"Huh? Shooting what?" he asked but I'd heard the momentary excitement in his voice echo down the line.
"Part 2...the sequel."
"Part 2," he stalled. Pretending he didn't understand.
"You're going to have to get into the gym, lose that gut...maybe dye your hair..." I said, knowing how to rouse the old warhorse.
"I'm as good as ever," he boasted..... "Are you talking about that film we made last year," he finally asked.
"Yup." As if he didn't know.
"I never got a cent from the first one," he complained.
"Bullshit. Change the vowel and you were buried in them," I joked back.
"You're serious? You're going to make another one?"
"Put up the casting call on the site today. The little sweeties will be flooding me with CV's starting tomorrow."
"You've written the script? ...is there a part for me?"
"You're the star Daddy," I promised. "And I want you down here for the screen tests by the end of the month."
"I'm not sure I can get away," he hesitated.
"I've already booked your flight. Check your e-mail."
"But Jimmy."
"Gotta go Dad. Luv ya. Talk to you soon," I finished. Then laughed to myself thinking how tough it'd been last year...remembering my brothers surprise...my father's resistance....
A Year Earlier, January 2005, Fort Lauderdale
"You're making a movie?" my brother Bobby had asked me across his wide mahogany desk. "Are ya nuts? You don't know fuck all about making a movie."
"And didn't I study film at NYU?"
"Ya, like twenty years ago."
"Bobby, I'm only thirty-five fuckin years old."
We argued back and forth for a few minutes, more the old brother bullshit game, who's smarter, who can run faster, who's got the bigger dick, the old game we'd always played with each other.
Bobby, at thirty, five years younger than I, had just opened his own law office in Broward County, a rookie setting out after graduating from Columbia Law and then spending five years at a firm of entertainment lawyers in Miami.
I was financing his startup. And now I announced I was going to make him Vice President, Legal, and Assistant Executive Producer for my first film.
"A PORN FLIC?" he screeched when I'd told him the subject of the film.
We argued some more before I broke in and asked "How's pop anyway?"
"Good...okay...he missed you at Christmas."
"He's getting along all right?" I probed further. Mom had died eighteen months earlier and both Bobby and I were concerned about him, Pops, single and retired for the first time in forty years.
"I don't know," Bobby finally admitted. "He still misses mom, and he's still pissed off those bastards at the railroad early retired him."
"Is he getting any?"
"Shit Jimmy, moms just,"
"She died a year and a half ago," I interrupted.
"He's pretty old."
"What? He doesn't get hard-ons anymore?"
"Fuck, I don't know. Do guys in their sixties still do it?"
"Christ Bobby, wake up. I'm going to get him down here, get him laid. I've got some ideas."
"Oh shit," he said resignedly.
"The little topless girls on South Beach, naked Haulover pussy," I started.
"Christ, you're not going to take him to the nude beach? He'll have a fuckin fit."
"You know Bobby; maybe I could put him in the movie?" I mused, "Yes, that's a great idea little brother. Rugged senior citizen runs amok in Miami, plows through oodles of hot, young Latinas. Something like that anyway. I mean Bobby, who watches these flics? I think a lot of these old guys might like seeing one of their own get lucky."
"Jimmy, you are so out to lunch. Christ you're thinking of putting your own dad in a porn film. He'll kick your ass all the way to Key West."
"I'm going to be in it too."
"You're what? What have you been smoking?"
"I'll bet you I can get him in it," I said smugly.
"In your dreams Jimmy. A thousand bucks says you can't...shit I'll even give you two to one."
"Five grand," I quickly countered. "But if I win you've got to be in the film too."
I was shaking his hand sealing our deal before he knew what hit him.
"Maybe that bimbo yoga broad you're dating might like to be in it too," I said grinning as I stood up to go.
"Melissa's my fiancée you asshole," he yelled at my departing back.
~~~~~~~
Two weeks later after Bobby's and my talk, Daddy flew into Miami International on a warm Monday morning. When I'd broached the idea of his spending ten weeks in South Florida with his son he'd been a surprisingly easy sell, probably mainly due to the nor'easter that had deposited twenty-one inches of the white stuff the night before I called.
Watching him walk toward me across the terminal I couldn't help but smile, the love I'd always felt for him almost bursting through my chest.
Everyone always said we looked the same, that I was a chip off the old block. But Daddy had a toughness, a hardness of body and mind that I knew I'd never match. Brought up around his fathers fishing boat on the coast of Maine, he still had the ropy, working man's musculature on his wiry, six foot one inch body that ten thousand hours in the gym couldn't replicate. Even at sixty-three he was a man you'd be a fool to cross.
I pulled him into my arms and hugged him when we finally met, gave him a kiss on his cheek in welcome that his stern Yankee upbringing always found hard to accept.
"Okay, okay," he mumbled in embarrassment as he pulled away from me. "We don't have to cause a scene," he further complained even though I could read his happiness at seeing me.
~~~~~~~
"I've given you the best room in the house," I told him as I led him into the corner bedroom from whose balconies you could see both the beach to the east and the distant Miami skyline to the west.
Located between Collins and Washington streets, the building, which I'd bought five years earlier with some of the proceeds of the windfall gains I'd made when my partner and I had sold our internet photo company to 'Google' six years earlier, housed both my living quarters and my various companies.
Six stories tall, the solid, rectangular cement building had an art deco motif that reflected the architectural grander of its neighbors. And the rents I'd been able to charge had skyrocketed as South Beach had continued to draw the rich and famous from around the globe.
The ground and second floor housed restaurants and boutiques, Armani Miami, Versace, Dior, Louis Vuitton and Ralph Lauren among others. I co-owned two of the bars and a bistro with a restaurateur pal from New York, trendy spots that were making money hand over fist. The third, fourth and fifth floors housed a local ad agency I'd opened after moving to Miami, my photo studio, and a film production company. I lived on the top floor.
It was my film production company; a company originally set up as an adjunct to the photo business and had then grown a division that produced commercials, that was going to make the porn flic.
~~~~~~
"You still get horny Dad?" I asked him the next day as the two of us watched three nubile, topless teens splashing in the surf twenty feet in front of our beach chairs.
"What kinda question is that to ask your Dad?" he replied, a blush spreading across his rugged face.
"You and I, we've never have really talked about...you know...women, sex..."
"I think that's all you think of," he accused, "It's time you and Bobby settled down and started raising families. I'd like to see a grandchild some day," he groused.
"Bobby's got Melissa," I said with a broad smile on my lips, referring to the yoga expert from Boynton Beach.
"Christ," was all he managed to mutter, no more enamored of the lady than I.
"So, you're finished with sex then?"
"What, are you crazy? Of course I'm still interested...it's just"
"Have you done it? I mean since ma..."
"That's my business," he answered as his face closed up as tight as a drum.
"Yeah...I understand...it's just I thought maybe I could help you while you're down here...you know, set you up with some young sweeties."
"What? I look so broken down some kids got to get me laid?" he asked angrily.
"Of course not pop...forget it, forget it. When we get you over to the dance tomorrow night at the seniors home over on 9th Street I'm sure you'll be able to find..."
"Seniors fuckin home," he started to thunder.
"Shit pop, there has to be ten widows to every man over there, you'll have your pick."
"Fuck you Jimmy," he snorted, finally having realized I'd been kidding him.
~~~~~~
"So, have you ever wanted to be in a movie?" I suddenly asked twenty minutes later as we exited dripping from the Gulf Stream warmed ocean.
"Yeah right, Rod Scouries, deep sea fisherman, ex-railroad brakeman and engineer, now matinee idol."
"I'm making a movie," then added, "no shit, I am pop," when I saw his look of disbelief.
"What, Mr. Dot-com millionaire's going to finance some Hollywood epic?" he sneered.
"The hell with you papa, I'll get someone else for the part. I was just feeling sorry for ya...I know you're really not young enough or good looking enough for the part," I said as I gave him a light punch on the arm.
"What? You're the goddam casting director too?"
"Yup."
"What kinda bullshit," he started before I cut him off.
"Producer, director, screen play author, casting director...star."
"You are so full of shit Jimmy."
"I'm serious."
"So? Tell me," he finally demanded.
"Screw you. Your not interested...c'mon, let's go get a beer," I offered as I bent to grab my towel and bag, and then started across the beach.
"But...hey, wait up," he finally yelled.
~~~~~~~
"A sex flick? Like porn?" Dad asked over his beer as we sat on the patio of the Clevelander on Ocean Drive. Seeing my nod he added, "My son's going to make and star in a fuckin skin flick? We slaved away to send you to NYU so you could..."
"Shut up pa."
"What's this flick about anyway? You've really written it?"
"It's up here pa," I said, tapping the side of my head with my finger.
"You're casting the film tomorrow and you don't have a script? I think you got this all ass backwards sonny boy," he said shaking his head.
"Ya seen a skin flic lately Dad?" I was surprised to see him blush and quickly added, "You old fart, you have been watching them."
"Like hell...it's just that old Wally had a whole shelf of them...sent me home with some when I was over a couple of months ago."
"So you've never looked at them?" I laughed.
"Well."
"So how hard do you think they are to write?" I asked with a confident smile.
~~~~~~
Over dinner I fleshed out my ideas on my coming epic. "Listen pop, its going to go something like this," I started to explain. "Its about two young, handsome professional guys...living the good life on Miami Beach...sports cars, fancy condos, parties, pretty ladies everywhere..."
"Like you and Bobby...never settling down," he complained.
"So their old man comes down to visit, a rough old coot...you know, like you, starting to fall apart a bit," I said with a grin.
"Screw you."
"Anyway he wants to see them settled down a bit...get married...start families."
"So where's the sex Mr. Genius producer?"
"Well it builds up slowly daddy. We show both the boys with a couple of their dates...around the pool, in the Jacuzzi, in bed...hot scenes...and we've got the sexiest city in the world as background...the Asians will love it."
"The who?"
"We're aiming this product at the Far East pop...there's a huge market for this stuff over there...the Chinese, the Japanese, they love anything American...love seeing the beach, the sun, bikinis, naked white girls," I leered. "We'll sell em over the internet."

"You're nuts."
"You'll see," I promised. "Anyway, when the old guy gets to Miami, he starts moralizing to the boys. You know like you do. But what do you think happens when he keeps falling over naked twenty year old sweeties? What do you think happens when he comes upon his son's girlfriends tanning naked by the pool while the boys are at work? When a blond with the finest rack you've ever seen jumps into the shower with him?"
"What bullshit," he complains but I can see an awakening of excitement behind his eyes.
"That was the role I'd envisioned for you pop. Sorting out the girls for his sons. Test driving them so to speak, making sure the women who were going to bear his grandchildren were...well, you get my drift."
"God, you always were full of ideas Jimmy," he said shaking his head.
"You like it, don't you?" I laughed. "Now I didn't mean that you would have been expected to do all the work, I would have had a stand-in double for the sex scenes...they're pretty demanding,"
"What? Fucking a broad is demanding? For who?"
I didn't keep him up late that first night, in fact was hoping he'd spend the night dreaming of some of my made up scenarios, maybe rustle up a hard-on or two.
~~~~~~~
Dad for all his bluster wasn't going to refuse my invitation the next morning though. "We got over three hundred answers to our ad," I explained over breakfast. "We brought in about eighty of them last week, the ones who's CV's and pictures looked okay. Josie and Peter interviewed them last week, checked them out, we're going to see and screen test the ones they liked, sixteen of them today, the rest tomorrow."
"So what, you talk to them, get them on film? Do they have to get...I mean, do they..."
"Get naked? Bloody right pop, we got to see what they got. I'm going to want your input."
"Me?"
"Yeah...of course...you're our target audience. I want you to talk to them, give me your impression...tell me if you like their bodies...I need you dad. I'm putting a few bucks in this venture you know and unless you're too busy to help your son..."
"Well, if you put it like that...I guess I could help," he conceded as he tried to keep the interest out of his voice. As if any hot blooded male would refuse the chance to spend two days hanging out with thirty beautiful naked girls.
It's amazing what a young American girl will do to get in the movies these days! Shit, we didn't beat around the bush or give em any sugar coated tales of money and fame. I stood in front of the eight that were there in the morning (and again to the eight that arrived in the afternoon), and these were beautiful girls, told them right out, "This is a sex flic girls. You're going to have to get naked, have sex in front of the camera, maybe anal sex, suck cocks...we can only pay peanuts...the film will mainly be shown in the far east..." Christ, in a way I was trying to discourage them.
Sure there were a couple of strippers there, some barmaids, even a couple of illegals from Poland...but there was also a nurse, a U of M sophomore, two Dade college sisters, normal, clean cut American girls.
"So if you don't want to continue," I ended, "feel free to leave, no hard feelings girls."
No one left. Fuck, they would have paid me to appear in the film. For two days we tested them, filmed them naked, had them read the lines I was writing on the fly, finally reduced the thirty-three we saw down to a final seven who we ordered back for final tests Friday.
It broke my heart to turn the other twenty-five away; every one of them gave me their numbers, told me to call anytime, if I wanted to try... And these girls were goddesses. Go figure.
~~~~~~
Daddy and I took Thursday off, just jumped on the boat and headed out for a days fishing and beer. We insisted Bobby join us.
"I just can't take time off like you two bums," he'd complained as he came aboard.
"A Bud?" I offered as we pulled away from the dock.
"God yes," he said as he grabbed the proffered beer.
"Ya shoulda seen em Bobby," Dad told Bobby after we'd all had a couple of beers. "Proud as punch...flashing their titties everywhere...just came up and rubbed themselves up against me...ya never seen the like...bare little slits...not a goddamn hair down below on half of them."
"Ya didn't take one home pop did ya?" Bobby asked leering. "Just like fishing...put your pole out and bingo, you've hooked a red snapper."
"That one girl, Naomi something, I would liked to get my pole in that," Dad conceded.
I had to smile as I listened to them talking, I knew Daddy had bit; now I just had to set the hook and land him.
~~~~~~
"You want me to do what?" Pop asked Friday morning.
"Listen Dad, I gotta go out for an hour or so. We need ya. We got to make our final choices today...All we want you to do is to play the old man...Pete's going to film the test. We want to see what the girls look like, how they react when the father comes upon them naked in his son's bed."
"I can't act."
"Can you talk?" I asked as I headed for the door. "Just do what Pete asks."
"Are they going to be naked?" he asked to my departing back.
I simply slipped into the dressing room where Josie and my make-up girl, Penny, waited, and while she started to work on transforming me, Josie and I watched what was happening on stage on the monitor in front of us.
"You want to look exactly like him," the young girl asked, pointing at Dad as he stood uncertainly next to the bed we'd set up.
"Exactly," I insisted.
"His nose is different than yours," Penny observed as she continued to work.
"It's uglier," I said laughing. "He broke it three times before he was twenty."
"He's handsome," Josie said as she watched.
"Of course he is. He's my Daddy."
"Gosh, look," the makeup girl said pointing.
We watched as Dad stood talking to Ginny, the first girl we were testing that day. Naked, she was sitting up in bed, trying to act surprised at the sudden arrival of her lover's father, one of the scenes we planned to use in the film.



As daddy pretended to berate the poor girl, the role called for her to jump out of bed and then kneeling, curl her arms around daddy's legs.
"Your daddy's a good actor Mr. Scouries," Penny said giggling.
"Huh?"
"Look at the hard-on he's pretending to have."
"What?" And yes, daddy was sporting a huge boner, and over the next hour, as Penny finished preparing me, four other would-be stars awakened and commented favorably on what was sticking out from daddy's pants. One actually got it in her mouth.
~~~~~~
"You look just like him," Josie finally announced.
"Let's go," I ordered.
~~~~~~~
"What the fuck?" Daddy spat out when I arrived on the stage dressed just in a robe and walked towards him.
"Jimmy?" He finally asked as he peered at me in almost horror.
"Ta da!" I sang out and then asked, "So what do ya think?"
"Are you crazy?"
"Listen pop. I figure if I play two parts I'll save a few bucks."
"But you look just like me," he accused.
"Penny just used you as a model...for the flick I'll get her to make me better looking...more distinguished."
"What, I'm not distinguished enough all of a sudden?" he demanded.
"So how'd you do with the tests?" I asked, ignoring his comment. "Was he any good girls?" I asked, addressing the seven girls lounging around the stage.
"He was wonderful Mr. Scouries...really wonderful," the buxom blond named Naomi chirped in, "he definitely should be in the film. Your father would be perfect for the part," she giggled as she sidled up to pops and put her hand on the front of his shorts.
"Yes, yes, let him act in the film," the others echoed smiling, surrounding my embarrassed looking father.
"He's so big sir," the one who'd try to swallow dad enthused.
"He's too old," I said with a gruff finality, "now who wants to try a scene with me?" I was soon naked in bed with two extremely eager young potential starlets who definitely were prepared to work for their starring role.
"No, no girls," I had to repeatedly admonish over the next three hours, "We're just practicing."
Daddy watched. Hard as a rock!
~~~~~~~
"That was disgusting," dad complained when everyone had finally left and we were sitting on the deck sipping beers as the sun slowly lowered in the sky.
"The things you gotta do to make a buck these days pop."
"Fuck you too," he said as a broad grin spread his face. "You think you can handle both parts Jimmy...Christ, those barracudas will wear you out in one day."
"Don't bullshit me pop. You're so eager to ride little Naomi you'll be paying me to act in the film."
"God, the tits on that little gal," he moaned between sips. "I thought she was going to fall over every time she took a step. Not a goddam hair on that little pussy. Was tempted just to pick her up and bend her over and...well, you know," he finally admitted sheepishly.
"Wait til you feel hers lips around your dick pops. Christ, she was sucking harder than my vacuum cleaner. I knew you liked her. Now sign here dad," I directed as I pulled a contract from my pocket and handed him a pen.
"A contract! What, you don't trust your own blood?"
"Bobby insisted on it dad. Told me every actor in the film had to sign one before we let them work."
"Bloody lawyers. We never shoulda let him go to law school," dad muttered as he signed on the bottom line.
~~~~~~
Shooting started the next Monday. You'd think it would be hard to make love to a girl with twenty people watching you, with hot lights beating down on your back, people giving you instructions...
It was! For about two minutes. Then you could either do it or you couldn't. Daddy and I could. For three weeks we screwed our way around South Florida, on the beach, on a boat, in the Everglades, daddy even screwed a teeny little Chinese girl on the balcony of a Stiltsville house. He just bent her backwards right over the ocean as he pumped deep inside of her. I knew our target audience would love it.
We took our time. We weren't one of these fly-by-night outfits that try to film a complete hour and a half picture in one afternoon. We were trying to make a class production. And have some fun. Dads cock held out.
In fact the old geezer kept his son on his toes. Some of the girls even indicated that they didn't mind it at all when it was Mr. Scouries senior who was their filming partner for the day.
Then it became a hit!
JANUARY 2006 BOSTON There was a profound sadness in the young girl as she moved silently through the old house, moving from one familiar object to the next, trying to decide which to keep, which to throw. She and her mom had lived here since the day she'd been born and as she walked from room to room she felt an urgent need to rub her naked body on the walls, the furniture, the objects, her mothers clothes, as if this contact could somehow indelibly imprint the memories they evoked into her body forever.
As her mom had slowly faded over the preceding year Bianca had increasingly felt an almost debilitating lassitude overtake her and she now believed, that if her mother hadn't whispered those last few words to her on Christmas day, that she would have killed herself.
They had celebrated their last Christmas together, mom joyful and loving in spite of the continual pain and the knowledge that she had just days to live, another undeserving victim of a cancer that had grown in her breasts and escaped before they'd been radically removed.
"There's a shoe box...in the cupboard...please honey," she whispered Christmas morning.
Bianca had found it, pulled it down from the top shelf and then returned and sat next to her mom on the bed.
"It's dusty," she complained as she removed the band holding it together and lifted the top. 'Bianca Anne Downing Scouries' read the baptismal certificate that lay atop a pile of papers and pictures.
"This isn't my birth certificate," she said, confusion evident in her voice.
"You have two birth certificates," the girl's mom said.
"What? Me? Scouries?"
"It's your real name...you were baptized,"
"But?" Bianca interrupted.
"He's not really dead," mom finally whispered.
"What?" exploded in a whoosh from deep within her. Anger, hate, wonder, surprise, joy, happiness... "My daddy? He's alive?" she finally asked, tears streaming down her cheeks.
Her mother only lived three more days and although weak and semi comatose half the time, when she was lucid the two of them sat holding hands, her mother talking when she could, always smiling, relieved her daughter finally knew, telling her stories of her secret romance.
She'd been thirty-nine, living in Brooklyn, a single woman, a nurse who'd been hurt at a young age, left broken hearted by an older man who'd left her after proclaiming his love.
"I never recovered, hardly had a date from the time I was twenty until I met your dad," she confessed, her impending death allowing her to open her soul to her daughter.
"He was just a boy, a virgin..."
Jimmy Scouries. The boy next door.
The girl listened, enraptured by the tale of the young boy who had become her mothers only lover, the stolen kisses, the caresses, the day when both surrendered their virginity, the blood, the joy...
Her mother described every detail, every moment of their six month romance, shameless in front of her daughter, the fruit of her clandestine union.
"I loved his cock," she told her daughter remembering, "so big...hard...filling. You'll love sex honey," her mother promised.
"But what happened mommy, why wouldn't he stay with you?" Bianca finally asked.
"I didn't tell him...he never knew about you...I couldn't tell him sweetie. He was just a boy...his life was all ahead of him. I was forty. Pregnant. I couldn't face the shame. I sold the house and moved to Boston."
"Do you think he'll ever want to meet me?" the young virgin finally asked her mother.
"He'll love you," her mother promised.
~~~~~~
Mabel Downing died on the twenty-eighth day of December, 2005, her sixty pound skeleton of a body a pale reflection of the vibrant woman she'd always been.
Her daughter wept.
Bianca luckily was left relatively well off. The house her mom had bought nineteen years earlier had ballooned upward in price over the years and was now worth over half a million dollars. Her mom had carried a quarter of a million in life insurance. There were other investments.
The day after the funeral, on New Years Day 2006, Bianca googled the word 'Scouries' for the first time.
Her first hit happened to be a Japanese porn site. A movie trailer came on...she watched spellbound as an elderly man made love to a blond beauty called Naomi. It seemed to be set in Miami. That's weird, she thought, the guy seemed about sixty and was acting in a skin flic.
The pretty girl had never watched movies like this before. Oh, okay, once or twice she and her friends had giggled over a dirty movie. But she really had never been that interested. It was so icky. Her virgin dreams were somehow much different than the flickering images she and her friends had surreptitiously watched.
Still, her finger hovered uncertainly over the cursor, not yet clicking away as she watched the blond thrashing under the man. He's strong, even if he is old, she thought, watching the man's naked back and buttocks and thighs as he thrust into the welcoming girl.
She likes it, she thought silently, then gasped when the old man pulled out, baring his what seemed like giant cock to the young girls view, and then she watched awestruck as he turned and sent strand after strand spurting in long arcs towards the camera.

Still unable to click away, she watched when another scene appeared, and watched as a younger man appeared with another girl, a small girl, Chinese she thought, as she stared at the small screen on her laptop.
He was so much alike the elderly man from the previous scene, his son obviously, but then she wondered to herself, would a father and his son really act together in a film like this. He was in his thirties; the adjective virile sprang to her mind and seemed to have been invented just to describe him.
Like his father he was huge, his cock long and hard as he advanced on the girl cowering in her bed. God, he'll kill her, Bianca moaned as the man spun the girl on her stomach and mounted her like a dog might mount a bitch.
"Don't," she cried aloud when she heard the girl's moans, but then also saw the delight in the Asian girl's eyes, knew the girls pleasure was real, knew that the orgasm that played out in the next few minutes was better than any the girl had ever undergone.
Bianca fell back from the computer onto her bed, urgently tried to satisfy herself with the fingers of her left hand. She knew she had to have that cock inside of her.
She dreamt of him taking her. Then she dreamt of both father and son fucking her. Woke up sopping.
~~~~~~
It actually took her another day and a half to realize she'd been watching her father and grandfather. The next morning she had returned to the Japanese site, bookmarked it, then checked out the name of the production company, hoping to find a clue to the two men.
She found an English language site where she could download the film for only $7 U.S. and soon had it safely stored on her hard drive, and then spent the afternoon watching it from beginning to end.
Finally, early the second day she clicked on a site called ScouriesFamilyEnterprises, saw the welcoming, smiling man for the first time. Except it was the man in the film. His name was James Roderick Scouries, the name on the line for father on her birth certificate.
Her father was a porn star! Her grandfather too?? Recoiled from the thought. Was almost sick thinking of what she'd done with the two in her dreams. Questioned the decision she'd made days ago to go and meet this man whose seed had made her.
Then she watched the film again. Knew she wanted her father to take her maiden blood. Knew she wanted both men to possess her.
A couple of nights later, on January 11th, on the same evening Jimmy Scouries called his dad and told him about his plans for the sequel, she saw the black bordered boxed ad: casting call ScouriesFamilyFilms Sequel to 'Miami Meat' Filming Feb 5-28th Contact- Josie, po box 317, miami beach, florida, 34340 e-mail Josie@scouries dot cock
She spent the next two weeks packing, preparing...On the 27th she got in her car and headed south on I-95. She was going to be a movie star....
Miami January 2006
Daddy flew in on the twenty-fifth, eager to continue his career as an elderly sex symbol. Not so strangely to my eyes, the first had turned out just as I had predicted. Having an elderly man as one of the male leads, couple him with another who was obviously his son, set it in America's sexiest city, have seven of the most beautiful girls starring in it, sell it through the internet...it had become a financial bonanza after just nine months in release.
"How much did we make on that first film anyway?" Dad asked casually during dinner his first night in town.
"Has Daddy signed his new contract yet Bobby?"
"Not yet Jimmy, but I brought one," my brother answered as he reached into his jacket.
"You want me to sign another contract. Your own dad?"
"How much did you get last time pop?" I asked as I pulled out my pen.
"Sweet F. A."
"I bought you a new car this summer."
"Oh fuck it, give me the damn contract." After signing it with a flourish he asked again, "So did we really make any money on the first."
"Yes, I believe I did. What are the latest figures Bobby?"
"Well pop," he started to explain, "there were two main revenue streams in this project; one, DVD sales, and two, movie downloads direct from the Internet."
"Cut the bullshit Bobby!" dad ordered.
"Each DVD sale of $24.95 netted ScouriesFamilyEntertainment approximately $9.95 profit after postage, handling, financial costs, advertising, taxes, etc., etc. Eight hundred and thirteen thousand copies have been sold to date."
"WHAT!" Daddy roared.
"This then netted us approximately eight point one million in profits." Daddy simply sagged in his seat as Bobby droned happily on, "Direct downloads turned out to be the more lucrative stream though. Even though we only charged $6.99 a download, netting about three dollars after all costs, we have managed to push out just over seven million downloads to date."
I could see daddy doing the math in his head, see the eruption building. "You've made thirty million bucks in all," he demanded.
"More or less," I conceded.
"And I got a car?"
"That was a seventy-two thousand dollar car daddy."
"But," he started to sputter.
"Daddy, you're rich already. If we give it to you we'll just have to pay inheritance tax on it some day. Now let's get to bed, I want you fresh pops, we have screen tests starting this week."
~~~~~~~~
"What's this movie about anyway," pops asked the next morning as we ate breakfast.
"First of all, Bobby's not going to be in this one. Melissa's dead set against it." Yes brother Bobby had appeared in part one, although in a minor role compared to dads and mine. Melissa hadn't been pleased and surprisingly Bobby had then acceded to her subsequent ultimatum and married her.
Dad and I were actually starting to like her. Her being pregnant with Dad's first grandson and my nephew had produced a mellowing in our original harsh attitude towards her.
"Of course he's not. He's going to be a father soon," Dad agreed.
"So this time, it's just you and I," I continued. "I finally fall in love. Decide to get married to a beautiful, kind, intelligent loving girl. A virgin. With great tits."
"Figures. And then what?"
"You like her. Approve. Then fall in love with her yourself. Seduce her; rape her really, when I'm away. Try to steal your son's true love away from him. Even though he's been supporting you for years..."
"Yeah right. Like thirty million worth of support. So what happens in the end?"
"I'm not sure yet. I got a Taiwanese internet polling firm testing the different scenarios with our target audience. But shit dad, what girl wouldn't choose me?"
~~~~~~~~
2006 the sequel
"I've found her boss...you gotta see this test," Pete almost yelled as he burst into my office.
"Who?" Daddy asked.
"The star...the Goddess...this girl should be in Hollywood...fuck, starring in a hundred million dollar film."
"What's she doing here them?" Daddy wanted to know, the distrusting Maine fisherman never far from the surface.
"Skin so luminous we won't need extra lighting...green eyes and silky red hair...breasts...oh shit boss, breast riper that the juiciest apple...a triangle of pubic hair that draws your eyes..."
"Have you been smoking again Pete?"
"Fuck you boss. You wanted a girl that would drive a daddy and his son apart. A girl any man would die to possess... those Japs are going to be pulling their little pricks so fuckin hard they'll wear them out, the"
"Pete, Pete, who is this goddess?"
"Miss Bianca Anne Downing, an angel," he enthused.
"B...A...D, bad?" I asked laughing.
"She'll be in at ten tomorrow...I cancelled all the other tests...you'll see," he promised.
"Has she acted before?"
"You'll see."
~~~~~~~
We all simply stood openmouthed when Miss Bianca Downing was escorted on scene by Josie at ten the next morning. I finally turned and mumbled to Pete, "Shit man, why didn't you tell me she was perfect?"
"Screw you boss," he laughed.
"Mr. Scouries," the angel breathed, a broad welcoming smile on her face.
"Miss Downing?" I asked and then offered her my hand. She simply walked by my hand and plastered her body against mine. Then she gave me a quick European peck on each cheek as I felt her nipples harden against my chest. Every man in the room groaned.
When she danced backwards out of my arms I almost fell.
"And you're the handsome member of the family," she said as she turned and embraced my still awestruck Daddy.
"Miss...yes I...I mean...I'm his father," Daddy stuttered.
"You were so good in the first film...handsome...and then in bed, with the blond...you were so strong, so virile, so sexy...it's why I wanted to play in this one."
"You did? Well...thanks Miss," dad continued to mumble while I wanted to ask her, what about me?
"Should I take off my clothes now sir, my dress?" she asked Pete as she moved towards the centre of the stage.
While every man in the room nodded their heads eagerly, I answered, suddenly jealous of sharing this girl with anyone, "That's not necessary Miss Downing, Pete got some good shots yesterday."
"But I wasn't naked. Maybe you better check if I'm okay in front of the camera. Under the lights. Without my clothes on," she added as twenty some heads continued to nod in agreement.
"I don't think we really have to," I started before being interrupted.
"I think we should boss...we have to get everything set, the lighting, the marks, make sure Miss Downing's makeup is okay, well you know," Pete said.
All of us gasped when she slipped the two spaghetti straps off her shoulders and let the dress drop to the floor.
"Jesus H." Daddy groaned, then added, "You're not wearing any underwear."
"I though it'd be easier," Bianca said sweetly, then walked around the room and introduced herself to every man and woman in the room.
Oh lord! I was in love. We all were. Even the women wanted her.
~~~~~~
"I don't think this is a good career choice for you Miss Downing," I started when Daddy and I had finally dragged the girl from the studio and upstairs to my condo for lunch.
"Call me Bianca or Bee," she insisted. "Why not sir?"
"Jimmy, call me Jimmy. You can call that old man sir if you want to," I replied indicating dad.
"Do you want me in the film Mr. Scouries?" she asked dad plaintively.



"I think Jimmies worried this isn't the right type of film...I mean a beautiful girl like you could do so much better," Dad argued. "What will your parents think? Having sex in a film with an old man."
"I don't have any family. My mom died...at Christmas...cancer...I don't have a father, or a grandfather. You can be my grampa sir," she added.
"If you're just doing it for the money, I could probably help," I started.
"I'll earn it by myself, I don't want charity."
"You're a young girl, you don't understand about men," dad argued.
"I had to do things...when I was younger...fourteen, fifteen, sixteen... he made me, he sold me to his friends," she lied.
"Who did?" dad and I shouted, both of us ready to kill this bastard.
"A pimp. He beat me. Hurt me," she cried. "Then I finally got away. I went home to mama...she was dying...but he still wants me...I don't want him to find me Mr. Scouries," she pled as tears slid down her cheeks.
"You'll stay with us Bianca," dad announced as he took the trembling girl into his arms, "we've got lost of room here, don't we Jimmy?"
She moved in that afternoon but in the ensuing days she couldn't be dissuaded from acting in the film. Both dad and I tried to talk her out of it as we escorted her around Miami, from the Everglades to Little Havana, from South Beach to Key West, from a Panthers game to watching Shaq, but always smiling she simply refused.
Dad and I were both in love with her; the movie scenario was playing out in real life. We both tried to get her into bed but she gently refused and slept alone.
"Maybe we should practice, do it once alone before we do it in front of everyone," I suggested repeatedly in the days leading up to the big scene.
"I'm more experienced, you'd probably be better with an older man," dad would object.
"The first time...with both of you, it should be on camera...real...love...sex," she struggled to explain.
~~~~~~~
When we started filming we spent the first couple of days getting outdoor shots from various locations around town. Backgrounds and fillers that highlighted the beauty of our fair city. Then the big day finally arrived.
~~~~~~~~
"I don't want this just to be a typical porn film sex scene," Bianca, standing naked, was instructing Pete and the whole film crew who were surrounding her when I entered the stage. "You're professionals," she added as she looked at each of them in turn.
"Yes Miss Downing," Pete, our director agreed as everyone else nodded.
"Mr. Scouries is going to make love to me. He's playing a man who's in love with an innocent virgin... me," she said grinning shyly.
"Lucky dog," Jake, one of our cameramen, muttered.
"We're not in any rush. We're definitely not trying to save film here. If he's capable," and here she looked up and smiled over at me, "we may be at it for quite some time. Hours maybe," she laughed. "Now don't run out of film."
"Yes Miss Bianca," echoed around the room as the laughing and happy crew moved to their places.
"And I thought I was the producer," I complained when Bianca finally walked over towards me.
"Morning Mr. Scouries," Bianca cooed into my ear. "I thought you might have enough already on your mind," she said as her hand lightly touched my penis through my jeans. "it's such hard work...although you do seem ready," she teased, laughing as her fingers traced my raging erection.
"And good morning to you Miss Downing," I answered as I lifted her hand away.
"So, are you going to make love to me today?"
"Yes ma'am."
"Pretend I'm the most desirable woman in the world. Make love with me like you would if you really wanted me to be your wife," Bianca
"You are the most desirable woman in the world."
"I love you Mr. Scouries. Jimmy..."
"Are you sure about this," I asked.
"Forget everything, everyone else. No matter what happens, love me," she pled.
"SILENCE ON THE SET," Pete suddenly yelled, "positions everyone. Jimmy, Miss Downing," he directed.
In the script I was to silently enter my fiancés bedroom as she slept naked, watch silently in the soft moonlight before sliding onto the soft, silk sheets.
"ACTION," Pete called.
She took my breath away when I slipped back onto the set; she was simply one of those girls who captured you totally every time you saw her. For minutes the four cameras we were using moved from Bianca lying open and naked on the bed, to me, as I moved silently around the room, staring.
Bianca's knees were spread as she feigned sleep for the cameras, her sex open among a bed of red pubic curls. My cock leapt to attention, punching through the fly on my boxers in a salute to her waiting insides.
"What?...Who is it?" Bianca demanded as she suddenly woke. "Jimmy? Is that you Jimmy?"
"I can't wait," I groaned, my lines completely forgotten as I slipped onto the bed.
"Not before our marriage," she protested and then when she saw my waving pole, gasped. "Oh my gawd Jimmy, I can't," she started before I captured her lips under mine.
For the next few minutes, as she pretended to struggle for the cameras, her body unreservedly welcomed me. Her breasts were just that perfect mixture of firmness and softness, full handfuls that were capped by straining pink nipples that seemed to leap to meet my hands.
She gasped, then moaned my name as my fingers moved remorselessly over her silken hills.
"Ohhhh," she grunted as my hand moved down and across her mound and slid down her already moist slit.
Spreading her with my fingers I saw her red insides bared, then felt her body tremble as a finger found her waving, uncovered clit.
"Pleassssse...Hurry," she cried, her hips now thrashing in need.
I moved my hands relentlessly over her, her hips, her breasts, her bum, her back, through her hair, then back to her engorged sex.
"Do it Jimmy...now...please Jimmy...love me...fuck me," she finally wailed, her total surrender obvious to the camera, as her hand captured my thick prick and pulled it towards her.
"Are you sure honey," I whispered as I held myself just above her, supporting my weight on my extended arms.
"Hurry," she whimpered.
Then her wailing, "aaahhhhhhhhhh," exploded through the set and echoed back as I punched deep inside of her.
I immediately felt the blood flow hotly over my engorged shaft, vaguely understood she was a virgin as I again and again thrust inside of her.
If you ever see the film and you listen carefully just seconds after Bianca's deflowerment you'll hear a muffled, "Jesus...she issss a virgin," that one of the crew spat out. But we were oblivious to everything except each other.
I finally sensed her hurt, saw her pain, and momentarily slowed my assault. "No, harder...more," Bianca demanded through her tears. "Please daddy, make me a woman" she whispered as her ankles locked me in.
I hard fucked her! But tenderly. With love. It's hard to explain. I was a piston pounding into Bianca's dark cave. But her cunt was somehow responding to every inch of my burning cock, squeezing, caressing, igniting a million nerve endings even as I moved in and out of her.
"Ohhhh, Daddy," she screamed as her orgasming body opened spasmodically to my suddenly spurting sperm. Again and again I bucked inside of her, depositing thick loads of creamy cum into her pulsing womb.
Daddy? I wondered as I felt myself being drained.
Even the cameramen were drained when we finally fell apart, both of us sticky from Bianca's blood and our combined juices.
"TEN MINUTES EVERYONE," Pete announced.
"NO, we're not finished yet," announced Bianca when she saw the men leaving their positions.
"But Miss Downing, don't you want a break?" Pete asked.
"No, Mr. Scouries isn't finished yet, are you sir?" she asked me as she moved over and straddled me.
"Honey," I complained but she'd already captured my erect slab of meat.
"ACTION," Pete called needlessly.
"And if you're good Jimmy," Bianca promised as she lowered her cum filled vulva over me, "I'll eat your little friend when he's through."
I'm sure you've seen the film by now. Seen how this red haired, long legged beauty rode me for minute after minute, how she howled as I grabbed and kneaded her luscious orbs, how again and again she lowered herself onto my pole, meeting every one of my arching thrusts with a feral grunt. How she actually passed out as a second load of cum oozed from her body.
~~~~~~
"I thought you were supposed to eat my little friend," I chided, smiling, when she came around a couple of minutes later. Pops was holding a glass of water to Bianca's lips when she opened her eyes.
"I'm okay grampa," she said to dad, her hands snaking towards my resting snake. "I'll eat him," she promised as she bent her head.
"ACTION," Pete yelled just as I felt her moist lips envelope my cum covered cockhead.
She swallowed my spurting flood while her eyes flashed lovingly at me. I fucked her standing up, her arms and legs locked around me. Then from behind with her on all fours. Squirted on her face as I pumped between her breasts.
We filmed all day! I knew I'd put my baby inside her!
~~~~~~
"You should have told me," I insisted.
"It might have ruined the scene," she retorted.
"What happened to all the lovers you told us about? All the experience you supposedly had? The evil pimp selling you to his friends," I demanded.
"So, you didn't like it? Like me?" she accused.
"I love you," I swore.
"Leave the poor girl alone," My father insisted as he folded Bianca in his arms. "You shouldn't have been so rough with her."
"I liked it," she whispered into Daddy's chest.
"Are you sore honey?"
"A little. A nice sore though. It tingles. I may not be able to our scene...the sex scene I mean...not for a few days...I want to be all healed for you grampa."
"We don't have to honey," dad said even as she wiggled herself against pop's groin. I was jealous as I watched dad's shaft growing against skin.
"I don't think we should continue the movie, the parts definitely not right for you Bianca. We could get married," I begged.
"The movies not finished. I want to be with grampa. Besides, we can get married in the movie."
"It's not the same."
"I loved it...everything," she promised as she took my hand in one of hers while rubbing herself against dad.
~~~~~~
A week later we filmed daddy and Bianca's scene. It had been scripted that the old man would take his son's fiancé out for a tour in the everglades, during which he'd force himself on the defenseless girl.
Pete and the crew had set up on a grass and tree covered hummock deep in the swamp. We had arranged it so that Dad and Bianca would sweep into view on a fast moving airboat that cut through a sea of grass.
"Remember grampa, it's supposed to be a rape scene...be evil, dangerous, mean," Bianca giggled as the boat coasted into shore.
~~~~~~
"ACTION!!!"
"Oh Mr. Scouries, it's so beautiful," Bianca the actress announced as she pranced across the mound. "I just wish Jimmy could have come with us."
"Look over there honey," dad said pointing, an evil grin on his face.
"A crocodile?"
""No sweetie, that's just a gator," dad laughed.
"Oh look, he's coming towards us," she cried as she cowered back into daddy's arms.
"Don't worry, I'll protect you," daddy promised as he wrapped his arms around her, pulling Bianca back so that her firm round bum was tight against his groin.
"He wants to eat me," she giggled.
"He'll have to fight me first," dad boasted as his cock filled with blood.
"You're so brave Mr. Scouries," Bianca trilled as she spun in dad's arms and pushed her breasts against him.
"And once I've whipped that gator I may eat you," daddy said as he drew her head back towards his and licked across her chin and mouth.
"MR. SCOURIES!! What are you doing?" she yelped just before daddy captured her mouth.
"God, you're a hot, little sweetie," dad said when he finally released Bianca's lips and started to pull her tank top over her head. "You're too good for that deadbeat son of mine," he growled menacingly as her shirt ripped in his strong hands.
"No. No please sir," Bianca cried when daddy grabbed and squeezed her firm breasts. "HELP...HELP."
"No one but me and the gators out here baby," dad gloated as his hands went to the belt buckle on his jeans.
"Oh my gawd," she cried as daddy's thick prick bounced upward into view. "I'm Jimmy's fiancé, you can't," she added as she stepped back. "You're his father! It's not right!"
"You make me so hot, little girl," daddy said as he approached the retreating girl.
"NO," Bianca yelled as she turned and started to run, her firm breasts jiggling delightedly as she moved.
Standing behind the cameraman I watched as my grinning, confident dad stalked the cowering girl, watched when he finally caught her and stripped the jean shorts from her milky thighs. I had to fight myself from rushing to her rescue and hated the thought of what I knew was to come.
"NO," Bianca screamed when daddy forced her onto her back on the grass.
I watched trembling in anger as daddy forced his cock inside her slippery pink insides. Knew exactly what he felt, knew that Bianca's cunt was tightening around his shaft, clenching, demanding, welcoming...
For minutes as daddy pumped into her Bianca moaned and protested, but all of the watching crew could see the obvious delight the young girl was increasingly showing. We all sensed as she locked her ankles around daddy's back that the two of them were becoming oblivious to everything except their approaching orgasms.
"YES, YES GRAMPA," Bianca finally screamed as daddy's spurting orgasm started to flood inside her.
He finally pulled out, his long prick dripping.
"Oh Mr. Scouries," she cooed as she grasped his still hard and waving cock and moved her mouth towards it.
"Suck it baby, suck it," daddy the actor groaned as she took his sticky cockhead between her lips. I knew they weren't acting. He held the back of her head in one strong hand, holding her on his prick, pushing, forcing more of himself into her small mouth. She was smiling adoringly up at daddy even as he forced more and more cock down her throat.
I was hard, rock hard, and knew that every man in the little clearing was just as hard...I could sense that at any second the crew could drop their cameras and just fall on my helpless Bianca. We all wanted her. Would almost do anything to have her.
"Fuck me sir, please," she begged as she pulled her mouth off daddy's prick and turning got on her hands and knees and offered her sweet ass to daddy.
"So, you do like your father-in-laws big prick after all," he chortled, his fist holding and menacingly waving his dripping cock.
"Yes sir," she said as she looked back over her shoulder.
Grasping her hips in his strong hands, he pulled her bum back toward him as he thrust forward into her sopping pussy. "I'm saving your little butt for another day," daddy promised, then gave Bianca a few firm whacks on her quivering cheeks as he proceeded to pump another load of cum deep into his granddaughter.
I looked down, and surprised, found my cock in my hand, masturbated as I watched my father's juices oozing from Bianca's pussy.
"Again," she ordered pops as she lay splayed on her back in the grass. I had to reluctantly admire my old man as over the next two hours he played Bianca until she was just a groaning, continuous orgasm. Her arching, moaning body was a continuing tribute to his sexual mastery.
They finally lay back, sticky and naked, and said nothing as the crew slowly packed up.
"Need a lift back boss?" Pete offered.
"I'll go with them."
"Okay....we'll see you later," he offered, shaking his head as he hopped into his boat. Looking back he said, "You know Jimmy, this is going to be the fucking greatest porn flic of all time.
"Hi," she said when I finally wandered over.
"Hi honey."
"Love ya," she whispered as she sank into my arms.
"Me too....are you okay pops?" I asked.
"C'mon here gramps," Bianca said with one arm outstretched, welcoming.
"You two are going to have to share me," she added when she had an arm around each of us.
~~~~~~~~
We didn't wait for the Taiwanese polling firm to tell us how to end the film, instead, four days later, we filmed a scene with the three of us making love.
We'd been practicing it for the preceding three nights. Sharing a woman with your father? It was weird. Even more so for daddy than I. He was a tough old Maine fisherman. Proud. Reserved. Taciturn. Modest.
Now here he was naked and hard in bed with his son, similarly naked and hard, and the girl of his dreams was naked between us.
Bianca had been adamant. Both of us were her lovers. If we didn't like it she'd leave.
"Maybe we could alternate nights or something," a perplexed but erect dad offered.
"Both of you...together," she insisted as her tiny, soft hands closed around our hard cocks and made us her slave.
I had deflowered her, now Bianca insisted dad be the first to have her bum.
"But honey," I tried to protest as she sat straddling me.
"Both of you at once," she ordered as she lowered her pussy over my engorged horn. "Grampa," she invited, looking back over her shoulder at dad who was standing naked and erect beside the bed, a tube of lube in his hand.
I could feel his big finger when he pushed it through her puckered anus, could feel it just centimeters away from thrusting cock.
He pushed insistently with his thick finger, widening her as he spread the lubricant deep inside her bum.
"Yes grampa...yessss," she moaned as he manipulated her tiny, tight ass.
"It may hurt sweetie," he warned when he finally pulled his finger out and spread her cheeks with his strong hands.
"Unhhhh...unh...unh...unh... unh... unh... daddy... grampa... ohhh god...yes..." Bianca screamed as dad filled her with his massive prick.
It was weird feeling the two of them atop me, each of dads stabbing thrusts pushing Bianca's cunt onto my now throbbing shaft. We finally reached equilibrium, with the three of us moving in unison in a triangle of lust.
Two big cocked, highly sexed men and a teenage girl, in a way it doesn't seem fair but Bianca simply had a hunger for the two of us that seemed insatiable.
At first dad and I had trouble looking at each other. But then it didn't matter. She'd arrange us on the bed with our legs interlocked so that our pricks were side by side. Then move her mouth from one to the other as her hands pumped our long shafts or fondled our balls.
Then gulp down our seed when we finally exploded between her lips. Slowly dad and I moved from competing with each, deciding finally that the sexual threesome we shared was somehow more exciting, more fulfilling than anything we'd ever experienced before.

The threesome scene we filmed for the movie was just the culmination of four days of naked lust. We filmed it on the beach, at dawn, three naked bodies meshing in a continual copulating triangle. And when the film finally came out it was hailed as the greatest scene in porn history.
Somehow, every man or woman who sees the film understands that it wasn't fake, that the love shown up on the big screen is simply a reflection of reality.
Our final scene of the movie was a shot of daddy escorting Bianca down the aisle of a church, delivering a beaming bride to his son who was proudly waiting at the altar.
~~~~~~~
"Hi," I welcomed when she finally came home on the day we finished the film, the day we'd filmed the mock wedding.
"Hi," she answered.
"Where've you been?" I asked as daddy watched nervously from across the room.
"Walking on the beach...it was nice...the sunset..."
"You okay sweetie?" dad asked softly.
"I love you grampa...you too," she said as she slipped into my arms.



"We both love you honey," dad insisted as he moved to hug us both.
"I have secrets," she whispered.
"Like your supposed prostitute youth," I tried to tease, but knew from her expression it was more serious.
"You may hate me."
"Never...never honey," dad promised.
"I don't know if I should even tell you," she said as a tear slipped down her cheek.
"Don't then...we don't have to know all your secrets," I softly said.
"There's an envelope...on the dining room table. Some papers inside...you two better read them...I'm going to bed," Bianca said as she moved from our arms and backed towards the door. "I'll leave tomorrow if..."
"But..."
"Night."
"I'll come," daddy insisted.
"Go with Jimmy...please."
~~~~~~~
"GODDAMM IT!"
"What is it," I asked as I saw the papers skip from dad's hands towards the floor.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned when I read the words.
"She's your daughter," dad finally gasped. "My granddaughter!"
~~~~~~~
"If you two don't want me I'll go."
"You're my daughter. We can't..." Dad and I were standing just inside the door, watching Bianca lying in bed, lit only by the faint light from the street that seeped ominously through her windows.
"So you want me to go?"
"No honey, it's just that," dad started.
"I did call you grampa," she answered and both of us heard the tears in her voice.
"Don't cry Bianca," dad begged as he hurried to her side.
"Don't send me away, please grampa, you're the only family I have" she cried. "Every one else is dead."
"No ones sending you away," he promised.
"Daddy?" Bianca pled as her eyes captured mine.
"You're not going anywhere," I said as I moved to her side.
We married for real two days later. Daddy was best man. The three of us then spent our honeymoon on a private Bahamian island.
Eight months later November 2006
She was just emerging from the ocean when I looked up from my book.
"Look dad."
"She's beautiful isn't she?" he asked needlessly as his eyes captured her. "Do you need any help Bianca?" he called.
"No grampa," she gasped as she climbed up the beach towards us.
Topless, her breasts seemed huge, so much larger now, ready to feed the baby who was waiting to emerge from Bianca's distended belly.
"Don't stare daddy," she said as she sat down in her grampas lap.
"How can I not?" he asked laughing.
"You're beautiful," I promised from my chair.
"Hah. I'm fat. Your baby's making me fat."
"You're perfect sweetie," dad insisted, then gave my wife a kiss on her receptive lips.
"The next one will be yours grampa," she promised, then slipped her fingers into his bathing suit.
"Bianca!" daddy hissed as his eyes franticly searched the beach for watchers.
"You're always so big...so hard," she giggled as she freed daddy's straining manhood.
"Not here honey," he groaned as she slowly pumped him.
"They'll just think we're making another movie grampa," she laughed.
THE END
You alone can bring democracy to the Scouries of Florida! Please, cast a vote for Bianca and her kinfolk. We have no hanging chads here. The authors of Literotica work tirelessly to try and bring a little amusement and excitement into your day. All for a simple vote. And if you feel like it, we also love hearing your comments, both good and bad. Comment below or e-mail me through the link belwo. Thank you for reading, Jim Scouries.
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"Do you think they've been doing it?"
"Doing what?" her mother asked.
"Cathy and Bobby. Do you think they're ...well, you know...having sex?" she asked blushing.
"PATTY!"
"What? Look at them mom...she's all over him."
"They're far too young."
"Gina thinks they're doing it. Her sister was in their class this year."
"He's still a virgin," the mother insisted as she watched her son Bobby and his girlfriend Cathy kissing through the kitchen window. "When did you see Gina anyway?"
"She got home from school on Sunday. She says her sister told her that Bobby's the hottest guy in her class. All the girls like him."
"That doesn't mean he's sleeping with anyone. Cathy's a nice young girl."
"She's a cheerleader, a blond."
"So that's why you're mad," Patty's mom said laughing. "Gosh, you're the prettiest girl in town and you're jealous of your little brother's girlfriend," she teased her daughter.
"I'm not...it's just he's having sex and I'm still..."
"There's no hurry sweetie," her mom said as she put her arm around her shoulders, "you'll find Prince Charming one of these days."
"Yeah right, like when I'm a thirty year old 'old maid'."
"Stop complaining, you've got more boys chasing after you than any of your friends."
"I know ma," she sighed. "But I still think those two are screwing."
"They're not! And your vocabulary certainly hasn't improved since you went off to University."
"I'm going to ask Bobby."
"Don't you dare."
"And I don't think Bobby's that little...I mean it was just something Gina said," Patty replied, blushing again.
"What'd she say now?" her mom interrupted.
"Do you think Bobby's big? You know...his penis."
"That's disgusting! Talking about your little brothers penis."
"I know... its gross," she said with a grimace. "Still, Gina's sister told her that Bobby's got a reputation. A beeeeg reputation," Patty added grinning as she held her hands a foot apart.
"In my day girls didn't talk about boys penises."
"Hah! You had me when you were seventeen. You must have known something about them back in the old days," Patty answered with a big grin.
Blushing back, the tall, dark haired thirty-six year old mother answered, "Not enough. I was pregnant before I knew what was happening."
"Yeah, but look, you had me," her daughter smiled in response.
"Luckiest day in my life," her mom laughed, hugging her daughter tighter.
"I love you ma. Gosh, I really don't want to go back to school next fall...I missed you so much this year."
"I missed you too Patty...at least we'll have the summer together. Now come on, let's have lunch; it's time to leave the lovers alone."
"So you don't know if he's big," Patty persisted as they turned away from the window.
"I haven't seen your brother naked since he was about eight," her mother lied. "And it was teensy then," she laughed as she wiggled her little finger. But she knew she'd never forget the image that was burned into her brain. Her son, asleep, naked on top of his sheets, his blood filled cock thrusting angrily upwards.
"I don't think it's that size now," Patty answered laughing.
"His dad... your dad... was big," her mom finally admitted, still thinking of the recent morning when she'd found her son's door open when she went to wake him. His huge erection had mesmerized her for minutes before she'd finally slipped away.
"What? He was? How big? Mum."
~~~~~~~~
"Hi Mrs. Coursey, hi Patty," Bobby's girlfriend said with a big smile when she and Bobby came into the kitchen fifteen minutes later.
"Hi honey," "Hi Cathy," the two women answered.
The three women talked for minutes as Bobby hovered in the background. And he couldn't stop the thought that came to him as he watched his blond girlfriend standing between his mom and sister. It was an idea that had insidiously invaded his conscious mind when he'd first become aware of females as sexual creatures years ago. It was a thought that had never left him completely since. Simply stated it was an acknowledgement that he found both his sister and mother more exciting than any other woman he'd ever seen.
He'd hoped that maybe with Patty away at school, and that with his recent sexual explorations, that his sexual desires, shit, his lust, for his mom and sis would fade. But just watching Cathy next to them, even as he remembered the ecstasy he always felt when buried deep inside of his girlfriend, he knew she simply couldn't compare.
~~~~~~
"No date tonight?" Bobby asked his sister when he entered the den and found her curled up under a blanket on the sofa later that night.
"No...I'm just going to watch a movie. You see Cathy off?"
"Yeah...they're gone. Where's mom?"
"She went over to see Millie, said she'd be back by midnight. Are you all packed?"
"Yup. Watcha watching anyway? You mind me joining you?" he asked as flopped down on the sofa next to her.
"Sure, c'mon on," she offered as she lifted the blanket that was covering her.
"Sexy...very sexy!" Bobby said with a whistle when he saw his sister was just wearing a low cut tank top that reached down to just cover her waist.
"Yeah right. Miss Sexy with no boyfriend," she groused as she nestled comfortably against her brother, her full breasts leaking from their thin cover.
"Poor girl," he answered as he tousled her hair, his eyes watching the movement under her shirt.
"You'll miss Cathy a lot, won't you?" Patty asked her brother wistfully. The Coursey's were leaving the next day for their annual four week vacation at the family cottage on the ocean.
"Not so much," he finally answered softly. "Besides, I'll have you and mom all to myself for a month. What man could ask for more," he teased.
"Yeah sure....Bobby, do you two do it?" she asked timidly.
"What?"
"You know."
God, had his older sister had just asked him if he was having sex. He could feel the blood rushing to his cock, could feel Patty's breast against his arm, could feel her leg curled against his.... "Yes," he finally answered, whispering in her ear.
"I knew it," she mumbled almost inaudibly. "God, you're so young."
"I'm eighteen. I'm a man," he insisted as he put his arm around her and hugged her.
"Yeah right. How long have you been..."
"Doing it?" he interrupted. "A while."
"Do you like it?"
"You must know," he answered as he caressed her arm, his eyes furtively sneaking more looks down her top. His cock was rock hard as he caught a glimpse of her nipples, thick, hard, dark stubs so unlike his girlfriends. "So?" he asked when she didn't respond.
"I'm a virgin," she whispered.
"Liar," her stunned brother spat out.
"I am," she insisted.
"But what about all your boyfriends...Johnny, Ricky... Sid? Christ you two went out for months. You're almost twenty."
Seeing her slowly shake her head he added, "We all thought you were the hottest girl in school...everyone..." he sputtered.
"Who did?"
"All my buddies. When we were sophomores and you were a senior...they were always asking about you...who you were sleeping with...what you looked like nude...had I ever..."
"Those perverts! What'd you tell them?"
"Bobby!" she insisted when he started grinning.
"I may have exaggerated, made up a bit," her brother finally said chuckling.
"What'd you say?"
"Oh...that you walked around the house in your bra and panties... that I'd seen you in a little skimpy yellow lace bra...that I saw you making out with your boyfriend...that I'd seen your breasts, your nipples...that I saw you naked after a shower...your hair, down below," Bobby answered grinning, ticking off each of his points on his fingers.
"You pig!"
"They loved it. You were the most popular girl in the whole school for my friends. They always wanted to hear my latest story. They were always staring at you in the cafeteria or when they saw you in the hall...wondering."
"How'd you know what my underwear was like?" she demanded.
"I checked...from time to time," he admitted blushing, but with a cocky grin.
"You went in my drawer? You touched my underwear?"
"I didn't say that," he answered but she knew he had.
"You didn't show anyone...do anything with them, did you?" And then, after not getting any answer from her brother, added, "You're horrible." But even as she said the words she wondered if he'd ever put a pair of her panties on his penis, rubbed it, put his cum on them. Felt a little shudder between her legs.
"Was it Cathy's first time too? When you did it for the first time?" she finally asked. What?" she added when he didn't answer.
"Cathy wasn't my first," he answered hesitantly.
"WHAT!" Who was?"
"Just someone. You probably don't know her," he said, not wanting his sister to know his first had been one of Patty's best friends.
"So you've slept with two girls?" Seeing his blush deepen, she demanded, "More?"
"Three," he finally admitted.
"Who?"
"I can't say...it's a secret...I promised."
She could see his cock straining against the front of his shorts as he talked. Yearned suddenly to put her hand on it, grab it, milk it, suck it...Jesus...he's my brother, she thought, then begged, "C'mon Bobby, tell me...please."
For seconds he hesitated, then finally admitted, "Cathy's mom...it's why I'm glad we're getting away from them for the summer."
"CATHY'S MOM? Mrs. Brown?... oh my gawd...that's disgusting!" And yet as she said the words she felt a jealousy for this woman who'd seduced her brother. "She's like forty."
"Thirty-eight, she's just a little older than mom."
"And you seduced your girlfriend's mother? What about poor Cathy?"
"It was sorta the other way around," Bobby said blushing.
"That's revolting. Sleeping with her daughter's boyfriend. Does Cathy know?"
Shaking his head he said, "It's been driving me crazy. I'm tired of both of them. I'm afraid Mrs. B's going to tell Cathy. Christ, I got so I was scared to even go over to their house. You won't tell mom will you Patty?"
"No. I should though. You've become a pervert."
"They're not even that good looking."
"Cathy's nice, cute...but yuck, not her mother."
"You're much better looking than Cathy. Whenever I see her with you, like today in the kitchen, I wonder what I'm doing with her."
"I'm not. Besides I'm your sister."
"You and mom. You're so beautiful. Your hair. Your legs. Your smiles. Your breasts," Bobby said admiringly.
"What about my breasts?" she asked. "You've never seen my breasts...Bobby!" she screeched as her brother put his hand on her top and pulled it away from her body.
"Your nipples are much nicer than Cathy's...or her mother's," Bobby said grinning as he let her top snap back. "Your breasts too."
"You're sick," she accused as she shuffled back from her brother on the couch. "Why are they nicer anyway?"
"They just are," her brother answered, his eyes intently watching the thin, white panties now exposed to his eyes as her tank top rose up her thighs. "You're beautiful."
"I'm not," she protested, then saw where he was staring. Blushing, she stammered, "I'm going to bed...goodnight."
"Night sis...do I get a kiss goodnight?" he asked as she started to stand.
When she bent to kiss her brothers cheek she saw his eyes drift to her now fully exposed breasts, then realized she didn't care, in fact she wanted him to look...wanted him to desire her. She quickly kissed his lips instead of his cheek, then looked down and saw his shaft clearly outlined.
"I'm glad you're home Patty," her brother said to her back as she hurried confused from the room.
She dreamt of her little brother's prick all night. His big prick, and she was now sure it was big, penetrating her. Tossed and turned as images of her deflowerment raced through her mind. What does it look like she wondered? What would Bobby's cock feel like when it was inside her?
Bobby stayed in the den after his sister had fled, simply sat and fondled his thick cock as he thought of what had just happened. "God, I saw her tits," he mumbled out loud as he moved his hand up and down his shaft. Could Patty really be a virgin? She must have seen his penis tenting his shorts...she really didn't seem that angry when he looked down her top.
I'll be her first, he finally realized just as he felt the first tightening in his balls. I'll have all summer to seduce her, seduce mom too he suddenly thought as the fist string of sticky cum blasted outward from his bucking cock.
~~~~~~~
It was a two hundred mile drive to get to the five acres of land that sat isolated on a remote barrier island and faced the Atlantic Ocean. It was a drive the three of them had made together for the last eighteen years.
It was ten miles from the nearest town and only accessible by an old wood bridge that spanned a wide creek that separated their spit of land from the rest of the sandy island. It had been in the mothers family for two hundred years but the only building still standing, after a fire had destroyed the main house twenty-five years earlier, was a small sleeping cabin that had escaped the conflagration.
They spent every summer there. The mother of course had spent her childhood summers there with her parents. With cousins and aunts and uncles all crowded into the big house. Now the land was hers, and since the fire she had returned each summer with her children. Just the three of them.
They had electricity on the island and after the fire she had converted the three hundred square foot sleeping cabin into a small cottage, one with a small washroom, an open, tiny kitchen, a small sitting area and a bed the women now shared.
Bobby had finally been exiled to a tent he had set up thirty feet from the cabin when he as fourteen, giving the two women their privacy and he his freedom.
The front of the cabin faced the breaking waves of the ocean across a swath of white sand. A small covered porch ran around the front and south side of the cabin, a place the three often congregated in the early evening as they b-b-q-ed their dinner.
They'd always been happy there. It was their true home. They swam and fished, read side by side, played board games and cards at night, sang old songs and even danced, talked easily. The three had formed a bond in their summer isolation that was perhaps the essence of their lives. They'd always been comfortable together and, though popular and with many friends when at home in the city, the quiet comfort they found in each others company reflected their true nature.
There had always been a physical casualness between them. And although they wore bathing suits during the day, shorts and summer tops at night, there had never been any embarrassment about their bodies. When young the children had often swum and played naked on the warm sand, and all three had seen each other naked under the outdoor shower that sat attached to the north east corner of the building.
It had only been in the last few years, as the children had matured sexually, that the easy near nudity and casual physical contact they'd always shared, had been slowly lost.
They arrived late on that Saturday afternoon but within minutes were comfortably ensconced, their lifetime familiarity with the place making the transition from city person to seaside resident easy. And they all felt the happiness that seemed to envelope them the second they got out of the car and smelled the ocean all around them.
~~~~~~~
"Will you spot me?" her brother asked her after breakfast their first morning at the beach.
"I want to swim...then Mom and I are going to town to shop," Patty answered impatiently, her body, clad in just a skimpy yellow bikini, almost irresistable to her horny brother.
"We're not going for a couple of hours honey," mom interjected. "Help your brother."
"I'm in my bathing suit."
"Pleeeease Patty," her brother mock begged, sinking to his knees in front of her.
"Oh, all right."
He led her over to where he had set up his bench and weights on the north side of the sleeping cabin, a site protected from the hot summer sun by the shade provided by the large banyan tree his grandfather had planted fifty years earlier.
"You've got bigger," Patty couldn't help saying admiringly when Bobby had peeled the sweatshirt over his head and stood standing next to her in just a pair of shorts.
"I lifted all winter. I want to get stronger for football season."
"Your chest, your biceps...they're nice...so big," she said as her fingers lightly traced his pecs and then ran over his nipples.
"I'm a man," he boasted, then flexed his arms and chest in the classic weightlifters pose. "Feel my biceps," he ordered.
"It's not fair. I used to be much bigger than you. You were just a shrimp," she said as her fingers tried to circle his bulging muscle.
"Hah! Anyway, you're pretty tall...for a girl...much taller than Cathy," he said as he put a hand on top of her head. "She's only, like five-two, a midget, I prefer someone taller, like you. You're what....five-nine?"
"Yes," she said proudly, her sparkling, dark eyes staring into his.
"And you're pretty big yourself," he laughed as he cupped her breasts, squeezed once and then jumped back.
"JIMMY!"
"Well, you touched my chest," he said, a broad grin on his handsome face.
"Pig," his excited sister replied.
"They're much nicer than Cathy's," he said as he lay back on the bench and looked up at his sister hovering above him.
He was wearing a pair of those thin, school grey, cotton gym shorts that come with an inner mesh that keeps a man's cock and balls from spilling out and down his leg. But as he lay on his back, repeatedly lifting the heavily loaded bar up and down above his chest, her eyes continually strayed to his groin, to his thick penis that was clearly outlined each time he arched his body off the bench to lift the weight.
He touched my breasts! My little brother touched, gosh, squeezed my breasts, she thought as she watched him. Her skin was still burning where his fingers had been, she could feel her nipples straining against the thin cloth. Don't look at it, you're becoming a slut, she continually admonished herself as she imagined putting her hand into his shorts and seizing his manhood.
As he pressed the heavily laden bar up from his chest he looked up at his sister standing above him, her hands ready to catch the bar if he needed any help. Her legs were spread and as he strained to lift the bar his eyes were continually drawn to the small patch of yellow cloth that sat at the juncture of her legs just inches from his eyes.
He could see her little slit outlined under he thin cloth, felt himself getting harder and harder as he watched the three or four rogue, curly, dark black pubic hairs that peeked from under the cloth.
After twenty-five minutes of heavy lifting he finally stopped. "You're sweaty," Patty grimaced even as her finger traced Bobby's six pack stomach.
"C'mon...lets go swimming...I'll carry you," he announced, then lifted her effortlessly in his arms and started running towards the breaking waves.
"Bobbbbby!" she squealed in protest even as she put an arm around her brother's neck and leaned her cheek against his muscular chest.
He threw her out into the surf and then as she surfaced coughing felt him pull her against him. Felt his cock hard against her mound. "Don't!" she ordered as he lifted her and again tossed her into the swirling sea.
She surfaced six feet away from him, laughing now, knowing a breast had slipped from its cover, then watched as her brother's eyes latched on to her dark, hard nipple. She took her time covering her jiggling orb, even stretched her nipple before slipping it under the yellow cloth.
"Much nicer than Cathy's," he finally said.
~~~~~~
A powerful thunderstorm blew in off the ocean late their second night at the cottage, one of those summer storms that can deliver a deluge of water in just minutes.



"Poor Bobby," Patty said to her mother as they lay side by side in the one bed in the cabin, a queen size brass bed that dominated the small space. They'd both woken when the thunder had started to roar.
"I'm going to check on him, he may be drowning out there," her mom answered, hopping out of bed just as another peal of thunder crashed overhead.
Her daughter, clad in just a thin t-shirt that barely reached mid thigh, quickly followed her mom out the screen door and joined her on the covered porch. They both peered through the darkness and the pounding rain towards the little clearing where Bobby had set up his tent.
"Oh my god! He'll drown," Patty shrieked when a bolt of lightning lit up the area and the two women saw the pond of water that was forming around the tent.
"BOBBY....BOBBY!" his mother yelled, her breasts moving under the thin cloth of the short nightgown she wore.
"Ma?" they finally heard and when the next flare of lightning hit they saw his head peering through the flap of his tent.
"Come up to the house. You can't stay out there," his mom ordered. Five seconds later they saw him again, momentarily lit up by another flash from the sky, moving towards them, naked, water dripping from his muscular young body.
"Patty, go get Bobby a towel, he's naked," her mom directed, but for seconds her daughter waited, waiting for the next illuminating flare.
"You're soaking," mom almost scolded when Bobby finally reached the haven of the porch's overhang. "You should have come in earlier."
"I thought it was okay...just raining...I was asleep...then I woke up...there was water everywhere...my sleeping bag...my clothes were all soaked," Bobby gasped as he stood dripping in front of the two women.
"Towel Patty," mom ordered as she ran her hand through her son's soaking hair.
"Yes ma," Patty answered as she rushed inside, then was back seconds later with a small bath towel.
"Patty, he needs a beach towel...something to cover himself," her mother complained, but the eyes of both were hungrily locked on the shaft swinging freely between his legs as he dried his hair with the small towel.
Eventually another couple of towels were found and Bobby was escorted into the small cabin, and ended up sitting on the couch, surrounded by the two fussing women.
"I'm okay. I'll just sleep on the couch...you guys can go back to bed," he finally told them.
"No, you'll sleep on the bed...with us. There's lots of room, isn't there Patty?"
"Yes ma," he daughter agreed, her whole body tingling in excitement from what she'd seen.
"Put on some shorts, then come to bed."
"Yes ma. I gotta go pee first though." God, they were both staring at my cock, he thought to himself as he held his streaming hose over the toilet. Felt himself hardening as he thought of their thinly clad bodies that would be lying next to his. They'll have to feel it tonight, he thought.
The two women were lying in bed when Bobby returned from the washroom, and they silently watched when he let the towel fall from his waist and then moved to the clothes closet where he finally located a pair of boxers. They couldn't help but notice how his penis had hardened, and then, as he pulled the shorts up his legs, saw it momentarily caught before Bobby shoved its straining length under the cloth.
"Here, sleep between us," mom directed as she patted the bed between she and her daughter.
"You don't have enough room ma," Bobby said as he snuggled between the two. "I can take the couch."
"Don't be ridiculous. It's three in the morning. Let's just get some sleep," his mom answered even while feeling her son's hardness touch her thighs.
"Do you snore?" Patty asked as she snuggled her breasts against her brother's back.
~~~~~~~~~
"Ohhhh, I'm tired," Patty muttered when she finally woke the next morning.
"You're finally awake," mom sang out from across the room.
"What time is it? Who...," she started to say as felt the body against her. "Bobby?" Then remembered the night before.
Lifting her head so she could see over the muscular chest just inches from her mouth, she saw her mom across the room standing at the stove. "He hogged most of the bed," she complained, but even as she spoke she was aware of something poking against her stomach.
Jesus, she thought, as she looked down between their bodies and saw the long pole sticking out from the fly of Bobby's shorts.
"He takes a lot of space doesn't he? When I woke up I was almost on the floor," her mom answered in a clearly happy tone of voice.
"Well, I guess it wasn't too bad for one night," Patty answered as she watched her hand move of its own will towards the waiting shaft. Don't, she mumbled to herself, then felt the smooth hardness of a man for the first time.
"What honey?" her mom asked.
"Nothing ma," she answered, lost in the feelings coursing through her. She slowly ran her hand up his cock as her insides opened, lightly fondled his balls as her nipples tightened in desire.
She felt him stir but still held him lightly in her palm, then saw his eyes pop open but still was reluctant to release him. Slowly she finally let her fingers open and pulled her hand back, and then in a complaining tone said, "You're finally awake. Now at least I can escape."
"Are you awake Bobby?" his mom shouted across the room. "C'mon you two, get up, breakfast is almost ready."
"I'm trapped," Patty protested, then started to climb over Bobby's body. Half way over him she suddenly felt his hand between her thighs, momentarily cupping her mound through her damp panties.
"What're you cooking ma?" Bobby asked as she hovered for second after second on his hand, then he lifted his head and gave her a quick kiss on her lips. "Morning Patty," he cooed in her ear.
"Let me out," she ordered, then slid her body slowly over his. "Do I have time for a swim mom?" she asked as she headed to the washroom.
"No. And you get going Mr. Lazybones," she directed at her son. "You've got to hang up the tent and organize all your wet stuff once you've eaten."
"Yes mommy," he laughed as he jumped out of bed and hugged his mother.
"Get on with you," she smiled. "And put some pants on...you're not very modest like that," she said as her eyes dipped downward.
"Whoops," he laughed when he looked down and saw his semi-stiff prick sticking out of the fly.
Christ, he mumbled to himself later as he hung the soaked nylon tent on the clothesline, I showed mom my cock. And Patty touched it! How long had she been holding it he wondered as he hung up his wet clothes? She let me touch her mound, feel her slit.
~~~~~~~
It was a beautiful day, and after their late breakfast and after finishing their chores the two women prepared for a day tanning and reading on the beach.
"Are you going to be late?" Bobby's mom asked him as he grabbed the car keys.
"The game's at one...I probably won't get back til six or so," he answered, eager to go.
"Drive slowly honey," her mom ordered as she gave him a kiss before he fled out the door.
~~~~~~
Patty was surprised when her mom unsnapped her bikini top and let it fall to the sand.
"What?" her mom asked when she saw the surprised look.
"Nothing...I forgot, we used to swim topless all the time."
"With Bobby growing up the last few years I thought I better not," she said laughing.
"They're so beautiful mom," Patty said as she undid her top. "Big and round, soft..."
"They're starting to sag," her mom complained as she put her hands under her full breasts and lifted.
"Yeah right mom. I wish mine were like yours," she said in admiration.
"Mine used to be like yours...firm and high...proud..." she said remembering.
"Yours are bigger."
"Just a bit...they got bigger when I had you two," she said as she moved so that the two women's breasts were just touching. "See, your nipples are above mine, your breasts stand up more."
"Yeah, like a quarter of an inch," Patty laughed. "Our nipples look exactly alike though."
"We both have long, fat ones don't we?" her mom asked laughing as she moved her breasts so their nipples touched. "I used to get so embarrassed when I was young and they'd pop out like this."
"Me too," her daughter answered. "Everyone knows when I'm cold...or...," she laughed.
"Here, put some sunscreen on my back honey," her mom asked as she handed Patty the tube and turned.
Patty slowly oiled her mom's back, then moved around and started on her front. "What's it like mommy, when you're full of milk, when a baby sucks on your teat," she asked as her hand caressingly applied sunscreen to her mother's full breasts.
"It's nice, you'll like it honey," her mom promised as she took the tube from her daughter and squeezed a big drop into her palm.
"Gosh, no ones even kissed my breasts yet; I don't think I'm going to have a baby anytime soon."
"Here's a quick preview," her mom said as she dipped her head to her daughters left tit and then enveloped her taut nipple between her lips.
"MOMMMMY!" Patty squealed as her body arched towards her mothers mouth.
"Now the other one," her mom giggled and then ran her moist tongue over Patty's other engorged nipple. "You have puffy nipples just like mine," her mom said when she finally released her squirming daughter.
"They feel like they're ready to burst...oh god, what'll it feel like with a man?"
"You'll find out honey," her mom laughed. "Now c'mon, lets go for a swim."
Fifteen minutes later the two tall women, both with long, thick black hair, and looking more like sisters than mother and daughter, emerged dripping from the ocean. Before lying on her beach chair Patty bent and pulled the wet panties from her legs.
"He won't be back for hours...we're all alone, they're so clammy," she rushed to explain to her bemused mother.
"I agree," her mom answered as she quickly shucked her bottoms.
"We look alike there too," Patty said as she looked at her mom's full, but trimmed pubic triangle.
"God, I'm glad you're not one of those girls who shave everything."
"I tried it once. I looked like a little girl...I prefer some hair."
"Me too," Bobby's mom answered.
~~~~~
They read silently for twenty minutes, both of them luxuriating in the feel of the suns rays on their bodies, before Patty finally said softly, ""I saw it this morning."
"You saw what?"
"Bobby's thing. It was poking me when I woke up. It was hard and he wasn't even awake," she said with a question in her voice. "Sticking right through his fly."
"Boys...well men...they often have erections in the morning...even when they're sleeping...he woke me up too...it was poking my bum," her mom laughed. "My nightie was almost at my waist, he was right against my bare skin."
"He did?"
"Uh huh."
"It's gross."
"Oh, it's not that bad."
"They're sort of ugly aren't they? ...And how does he get it all inside of Cathy anyway? She's so small."
"We don't know he and Cathy are doing it."
"He told me," her daughter told her mom.
"He did?" Seeing her daughter's insistent nod she added, "Well, they usually fit honey, somehow."
"He's big though, isn't he? I mean, what's normal anyway?"
"Well, your brother is definitely full sized Patty, in fact we could probably call him an extra large."
"Is it better...when it's bigger?"
"Yessss," her mom answered, a big grin on her face, remembering what Bobby's father had felt like.
"I touched it...with my hand...it was different that I thought it would be. Hard...but smooth. I know I shouldn't have, but it was just sitting there, I couldn't stop myself," she hastened to explain to her now laughing mom. "Bobby woke when it was in my hand."
"I think I'm getting horny mom."
"Oh Patty," her mom said as she hugged her daughter.
~~~~~~~
"WHAT'S THIS? Nude day at the Coursey's," the two naked women suddenly heard shouted from behind them.
"BOBBY!" Patty squealed as both women's hands flew to cover their bare thighs.
"What are you doing home?"
"They cancelled the game. The other team couldn't get here, apparently the storm last night washed out a road," the excited teen said as he sat at the foot of his mother's chair. He'd actually been watching them for the last ten minutes from a distance, drinking in their naked beauty.
"Don't look," Patty ordered, trying now to cover her breasts with one hand and her pubic pelt with the other.
"Why not? I sorta like the look," Bobby said leering, "and just think of how much you're going to save not having to buy clothes."
"Bobby," his mom warned, but she couldn't hide the amusement she felt. Nor not feel the excitement.
"You could be Patty's big sister mom...or her twin," he said as his eyes roved over her nudity.
"Yeah sure," his mom responded, but he sensed the pleasure she got from the compliment, and couldn't help but notice that his mom hadn't covered her breasts like Patty had.
"You two are so beautiful...so sexy. Patty and Chrissie, two beautiful twins, naked sirens trying to lure lost sailors to their shores," he teased.
"Hah," Patty interjected, but she did let her hand slip away from her breasts. Both women's nipples were straining outwards towards him.
"Well, Chrissie does have slightly larger breasts," her son finally admitted as his eyes flicked from one to the other.
"Bobby!" his mother warned again, then added, "And you shouldn't call your mother Chrissie."
"I told you you're breasts were bigger, better," Patty complained to her mom.
"No one said mom's breasts were better than yours my dear sister. In fact I must say your breastworks are simply magnificent. Extraordinary in fact. One in a million," he enthused.
"You're crazy," his suddenly beaming sister said.
"And I gotta say, you two have the biggest, longest, most exciting nipples I've ever seen."
"Whose nipples have you seen anyway young man," his mom asked, but her preemptory tone couldn't mask her obvious excitement from her son eyes.
"So, anybody want to go swimming?" Bobby asked as he stood and dropped the shorts he was wearing.
"What are you doing?" his sister asked as the two women stared at the three quarters erect penis just inches away from their eyes..
"I sorta like this idea of a nudist colony," he laughed, posing for seconds in front of his mom and sister, then turned and ran laughing into the white-capped surf.
"He's impossible," Patty said smiling at her mother. "And I still don't know where it all goes. It's huge!"
"Bigger than his father," his beaming mom agreed.
"Does it get you excited too mommy?" her daughter asked innocently when Bobby slowly emerged from the ocean. He was fully erect as he slowly toweled himself off fifteen yards down the beach from where they sat. He could feel their hungry eyes on him.
~~~~~~~~~~
"Did you ever smoke mom?" Bobby asked after they'd eaten their bar-b-q'ed fish dinner later that night and were sitting in the small cabin, Bobby and his mom on the couch while Patty lay stretched on her stomach on the bed. Their mom, who believed in introducing her children intelligently to alcohol, had uncorked a bottle of white wine with the meal and the three of them were perhaps just slightly high. The radio was playing oldies softly in the background.
"It's a disgusting habit. No, of course not. And if either of you," his mother started to warn.
"I mean a joint...you know...marijuana."
"Bobby!" his sister said angrily.
"I just wanted to know. Chrissies not that old...everyone tries it at least once."
"I didn't," Patty protested.
"Liar."
"Well, maybe once or twice," Patty admitted.
"Have you Bobby," his mom asked, a clear concern evident in her voice. "You're so young," she started to add before Patty interjected.
"He's not too young for you know what."
"Patty!"
"Did you mom," Bobby asked again.
"Just because I did something once upon a time doesn't mean you should do it," his mom answered blushing. "Okay, yes, I've tried it."
"Mother!" a scandalized Patty interjected.
"I never really talked to you two about drugs...I probably should have. You guys aren't doing anything bad are you? Ecstasy or that awful Oxy stuff?"
"God no. That's for losers. Once in a while at a party we might smoke up...not often...it's better than getting drunk," Bobby admitted.
"Patty?" her mom asked.
"Once in a while. It's around at school. I did it maybe three or four times this year."
"Me too," their mother said.
"What! This year? You're a mother...you're not supposed to," Patty protested even as her mom and brother broke out in broad smiles. "You two are impossible."
"I've got one...a joint," Bobby blurted, "maybe the three of us could..." he said, his voice trailing away in invitation.
"But mom's here," Patty protested again, a protest that probably produced her mother's next words.
"Yes maybe that's a good idea Bobby. Better than doing it behind my back. You're adults now."
"Bobby isn't," his shocked sister muttered.
All three of them were nervous when Bobby reappeared with a fat joint in his hand.
"Maybe we shouldn't," Patty said as her brother struck a match and inhaled deeply. "Oh god mommie," she protested when her mom took the roach from her son and drew a lungful of smoke deep into her lungs.
Still, she took the proffered smoke when her mother passed it, inhaled, coughed, giggled, pulled another lungful, passed it on.
They were all feeling pretty mellow by the time it was down to a half inch long butt.
"That's a song from my day," Mom said as another oldie came on the radio. "I used to dance to that one with your father when I was fifteen or sixteen," she said as she swayed her body to the music.
"I took you for more a rapper, maybe goth...or dance hall," Patty giggled as she mimicked her mom's slow moves. "Not this."
"Yeah, but at the end of the night, when we wanted to close dance," she said, then stood and took her daughter's hand in hers, "then we played these slow ones. Do you want to dance handsome?" she asked her son, holding out her other hand to him.
"Really? Oh yes mom...I mean Chrissie," Bobby said as he jumped to his feet and took his mom's hand.
At first they danced conservatively, their bodies apart, Bobby's left hand extended and holding his mothers right.
"You're a good dancer mom."
"You sound surprised. I was like the best dancer in my high school young man," she said as she dropped his hand and put both her arms around his neck.
"You fit me...Cathy's so short," Bobby whispered as his mother nestled her head between his shoulder and neck. And when he'd put both arms around her back and gently moved her so they were lightly touching from breast to groin, he added softly in her ear, "you smell so nice mommy, so nice."
Suddenly he felt her lips on his neck, hungry, wet bites that sent blood coursing madly up his cock, and then he moved his hands to her firm bum, pulling her against his urgent need. They danced two dances plastered together, swaying as one, his prick proudly poking his mom....
"My turn," Patty demanded as the second song ended. Chrissie conceded her place to her daughter but Bobby could see the reluctance in his mother's eyes, and for a second had to fight the urge to simply throw her on the bed and have her.
"Can you dance big sister?" he finally asked Patty as she moved into his arms.
"Noooo, of course not, I'm just dumb Patty," she pouted as she melted against her body.
"You're beautiful," he whispered back.
"Don't make fun of me."
"You've always been the one."
"I have?"
"I'll be your first," he promised.
"What?" she whispered liquidly in his ear, of course knowing exactly what he meant.
"Your first man. In you, filling you...this," he said hoarsely as he grabbed her hand and forced it between them, forced it under the elastic belt of his shorts.



"Don't Bobby," she protested as she tried to pull her hand away. And over Bobby's shoulder she could see her mom watching them from the couch. He held her wrist for seconds, not allowing her to withdraw her fingers. Slowly her resistance faded, then tentatively she started to move her hand up and down his length, exploring, arousing, caressing, promising....
"Gosh Bobby, it's so big, so hard, so long," she whispered in his ear. "It'll never fit."
She stroked him for two dances. Gasped when he slipped his hands under her shorts and cupped her firm butt. Moaned when his finger caressed her anus. Almost melted when his finger pushed into her pussy.
The three of them continued to dance for a couple of hours. Their bodies made clear promises to each other that didn't have to be articulated in words. They all knew what the future held. The women finally staggered to bed around two...their son and brother passed out on the couch. All three dreamt of forbidden pleasures.
~~~~~~~~~
"You know Patty's a virgin?" his mom asked as she and Bobby watched his sister swimming in the surf as they sat side by side on the beach the next day.
"Are you going to stop us? Only you can," Bobby said as his eyes searched his moms.
"I don't want Patty hurt."
"You know I'd never," he protested.
"I know honey," his mom answered as she put her hand on his thigh for a moment.
"I have your permission? To make love with your daughter?" Bobby asked.
"Yes."
"To marry her?"
"Oh Bobby, you can't," but then conceded, "Yes honey."
"You too. After," he promised, his eyes ordering, beseeching.
"I'm your mother."
"I love you. Want you. Do you want me Chrissie?" he asked as his hand cupped her head and drew her towards him.
"Yes. Yes baby," she cried, then felt his tongue penetrate her mouth.
He's kissing mom, Patty gasped as she looked up and saw her mom and her brother intertwined. Oh god I love him, she thought as she watched Bobby finally break away from her mom and stand. Mommy wants him as much as I do, she suddenly realized.
"Ya coming swimming?" Bobby asked his mom as he stood over her.
"No, maybe later," she laughed, "go swim with your sister. Bobbbbby, leave your suit on," she tried to order him as he slipped his suit down his legs and turned toward the ocean.
Will he really want his older mother after he's had Patty, she asked herself as her eyes followed his tight, muscular bum as he ran toward his sister?
"God, you are a pervert," Patty accused as Bobby splashed up to her and stood just feet away from here in the knee high water.
"You're the one looking at her brother's penis."
"Well, you've got it flapping up and down so much...how could I miss it? Anyway it's an ugly little thing...men aren't nearly as pretty down there as women," she said.
"You liked touching it the other morning, seemed to like it last night too," he teased.
"I'd never seen one before. Or touched one. I was just checking."
"Wait til you feel it tonight...in another place," he laughed as he lifter her in his arms.
"I won't. You're terrible."
"Your breasts are beautiful."
"Hah," she said as her face lit up in pleasure.
"Will you marry me? Have my babies?"
"You're crazy," she laughed. I won't have to find anyone else she thought as he lifted her and then tossed her out into the deeper water. My brother's the one I've been waiting for. "Yes," she yelled when she surfaced from her dunking. "If you really want me."
"Yesssss," he yelled back, knowing that the two women on this beach were his only future.
~~~~~~~~
"I'm going to sleep in the tent tonight," Chrissie said at about eleven that night.
"What? Why?" Patty asked.
"I want some fresh air for once. Bobby can sleep on my side of the bed."
Patty understood immediately. She knew her mother was okaying this union of her children, not only okaying but also giving her blessing. There would be no hiding, no lies between them ever.
"No," she shouted just as her mom reached the door. "I want you here," she said as she felt both their eyes on her.
"But," her mother started.
"I want you with us mommy," she insisted, "When we make love," she added, letting them both know she understood.
"Bobby?" she asked as she turned to her brother with open arms.
"You're trembling," he said as he felt her shiver against his chest.
"I'm scared."
"You don't have to be."
"I know...but I am," she said as her soft hand found and seized his surging manhood.
"I'll be gentle," he promised as their mouths meshed together.
"That's not what I want," she panted when she finally pulled her lips off his. "Be a man, all man," she demanded as she stroked him.
He marveled again at her beauty after he had quickly stripped her top and shorts from her body. He pushed her back onto the bed and saw the moist, pink gash open between her dark curls. Then spread her knees even farther apart and brought his round cockhead to her gates.
"Bobbbbbby," she gasped as he split her engorged sex in one, long, hard thrust. Oh jesus, she thought as she wrapped her legs around her young brother, it's so much better than she'd ever imagined. She felt impossibly full.
Nothing had prepared himself for this overwhelming sensation of completeness that hit him as he felt her ankles digging into his buttocks. Every nerve in his cock was somehow being awoken by his sisters tightening insides. He was in heaven. Her pussy was the promised land. His other women had been nothing like this.
"Pattty...I can't hold it...ohhh...ohhh," he yelled as her insides clenched his suddenly erupting cock. He looked up as he felt his penis flooded by their combined juices and saw his mother sitting on the couch, naked, her fingers moving urgently on her mound.
"I love you Bobby," Patty whispered as her brother started to move again inside of her.
"I'm sorry," he started, "about how quickly..."
"It feels so good," she answered as she put her finger on his lips to quiet him.
"I'll be better," he promised.
"It couldn't be any better than this," she cried as her body started to spasm in orgasm under his urgent, pounding, thrusting hardness.
~~~~~~~
"Let me kiss him," she said when he finally pulled out, his cock coated and sticky.
"Later," he answered as he turned her over on her stomach and then lifted her to her knees.
"Again?" she asked as she felt his cockhead run along her ass.
Just as he shoved his prick into his sister's oozing channel he saw his mom stand and move toward the door.
"Mom?"
"I'm just getting some air...I'll be back," she said softly, then slipped from the cabin.
He rode Patty hard this third time, holding and squeezing her breasts as he pounded into her from behind. She was noisy now, yelling, screaming her pleasure as her brother's penis quickly transformed her into a writhing slave.
"Ohhhh god," she finally moaned, her whole body thrashing as her womb orgasmed her acceptance of the first explosive delivery of sperm. They were so tightly interjoined that she could feel it as his cum started up his long shaft, had a second of anticipation before she felt it burst liquidly inside her. Then could feel her insides draw his seed deep inside, sucking it down to her centre. Then she sensed the next load of sperm starting up his shaft.
Again and again his bucking cock discharged.
~~~~~~~
"Where's mom?" a panting Patty finally asked after their fourth frantic coupling.
"She just went out to get some air."
"Go get her Bobby...she shouldn't be alone."
"When you're asleep honey...I'll go then," he promised his wife.
~~~~~~~
"Are you cold?" he asked when he saw his mom standing naked at the edge of the sea.
"Bobby. Why aren't you with Patty?" his mother asked as he engulfed her naked form from behind in his arms.
"She's asleep. I brought you a blanket."
"It's warm out here," she said as she leaned back against him.
"I'll warm you," he whispered in her ear as his hands moved to cup her full breasts.
"Honey...don't," she moaned even as she wiggled her bum and captured his hardening shaft between her ass cheeks.
"I love you Chrissie," her son insisted as he slowly moved one hand across her stomach and towards her sex.
"You won't be able to...you'll be too tired," she protested even as she pushed back against him. "Ohhh Bobbbby," she groaned as he slipped a finger inside of his mum. She arched her head back and turned her face to meet his as a second finger penetrated her slippery channel.
Their lips clashed together in a hungry lust and then their mouths opened as they tried to force their tongues together. "Oh baby...yes," Chrissie moaned as Bobby moved his lips to a quivering breast and sucked a taut nipple into his moist mouth.
"No Bobby...noooo," she cried as he slipped to his knees and brought his tongue to her sex. He had to hold her ass cheeks in his strong hands or her trembling body would have collapsed under the onslaught of his tongue.
Her cries of pleasure seemed to echo around the island as he moved back and forth between her erect clit and her increasingly moist crack. She wailed a long, whimpering, "Bobbbbbbbbbby," when she finally shuddered and discharged her orgasmic juice onto his lapping tongue.
"Now baby...now...please...fuck mommie...hurry," she demanded as she slid down his body and lay panting on her back on the blanket, her moist thighs splayed open in urgent need.
He simply marveled to himself as he pushed inside his mother, was actually trembling as her vulva closed around him and squeezed his throbbing shaft. I grew in there, he thought, as he repeatedly thrust his burning rod towards his mother's womb.
Again and again he thrust inside of his mom, and each time felt how her body rose off the blanket to eagerly meet his probing penis.
It lasted and lasted. His time with Patty had taken the urgent edge off his lust. He made love to his mother unhurriedly, again and again bringing her to the edge before backing off.
Loved it when she finally erupted under him, orgasming her need of him even as he continued to move his swollen shaft inside her engorged pussy.
"Please baby...hurry, hurrrrry," she cried. "I'm commmmming!"
He put her heels on his shoulders when her first orgasm had passed, and then when he started to deep fuck her he knew he was reaching places no other man had ever been with her, knew from the almost supernatural wail that was escaping her lips that she'd never want anyone but him.
It was only when she'd slipped into a state of continuous orgasm that he felt the tightening in his balls and the first strand of cream rush up his penis, knew somehow that it was she and not Patty who'd have his first child.
~~~~~~~
"You're crying!" he said as he watched tears falling down both her cheeks.
"I'm happy...oh Bobby," she cried as he licked the salty drops from her skin.
"I love you mommy," he said as he started to slowly pull his still hard penis from her overflowing sheathe.
"No...no honey...leave it in...please baby."
He pushed back in, deep, right to the hilt, felt his sticky cum everywhere. "I'm full...full of my baby," his mom laughed as he turned her so that they lay on their sides facing each other.
"I don't know how I ever got out of there...or Patty did...when I was born...you're so tight," he said as he felt his mom's birth channel clench even tighter on his engorged cock.
"You're so big baby," she teased and then licked wetly in his ear.
"Ohhh mommy," he groaned as his whole body arched in need.
"It's never been better Bobby...no one...ever. You're the best man, the very best...I never dreamed I'd feel this," she told her son as the two of them moved sinuously in a slow sexual rhythm.
He understood immediately. His mom was telling him he'd surpassed his father, that he was now her man. He continued to move his big cock inside of her, her only sounds now urgent pants of primal need, then felt the start of her orgasmic opening of her womb as he shot strand after strand of hot sperm inside of her.
"I want to have your baby," his mom said as he kept his penis in her, plugging his seed deep inside of her.
~~~~~~~
"Wake up honey," penetrated his consciousness as a hand gently shook his shoulder.
"Mom?" Bobby asked as he slowly opened his eyes. "What time is it anyway?" he mumbled as he peered into the darkness.
"The suns just coming up sweetie," his mom answered then said, "I love you baby," after she'd given him a soft kiss.
"Luv you too mom," he said as he arched his body in an awakening stretch. "Can't we sleep a little longer though?"
"I don't want Patty to wake up alone. C'mon," she said as she stood and grabbed his had, "you can sleep inside."
He followed his mom towards the cabin and then yelled, "Hey wait!" just as she reached the porch.
"What?"
"This," he said as he bent and lifted his naked, sticky mother into his arms.
"BOBBY!" she squealed as he carried her towards he door.
"You're my wife now," he said as he carried her across the threshold.
"You'll have two wives, Patty and me," his mom whispered as he let her slip down his body and onto her feet.
'You won't mind sharing me?"
"You're my husband. I love you Bobby."
~~~~~~~~
"Unh...what...what is it?" Bobby mumbled four hours later.
"Patty, I think our little boy has finally awoken."
"Mom?" Bobby asked as he opened his eyes. There was a long tongue flicking over each of his nipples.
"Patty?"
"Hi," his sister said and then kissed him gently.
"What time is it?"
"Almost eleven. Mom's been giving me lessons," his sister said with a grin.
"Lessons?"
"Un huh, like this," Patty said as she licked across his chest and down across her stomach.
"Jesus Patty," he groaned as she moistly thrust her tongue around his belly button.
"And this," she giggled as he felt her tongue lick over his cockhead. "Mommy, help me," she demanded.
"Oh god," he moaned as he felt and saw two sets of hungry lips meet at his cock.
"Do you like this baby brother," she asked as she ran her tongue from the base of his hardening cock to its tip. Then, as her mouth moved over him, each lick, each suck, each little nip from his sister was answered by one from his mom.
"It's too big," her mother warned Patty as the young girl opened her mouth and popped Bobby's fat, round cock between her lips.
Pulling off for a second she answered, "I want to try," and then dipped her head again.
As he hardened and lengthened in his sisters mouth Bobby grabbed his sisters legs and pulled her so that her hips were positioned over his mouth.
Her mouth stuffed full, Patty's only response when her brother's tongue found her pink clit was a muffled groan as she tried to take even more of him into her throat. As his tongue probed inside his sister he suddenly felt his mom's tongue on his balls.
"Ohhh mommy," he screamed, his cry of ecstasy muffled by Patty's pussy, as he shot explosively down his sister's throat.
They didn't dress that first day. Nor often in the following four weeks. Naked together, touching, they slept together...made love morning, noon and night...
~~~~~~
They planned their future! They all knew they'd found what they needed, found what they wanted. Why look for something you already have? Something never to be replicated with anyone else. They were hopelessly in love.
Two days later, with the three of them naked and wearing wild flowers in their hair, Christine, standing ankle deep in the warm ocean, held a bible in her hand and married her children, blessing their union. Then Patty took the bible, the minister's place, and married her mother to her brother and now husband.
And Bobby's first baby started to grow in his mother's womb.
Patty transferred to the local University that fall. She refused to leave her husband or mother.
Bobby didn't have to break up with his girlfriend; Cathy's mother told her over the summer that she had slept with Bobby.
Bobby graduated the next spring. One month after his daughter Stephanie was born.
Of course they summered the next year again at the ocean. Patty and Bobby both drank from their mother's milk laden breasts. All three made love endlessly.
Patty missed her period that July.
They didn't return to their city home that second fall. Instead, the three of them moved to a new town, a smallish Midwestern town half way across the country. A town with a good university. Where they weren't known. They became just a normal family – a man and his wife, living with her mother, a baby...more to come...and perhaps not so strangely they lived happily ever after...
THE END
December 2006: Seeing it's the holiday season I hope all of you readers will just take the seconds required and give me a gift. A VOTE might not sound like much of a gift but to we authors hearing back from you is our greatest desire.
I'd also love to receive your comments. You can comment below or send me an e-mail.
Merry Christmas, Happy New Year
jim
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Christmas 2005
"Hi, it's me," I heard pouted down the line.
"Ohhhh, great," I replied facetiously back to my daughter.
"What?" the little bitch croaked, although I immediately realized I couldn't fairly describe my daughter as little anymore.
"Nothing...nothing. What do you want anyway?"
"It's almost Christmas," my twenty-three year old daughter started.
So fucking what, I thought. Surely she doesn't think she can get any more blood out of her old man. "You're Jewish."
"Just part. Gram invited me to spend Christmas with her...in Miami."
"My mother invited you?" I asked incredulously.
"Yes daddy, my Grandmother! Mommy's going to France with Jean-Pierre for the holidays. I've got twelve days off with the weekends and the holidays so I thought I'd come down. I'm tired."
"From shopping?"
"Ha...ha. You're so funny."
"You're not planning on staying with me are you?"
"Nooo father!" she sneered. "I wouldn't want to disturb the great man...even if it is Christmas...a time when most families get together..."
I heard her whooshing intake of her breath twelve hundred miles away when I simply said, "Fuck off Patricia."
"What," she finally stammered.
"We're adults now. Can't we just cut the crap? I don't need this bullshit anymore. You're supposed to be a mature woman now...a doctor for Christ's sake."
The normal steel was back in her voice when she snapped back, "Well screw you too. I'm only calling because grams asked me to...she wanted her little boy told, poor baby."
"Patricia," I warned.
"The hell with you. Anyway I'll be at grams condo from the twenty-third until the third. You can spend the holidays in Cuba with your friend Fidel for all I care," she said as she slammed down the phone in my ear.
~~~~~~~~
I was shaking as I tried to put the phone back in its cradle. She still had the ability to piss me off. Hardly without even trying. God, it's been almost ten fucking years since her mother walked out on me, I thought, taking Patty and my happiness with her.
~~~~~~~~
"Hi mom," I said ominously when my mother answered he phone.
"Jimmy, how nice," she sang back at me. "Did you hear the good news? About Patricia coming down for the holidays?"
"She called me mom."
"Isn't it nice?"
"She should be taken out and shot. Or guillotined. Put her out of her misery."
"That's a terrible thing for a father to say. You've got to try honey," she begged.
"Did you hear the latest? About her chosen medical specialty?"
"She wants to be a surgeon," mom protested, "There's nothing wrong with that."
"YEAH! A bloody plastic surgeon! Nose jobs and tummy tucks for the rich and famous. Breast implants. Christ, knowing her she'll end up doing vaginal reconstructions. It's new, it's called Labiaplasty, apparently it creates aesthetically pleasing outer genital structures, rumor has it that it's all the rage in certain quarters."
"Jimmy!" mom said laughing.
"Or hymenoplasty...you can imagine what that does."
"There's no such thing!"
"There is. Twenty grand and you're a virgin again," I shouted.
"She may end up helping the poor, the needy; in Africa...people who've been in accidents, people with genetic disfigurements," mom protested. "She might even go to South America...to the Amazon...to where we've practiced," she said wistfully.
"The poor won't pay for the polo ponies, or the cashmere dresses, or the caviar and champagne," I said harshly.
"She's still young honey...maybe...oh, I just wish that awful woman hadn't got custody," she wailed.
The two of us were in one hundred percent agreement about my ex and the way she lived her life and raised my daughter. Only much of the blame my mother apportioned was now laid squarely on my doorstep for marrying her in the first place.
"Please Jimmy...if we try...you've got to talk to her...we're the only people in her world who have any sense at all. Any social responsibility."
"She hasn't said ten kind words to me since she was sixteen," I yelled, then quickly apologized, "sorry ma. She even gets us arguing."
"Still, I'm going to try, we'll have ten days," she insisted as she hung up. Mom was always ready to try, to give someone the benefit of the doubt, to help the poor, the needy, the...
~~~~~~~~~
I'd spent the first fifteen years of my life on a commune. Mom, the daughter of one of New York's richest Jewish families, had just finished her medical degree at Columbia when she discovered sex, marijuana, Buddhism and Marx the summer before her residency was to begin.
She ended up pregnant with yours truly on a farm commune in the hills of Tennessee. It was never clear who fathered me.
Reagan was President. Being rich was in. Taxes were cut. Conspicuous consumption was good! Trickle down and all that. Ma had become a hippie twenty years too late. She ended up doctoring to the hill country poor while living with her left wing friends on the commune.
Then, after I'd left for University, she went and spent three years deep in the Amazon jungle ministering to the native tribes. She worked out of a small Catholic school and mission that tried to serve a ten thousand square mile area deep in the rainforest. Since then she'd been bouncing back and forth between Miami and the jungle.
Meanwhile I, a young premed student at Harvard in Boston, unfortunately met Miss Rebecca Marie Cooperman, a dazzling young coed studying fine arts at Bryn Mawr. I fell in love. What a fucking jerk. My brain was in my dick!
And I really had no excuse. Shit, growing up like I did, on a commune, with the ever present nudity and free sex, I wasn't some innocent university freshman smelling his first cunt. I'd lost my virginity at fourteen and had sampled enough women that even Becky Cooperman and her perfect tits shouldn't have turned my head.
Just another roll in the hay. Except we two, who had diametrically different views on virtually everything, smashed passionately together in a rutting dance of lust and love. Before either of us knew what was happening we were in love, then married, and then finally parents of beautiful Patricia Ellie Scouries before either of us had hit twenty-one.
My wife's parents, upper class gits, didn't take to their new son-in-law, even though I was a 'Harvard' boy. And my mom hated everything about them.
Rebecca and I spent the next twelve years trying to change each other. An impossible task as it turned out.
When Patty was thirteen her mom finally decided I'd never change. So she went home to her parents and their million dollar apartment on Central Park in New York and their summer home in the Hampton's. And then she dedicated herself into turning her daughter into a carbon copy of herself. A stuck up rich bitch!
Every second weekend after the breakup I'd attempted to reverse some of the worst of her mother's lessons. Perhaps it wasn't fair to a young teenager. Maybe I wasn't a perfect father in those days. But when you love someone so much its hard not to try to save her from banality, and greed, and stupidity and.....
And even at thirteen or fourteen there was no doubt, my daughter was smart. In fact a near genius. It petrified me that she was destined to become nothing more than a smart shopper...a boutique beauty...an upper class twit...
She had the ability to do so much more.
~~~~~~~~
"I don't want to come here any more."
"What?"
"Weekends...or in the summer...or at Thanksgiving or Easter."
"What are you talking about?" I asked my sixteen year old daughter. It had been a difficult two and a half years for both of us since she'd left with her mom.
"You don't think like us...like mommy and me. Or grampa Cooperman. You're so..." she trailed off, her nose in the air, her teenage disdain for me clear.
"Well little girl, like it or lump it, you're stuck. Your mom and I have a court ordered deal. Somebody's got to try and knock a little sense into your fat head."
"Why? Just because I like nice things," she yelled. "Wake up daddy, we live in America. We're almost in the twenty-first century. I'm missing my riding lessons because of this."
My palm was within six inches of Patty's cheek before I finally brought it under control.
"Hit me daddy, c'mon, hit me," she screamed, spittle flying from her mouth..
"Look at you...you're dressed like a slut," I yelled back, a fury I'd felt building for over two years boiling close to the surface. "I should have put you over my knee and given you a thrashing years ago."
"God, I thought all you hippy do-gooders didn't believe in hitting anybody," she sneered.
"Go to your room," I ordered.
"Fuck you...you're probably not even my father anyway." For just a second I saw a regret for her words reflected in her eyes, but then the coldness descended again and she added, "I not coming here anymore."
"We'll see...maybe we do need a break...let me talk to your mom...you're going to university soon anyway," I answered wearily as another piece of my heart broke.
"No," she insisted, and sensing she'd won she stuck in the knife a final time, "I'll tell them you touched me...my breasts...that you looked at me when I was showering... that I'm afraid you're going"
SPLATTTT. Patty bounced backward from the blow. Lay stunned on the floor as blood started to trickle from her nose.
"GET OUT! NOWWWW!" I screamed as I lifted her and marched her towards the door. "If you're so fucking smart then go and find your goddam father." I threw her purse and overnight bag out the door after her. And then proceeded to get drunk.
A month later I packed up and moved to Miami. Then went to Brazil and spent two years doctoring among the backcountry natives with my mother. I didn't see or hear from my daughter again for over two years. Fuck her! Yet she never left my dreams.
A near genius, Patty was halfway through medical school when I returned from the Amazon. Our only contact during that time had been a bi weekly letter I religiously composed and sent her. She never wrote back. And she'd changed her last name from Scouries to Cooperman while I'd been away.
~~~~~~~~~
I'd opened a small medical clinic in Miami when I'd returned from Brazil and both my mother and I tried to deliver basic medical services to the poor immigrant community, both legal and illegal, a community whose members increasingly were going without health care while living in the richest country in the world.
Jobs in South Florida's economy increasingly came without even rudimentary health coverage for its workers.
And during these last four years there had been some tentative attempts at contact between my daughter and I, most orchestrated by my mother who'd never totally lost contact with her only grandchild.
Patty had even slowly shown some grudging respect for the woman in whose medical footsteps she was walking. My mom was too tough to let Patty get away with anything but even when they argued Patty always saw the love behind the words.
With Patty and me it was tougher. It seemed as though each of us wanted to inflict as much damage to the other as we could. Lash out first seemed to be both our mottos. There was a volatility to our rare encounters that I think frightened us both.
~~~~~~~~
We celebrated both Christmas and Hanukkah in our family, although neither mom nor I had ever been particularly religious. Christmas we'd inherited from the Cooperman's and so I found myself sitting across the dinner table from my girl in mom's condo on the twenty-fifth.
Patty gave me a beautiful cashmere sweater as a gift; she got a simple native wood carving from me. We were both trying to control ourselves in front of my mom.
It was weird, watching her sitting across from me, this monster of pettiness, of conspicuous consumption, because in so many ways she was hard not to like.
She'd turned into a beautiful woman. Taller than either her mom or grandma, her five ten, broad shouldered body was softened by the flowing, silky black hair that cascaded down her back almost to her bum. Although her height and black hair had been inherited from me, her twinkling bright eyes had come directly from her always smiling grandma.
Her firm, full breasts were all her mothers and they stood proudly even while braless under the black, silk cocktail dress that adorned her curves. There was a sleek new sexiness to my daughter that I'd never registered before.
Her long, creamy smooth legs were just highlighted even more by the black silk that rose provocatively up her thighs as she sat on the couch facing me after we'd eaten. She was wearing white lace panties. Casually made sure I saw them. As my cock trembled in anticipation under my pants I became aware for the first time just how arousing my little girl had become.
The three of us had a relatively enjoyable evening, Patty's grandma intervening and refereeing when either of us threatened to cross the line into outright hostility. Looking back, I'm pretty sure that Patty's next question to me that night had been orchestrated between the women before I'd arrived. For my mom it had just been another step forward in her campaign to reunite father and daughter.
For Patty it must have been much more complicated.
"Will you take me out on your boat?" she asked as the evening drew to a close.
"Oh, that's a wonderful idea," mom enthused as I fumed silently.
"Tomorrow?" Patty asked in an insistent tone.
Of course I finally acquiesced to the two women's desire.
~~~~~~~~
"Seeing you don't seem to want to talk, I think I'll just tan. Is that okay with you?" she shouted angrily after we'd been underway for fifteen minutes, slicing outward and away from the marina.
"I'm so sorry sweetie. I'm just not up on the latest from Gucci. Or the polo results. Or Paris Hilton's latest lover. I know, I know, I should have read the gossip and fashion magazines when I heard you were coming."
"Fuck you," she said as she undid her bikini top and threw it down on the bench beside her.
"I'm a goddam doctor."
"Graduated from fucking Harvard."
"At the top of my goddam class."
"Youngest graduate in twenty years."
"Accepted as a resident in New York's best hospital," she yelled over the hum of the motor, ticking off each point with another extended finger.
"And where was my father through all this? His feelings are hurt because his daughter doesn't want to save the world. He's mad because his hard working daughter enjoys, yes enjoys daddy, some of the good things in life. Once in a while she likes going to a show on Broadway, or likes to have a dinner at a fine restaurant with friends."
I couldn't help but notice her heaving breasts as she vented her anger. They stood proudly, high, firm pointed cones that were only highlighted by her height and strong, wide shoulders. Capped by puffy, dark pink areolas and thick, almost impossibly long nipples.
"Yeah, that's why this perfect princess is going to use her god given abilities to do tummy tucks, and nose jobs, and probably even labiaplasty's for her stupid rich friends who tramp around the city like whores."
"Half the people on the planet don't have even rudimentary health care and Miss Harvard's going to be a liposuction expert. A botox inserter," I scoffed.
"Shut up and drive the boat you prick," she yelled back. "Where are we going anyway?"
"Who cares?" I asked as I slowed the boat.
"What're those anyway?" she asked pointing at the Stiltsville houses that seemed to be standing on top of the water a mile across the bay.
"Can we tie up at one," she asked after I'd explained the history of this ocean village.
After we'd docked at one of the deserted houses Patty rose from her seat and dove into the turquoise waters of the Gulf Stream. Then she simply stripped the wet panties from her loins when she finally emerged dripping from the sea. Her dark, long, thick, rich pubic pelt was a perfectly trimmed triangle that drew my eyes towards her sex.
"You're not going to swim?" she asked as she sat on the gunwale of the boat, watching me as I sipped a cold beer. Her knees were immodestly spread, making the inner pinkness of her sex visible through her fur.
"Later. Did you put on sun screen?" I asked. "You'll burn," I warned when she shook her head no.
"I forgot to bring it."
"You're as pale as a ghost."
"That's because I work so hard," she answered with a wry grin.
"I've got some," I offered, not wanting to rejoin our argument, then jumped down into the cabin and quickly reemerged with a tube of Hawaiian Tropic. "Here."
"You do it," she ordered as she stretched sinuously, then turned and offered her back as she slowly toweled dry her hair.
"At least you're in shape," I grudgingly admitted as my fingers worked the lotion into her back and down across her well shaped thighs and calves. Her ass was firm and high.
"I run...exercise..."
"Fucking dressage or something to do with horses," I said as I gave her a light slap on her left butt.
"Screw you daddy," she complained with a smile, then turned and presented her breasts and sex to me.
"You turned out pretty good looking too," I said as my eyes slid up and down her curves.
"Genetics...with mom and gram I was fated to be pretty," she answered, almost a tone of complaint in her voice.
"Better than being ugly my dear," I replied, my sun screen coated hands moving now over her high, firm breasts.
"And I got your hair," she added as shook her hair, making her silky black curls dance over her shoulders and down over her breasts.
"You're prettier than both of them," I added, my eyes traveling up and down her sinuous curves, then gently moved the soft hair away from her breasts.
"Did you just give me a compliment? James Scouries finally said something nice to his only child. "
"Look who's talking. And for a girl with such a supposedly brilliant memory you seem to have conveniently forgotten your first thirteen years of life. "
"I remember daddy, I was so happy when I was young... before you and mommy started to argue," she said softly. Even as I argued with her I couldn't help but notice that her nipples were like hard pebbles under my caressing fingers. That I suddenly yearned to take them between my lips. "Your hands are soft...gentle," she added watching them as they descended across her stomach.
"Christ, at least you haven't shaved every hair off your body like all your panty-less celebrity friends seem to be doing these days," I added, trying to clear the image of me sucking my daughter's nipples out of my mind.
She laughed as she arched her body against my fingers and said, "I guarantee you won't see my pubes displayed on the internet."
"Do you have a boyfriend?" I asked, one of the first civil questions I'd asked her in ten years.
"Too many," she sighed. "I think I also inherited my sex drive from you and grandma," she added ruefully.
"What's that mean?" I groused, ready to be angry again.
"Mom refers to gram as 'that naked old hippy who can't keep her legs together'," Patty said with a grin.
"That bitch," I muttered.
"And she has some choice words about you too," my daughter added, laughing now. "She claims it's my Scouries blood that's turned me into such a slut. That you were never able to keep your zipper up."
"I thought you'd decided I wasn't your father?" I asked, still hurt from her long ago accusation.
"Oh, you're my daddy," she admitted, "even if you are a horny and mean old man."
"Your mother doesn't have a brain in her head. Christ, she calls you a slut?"
"I like it...sex...a lot," she said abruptly, a wistful tone in her voice. "It's your fault anyway," she said accusingly.
"Mine?"
"Uh huh. It was weird...I was fifteen, sixteen...I discovered sex...men."
"Everyone does."
"I know," she said angrily. "But then I started to want you."



"What? That's bullshit."
"I looked forward to my weekends with you. Dressed like a little slut. Let you see me naked by accident. You were my first crush. You didn't even notice."
"But...jesus, you were just a girl...my daughter," I protested.
"I didn't understand then."
"Is that where all that crap came from?" I asked, remembering again the threat my sixteen year old daughter had made.
"Yes...maybe...I don't know. I wanted a man so bad. You. You called me a slut that day," she said as we both remembered the day I'd hit her. "You wanted to spank me. Remember?" she asked.
"I should have," I grumbled.
"Spank me now daddy," she asked, getting down on her knees between my legs.
"Stop it," I warned, aware of the sudden rush of blood to my penis.
"Or what?" she challenged. "You always wanted to spank me...when I was bad."
"You're crazy... I just said that...once... when I was mad."
"I wanted you to. I wanted you to put me across your knees and spank me...it excited me," she said as she pushed me back against the edge of the boats wide, bench seat. I sat. Her engorged sex was inches from my eyes as she stood up between my knees.
She lay across my lap. "I'm still bad," she lured.
"Patty!" I begged hoarsely, my mouth suddenly dry.
"Please," she whined.
"You love it, don't you? Pissing me off."
"Yes. Spank me," she asked again, wriggling her bum in my face.
"You're an adult."
"Hit me."
Slap.
"I didn't even feel it," she complained looking back over her shoulder at me, a mischievous look in her eye. "I've been bad. Punish Patty, make me cry."
"God, you're a little bitch." SLAP...SLAP...SLAP. Three quick hits in succession, just hard enough to sting. I realized I liked doing it. Her bum was firm but oh so soft. I let my fingers linger after every slap.
"I thought you were strong," she mocked. "Make my bare bum pink," she demanded.
"Harder...harder," she ordered as my blows started to rain down. I knew she could feel my erection through my bathing suit. Suddenly wanted her to. Knew I wanted to fuck her. My own daughter.
"There," I finally panted, pushing her off my lap and onto her knees between my legs, embarrassed at what I'd done but with my erection tenting outward in my bathing suit.
"My turn," she whispered as her hands grasped the top of my suit and slowly pulled it down.
"Don't Patty," I begged softly as my shaft jumped up and hard against my stomach.
"Oh my gawwwwd," my daughter intoned as her hand snaked out and grasped my throbbing erection, "No wonder."
"No wonder what?" I asked as I watched her fingers moved urgently on my cock.
"Why mommy lasted thirteen years with you. You're ...huge! I knew it," she exclaimed.
I wanted to push her away. Wanted to hate this feeling that exploded inside of me. "Oh Baybeeee," I simply groaned as her tongue found the underside of my cock and licked upwards from its base to its head. Moved a hand to the back of my daughters head after she'd popped my cockhead between her lips.
I finally pushed her off me, then watched as she lay down on her back between my legs and spread her engorged sex with her hands. My cock, covered with Patty's saliva, was a rampant, mindless pole demanding only one thing.
"Fuck me!" she ordered as I slid down between her legs.
I did. Just lifted her ass in my strong hands and pulled her towards my thrusting cock.
It was just sex. Great sex yes. Extraordinary in fact. Thirteen years of hate and love exploded between us as my cock filled her stretching, grasping cunt time after time.
"Oh fuck daddy," she screamed as her first liquid orgasm erupted from her centre after just a minute of deep cocking. Seconds later I prematurely started to spew inside my grunting, crying daughters cave.
"Jesus...oh jesus," I moaned as I shot strand after strand of hot cum towards Patty's womb.
We both watched each others eyes as I lay panting heavily on top of her after I'd come, and then I slowly felt her vagina clench even more tightly on the thick shaft still hard inside of her.
"More," she simply demanded as her ankles locked around my back.
"Baby," I groaned as I drove again and again into her female perfection.
We lasted longer the second time, each of us quickly falling into a rhythm with the other, continuously matching the other in a symphony of demanding lust.
We came together in a grand finale, our animalistic roars of gratification carried away across the water as I filled her again.
Almost dazed I pulled out my sticky cock and stood, and then looking down from above and with a last drop of semen falling from my cockhead onto her stomach, I watched as my flood of my cum seeped from between Patty's legs and oozed down her thighs and onto the floor of the boat.
I watched her as she turned over and crawled towards the bench seat, watched as she climbed up and knelt with her still pink bum in the air waving invitingly back towards me. Saw the sperm sticky in her crack.
"More daddy," she demanded as she looked back over her shoulder at me.
She was sopping, her pussy open wide when I pushed into her from behind, pulling her hips back towards me even as I thrust. I grabbed her tits, then squeezed them and stretched her long nipples as I pounded back and forth with my pulsating, throbbing cock.
"Harder...deeper daddy," she pled as her insides spasm-ed moistly around my invading, bucking maleness.
I finally pulled out, watched as my dripping prick slowly softened and fell half limp between my legs. She sat down on the bench and just stared at the disappearing organ
"C'mon, you better get dressed, it's late, we gotta get going," I told Patty when I finally pulled my bathing suit up my legs.
"Can't we stay here for a while longer...maybe overnight?" she asked as one of her arms circled my legs and tried to pull me towards her.
"It gets dark early...we've got to get back, it can be dangerous out here," I answered, shuffling backwards towards the steering wheel.
As I untied the boat from the dock and then started the engine I watched her, sitting naked on the bench, her knees spread wide, my sperm still oozing from between her legs and lying stickily everywhere on her thighs and stomach and breasts. Unhurriedly she dipped a finger inside herself and then brought her cum laden big finger to her mouth and pushed it between her lips.
"C'mon, get dressed," I cajoled as her pink tongue flicked out, "we'll be meeting other boats as soon as we enter the channel."
Languidly she rose and approached me. Then standing between the steering wheel and me, she eased my suit down my thighs as I sat immobile in the captain's chair, again releasing my cock.
Then put her finger inside herself again and then pushed its juice covered end into my mouth. "Taste me," she whispered in my ear as she climbed into my lap and straddled me. "We have time," she said as she directed my cock into her dripping cunt as she lowered herself over it.
We just hugged each other, letting the continual slap of the waves against the speeding hull do the work for us. Each time the thirty foot sportsman crashed down on a wave my prick was stuffed even deeper inside my girl. Again and again as we raced across the bay we smashed together. It became almost too painful as our orgasms approached. We were both crying (from the wind in our faces?) as my cum exploded upwards and bubbled into her center.
She was still naked, dripping sperm onto my thighs as we approached the Miami Beach Marina.
~~~~~~
We didn't talk as I drove her towards her grandmother's condo at the tip of South Beach. Sex was easier than words for both of us.
"Wait for me," Patty ordered as she jumped from the car when I stopped in front of the highrise.
"What?" I asked, hoping she meant what I wanted.
"I'm here for another week daddy. You're not getting rid of me that fast," she said as she looked down at me in the car.
"Good."
~~~~~~~~~~
"What did mom say?" I asked when Patty reappeared with her suitcase.
"She's all excited. Thinks this may be the first step in our reconciliation. I told her I finally got you to talk to me a bit. That you were angry, hateful...your usual stupid male self...but that at least we talked. That I embarrassed you into putting me up for a few days," she said, laughing as she jumped into the car.
"I told her I was going to take you on a shopping expedition to Bal Harbor, that I'd teach you to shop," she said giggling.
"That must have impressed her."
"I let her tell me all about her years in the jungle last night; I oohed and aahed at all the right places."
"You'll try to manipulate anyone, won't you?" I accused
"Look who's talking! She told me to listen to you...that I can't just live my life for my own pleasure...the same old Scouries 'help the world' crap," Patty said as her fingers found my hard-on through my shorts.
"You are a little slut."
"What? You wanted me to tell her we spent the afternoon fucking?" she asked as she lowered my zipper and freed my manhood.
~~~~~~~~
We made love for the first time later that night. It's hard to easily explain the difference between what we'd done on the boat and what we did in my bed. The difference between sex and making love.
Love? A feeling? An approach? There was still thrust and counterthrust. Still our needs, her orgasmic juice, my sticky sperm. But...it was different. It was good.
There were caresses. Kisses. Soft kisses. Hungry bites. Hugs. Tears. Anger still. Accusations.
We started the slow process of accepting the other. Of acknowledging that we wanted to be in each others life. The sex was just the first step, the easy part.
We knew we had ten days together. Ten days to start to know the other.
We hesitantly, reluctantly tried to talk. Small bits of conversation between bouts of physical loving. We slowly traded secrets. Tried to become friends.
~~~~~~~
"It doesn't bother you," she asked one afternoon as we lay entwined on the balcony overlooking the beach.
"No," I answered quickly, understanding her question.
"Me neither. I know it should. Everyone says its wrong...a father and his daughter."
"It's just sex."
"I know. I feel the same. I'm not ashamed. Maybe it's because we're doctors...we understand anatomy... it's just a process. Or maybe it's because we've both had so many partners. We're jaded."
"No, it's that we both love sex. We're good together," I answered seriously. "I've never..."
"Never what?"
"Nothing. It's also better than being completely without you. I want more...but if this is all you'll give," I whispered as I moved my hand over her bush and then slipped a fat finger inside her.
"Me?"
"Uh huh."
"You missed me?" she asked and then let out a long groaning wail as a second finger filled her.
"You never answered one letter...for years."
"I read them," she whispered. "And there's at least one part of you that I'm in love with," she added with a leer, her hand closing around my fat shaft.
"Is there?"
"I'll show you," she promised, her moist lips dipping towards my urgent need.
~~~~~~~~
"I'm a virgin...there," she said feeling my soapy finger lightly brush her anus.
"I want you to be first," she added when I didn't answer her comment.
"I'm too big, besides I prefer your little pussy," I said as I slipped my finger down her ass crack and then up and into her cunt.
"I want it to be you," she insisted as she moved her soapy, pointed breasts against my chest.
She shrieked when, five minutes later, I pushed my lubricated cock into her bum, cried, then moaned as I reamed her cute, tight ass.
Cried in pleasure and pain as I fucked through her tight anal ring as my hands squeezed her tits and manipulated her clit.
"Ohhh Dadddddy," she finally groaned in ecstasy as her bum was flooded with warm cum for the first time.
~~~~~~~
"I'm going to get married," Patty suddenly blurted one morning as we lay in bed, telling me even as my cock was thrusting inside her moist, clenching sleeve of sex.
"Do I know him?"
"You'll hate him. So will grams," she answered as her ankles locked together around my back.
"Why?" I demanded as I continued to slam between her legs.
"Later...oh pleeeasss...yessssss," she screamed as a first hot rope of semen erupted inside her quivering channel.
~~~~~~~~
"He's rich. Good looking," she started as we lay panting on our backs minutes later. "Harvard Law. His daddy's a titan of finance, Wall Street. Worth millions...probably hundreds of millions."
"You should marry his old man if he's got the money."
"Chris, Christopher Jones-Smith IV, that's his name by the way, is tall, blond...kind," she said even as her fingers lightly moved over my again throbbing sex. "A great lover...a good athlete," my daughter continued to enthuse.
"A big yummy cock," she said, her eyes locked on mine as she ran her tongue up my straining shaft.
"So when's the big date?"
"I haven't told him yet," she giggled, then engulfed my cockhead between her moist lips. Swallowed me. Finally pulled away from my erupting prick when her mouth was overflowing with jism. Kissed me with open mouth, pushing my cum back into me even as my cock continued to buck up more creamy sauce.
~~~~~~~~
I'd eat my little girl. For minute after minute until she was writhing under my tongue, then I'd lick her as her sweet sex juices spewed out and over my tongue. Then, as she lay spent on her back, her engorged, flowered sex open, I'd mount her, fill her with my throbbing manhood, fill her with my seed.
~~~~~~~~
"We'll never do this again...you know that don't you daddy?" she asked as we lay in bed fucking three hours before her plane was scheduled to leave.
"It was better than nothing."
"Maybe we can talk sometimes...you know, phone...or you can write...or e-mail me," Patty stammered, a plea in her eyes. "I might even answer your letters," she promised.
"Between cocktail parties and shopping sprees?" I asked but she heard the small smile in my voice. "You'll visit?"
"I don't know...you'll overwhelm me...I'll want you again...no, I won't come...not for awhile," she said in sadness.
"I might just come for you," I warned.
"Don't daddy...please," she begged as I sent my last load of seed deep inside her
~~~~~~~~
"I'm engaged," I heard down the line a couple of days after Easter.
"Are you?"
"A huuuuggggge diamond," she laughed. "We're getting married next Christmas...at their winter home in Palm Beach."
"Do they know your father's a radical do-gooder?"
"Chris wants to meet you," she laughed. "I told him not yet...that you have to be approached carefully."
"Ha, ha."
"Mommy doesn't think he should ever meet you. She thinks you should be banned from the wedding."
"The bitch! She probably wants Jean-Pierre to give you away."
"You'll be there daddy. Won't you?"
"You think I'd miss my chance to mix with the rich and famous? To meet Donald Trump. Miss Hilton? Are panties going to be mandatory for the bridesmaids?"
"Yes...to protect them from you," Patty joked back. Then, "The President's father is coming."
"Great...maybe we can all go out and play golf at the Polo Club. Or maybe the Everglades Club."
"Do you have any clubs Daddy?"
"One I'm saving for only you sweetheart," I warned.
"I'll be married."
"We'll see," I said ominously.
"I've missed you...I love you daddy," she whispered before hanging up.
"I bet," I answered to the dead line.
~~~~~~~~
"So?"
"You were right."
"I was?"
"Yes, I do hate him," I told Patty as we stood at the gate that led to the plane that was taking her and her husband to-be back to New York.
"I knew it," she said merrily, "gram doesn't like him either."
Patty and Mr. Wonderful had spent the Labor Day long weekend visiting gram and I in Miami.
He was good looking, friendly, smart, a good conversationalist, rich, polite, interesting. Most fathers would have welcomed him with open arms. I wanted to drown the prick...might have if my daughter hadn't watched my every move and had never let her hubby-to-be alone for a second with her old man.
A lawyer, he was a twenty-seven year old 'Wealth Management Executive', already a V.P., at Goldman Sachs. How this pretty boy Wasp ended up there was beyond me.
It had been an uneventful three days. Except that is for Saturday night. Chris got drunk. I pretended I was matching pretty boy drink for drink as we partied on South Beach. Patty and I finally got him home around one a.m. I helped her undress her passed out beau in spite of her protests.
Saw his prick lying small and flaccid on his thigh. "You better go now," she tried to order but I could see the need in her eyes. So I simply lifted her and carried her to my room and bed.
"We can't," she protested as I slipped her dress from her shoulders, baring the tits I'd been dreaming of for nine months. Ripped the red, silk boyshorts from her loins.
"Dadddddy! Please. No daddy," she continued to protest as I pulled my shirt roughly over my head, then undid my belt and zipper and let my pants slide down my legs.
"Oh god," she moaned as her eyes hungrily took in my rampant pole.
She fell back on the bed when I pushed her gently, then lay watching, legs spread as I climbed up between her legs.
Moaned when I pushed my hardness into her waiting, already moist and aroused centre. Chris was forgotten as I fucked my girl, and it was only the depth of his drunkenness that allowed him to sleep through the orgasmic cries that echoed loudly through the house for the next four hours.
Six times I came, twice in her vagina, then fucked her tits, then let her swallow me, her ass, then finally again her cunt. We were like rutting animals, oblivious to everything but our satisfaction. Patty finally slipped back to join Chris around dawn, slept next to him with her fathers cum sticky on her everywhere.
And then they were leaving to go home. But as I watched her walk away from me towards her waiting beau in the dimly lit airport, I knew I'd never let her marry him. A plan started to grow in my mind. Patricia Ellie Cooperman would be going on a trip with her father, I thought, smiling as the two disappeared through the gate.
Xmas 2006
"Are you ready?" I asked my beautifully gowned daughter.
"Daddy," she squealed when she saw me, then put her hand over her mouth to hide her smile.
"What?" I growled.
"Nothing," she giggled as she ran her eyes up and down my elegantly clad body. My perfectly coifed hair. "I never thought I'd get you dressed up like that."
"Christ, you chose it," I grumbled. "Now c'mon, let's get this show on the road."
"We don't have to be at the church for forty-five minutes, it's only ten minutes away," my daughter protested.
"Hell, the limos here, lets go for a ride," I said offering her my arm.
~~~~~~
"You surprised me daddy," Patty said as the car rolled away from the house.
"How so?"
"I just thought you'd never go along with all this."
"You sound disappointed."
"Maybe I am."
"You didn't give me a lot of choice. You, your mom and the effing Jones-Smyth's didn't give me a lot of say in the proceedings. Show up and give your daughter away, those were the orders, weren't they?"
"The great James Scourie just buckles under now does he?" she teased. "Where is that driver taking us anyway?" she asked as she looked out the window. We're going the wrong way."
"We got lots of time."
"Christopher really is a nice guy daddy; he'll make me a great husband," she said, but in a tone that indicated that even she wasn't convinced.
"He's the son of a crook who's the son of a robber baron."
"That's not fair....Why's this idiot turning in here...Driver, driver," she started to call impatiently while tapping on the glass that separated us from the front seat.



"You gotta use the speaker phone thing...wherever it is," I instructed calmly as we drove through the open door of the hangar.
"What is going on? Are you crazy?" Patty demanded imperiously at the man who opened the car door from the outside.
"Put her in the plane," I ordered.
"DADDY?" she asked while turning in confusion towards me.
"You were right honey. About me. I wasn't going to let you marry that jerk."
"You're not? Really?" she asked, disbelief evident in her voice. "But..."
"Not today anyway. We're going for a little plane ride."
~~~~~~
"God daddy, you'll never get away with it. Chris's family have connections everywhere. The goddam Department of Homeland Security will be after you by tomorrow."
"The Arabs," I said laughing.
"What? What Arabs?"
"The Saudis as it turns out my dear. Father murdered, American princess abducted by a Saudi prince...what a headline. You're going to be famous," I chuckled.
"The kidnapped limousine driver will escape later today," I started.
"You actually had the car stolen? The driver kidnapped?" she blurted out in amazement. "You're crazy."
"An anonymous phone tip tomorrow will advise the FBI that the missing limo is at a small airport twenty minutes from the one we actually used. It'll be found in a small private hangar, my blood splayed across the back seat, a back seat that will be punctured by two bullet holes."
"No one will ever believe that."
"A hangar used exclusively by a private Saudi company that ferries Arab bigwigs from the Middle East to Palm Beach. And when the feds get around to examining the flight records they'll find that a plane left the airport at approximately the right time with the thirty-seventh in line to the Saudi throne on board."
"Do you think the government will believe a millionaire Saudi prince has abducted an American from her wedding?"
"Of course. We Americans will believe anything about the Arabs. And in this case the prince involved is actually quite an unsavory character. He's raped at least two girls on his most recent American sojourn. He'd be in jail right now if he wasn't who he is."
"But our government will check."
"Of course they will. And then the Saudis will deny it. We won't believe them but what are we going to do? Saudi oil against little Miss Cooperman. Even with your in-laws influence it's no contest. Oh, they'll be some behind the scenes muttering but eventually they'll just write you off."
"They won't."
"Remember how George let the Saudi planes fly home after 9-11?"
"But what'll happen when I reappear again in a week or so?" my befuddled daughter asked.
"Oh, we'll think of something sweetie."
"What about mum? And grandma...god, she'll have a heart attack."
"Well, I did manage to whisper in your grandmother's ear just as she was leaving for the church that something...something interesting, might happen today. And that she shouldn't worry...everything would turn out okay," I finished.
"I'm supposed to get married today. We're going to Maui...on our honeymoon...you can't..."
"You'll still get your honeymoon, just not with pretty boy," I answered beaming proudly.
"Where are we going?"
"South."
"South fucking where?"
"Brazil."
"Rio?" she asked.
~~~~~~~
"Who's he?" she asked five minutes later when a man came into the passenger cabin as our plane raced through the sky.
"Father Pierre, we're giving him a ride to his posting in the Amazon. He's from France. An old friend of your grandmother and I."
"Bonjour Mademoiselle Cooperman," the priest said as he stopped in front of my daughter. "I'm so happy for the two of you."
"What?" Patty asked quizzically.
"The good father has agreed to marry us...on the plane."
"But you're my...we can't...it's impossible," my daughter stammered.
"You're dressed for it," said as I offered her my hand and then lifted her to her feet.
"My fiancée's nervous," I told the bemused priest in French.
"It's always thus," he said shrugging his shoulders and then asked in halting English, "Do you take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband?"
"Daddddddy! It won't count anyway. It won't," she insisted even as the priest asked me my question.
"Of course my friend. I love her with all my heart," I said in French, smiling happily at my bride to be.
"LIAR!" Patty spat out as Father Pierre pronounced us man and wife.
My mouth swallowed her protest.
~~~~~~~~~
Patty, shaking her head, suddenly started to laugh five minutes later when I'd got her naked in the bedroom at the back of the plane.
"What?" I asked, my cock standing hard and proud between our two bodies.
"Nothing," she chuckled as she moved into my open arms.
"C'mon, what's so funny?" I asked again as her hand found me.
"I'm a virgin," my daughter said giggling.
"Yeah right...a virgin bride."
"I am. It was going to be a surprise. For Chris."
"What?"
"It was just a small operation," she said, and then finally understanding I started to laugh.
"Little slut," I finally gasped.
"Make me bleed daddy," my daughter pled as she fell back onto the bed, her new surgically inserted hymen ready to be torn asunder.
"I'm going to give you my baby," I promised as I positioned my cockhead at her gates.
"Will it hurt.....ahhhhhhh Daddddddddddddy," she cried as her warm, red blood coated my thrusting lance.
THE END
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FEBRUARY 12TH
"He's hot," Kate said as she threw herself down on the bed.
"What are you talking about? He is not!" Ginny responded to her best friend's statement.
"Have you looked at him recently? Your little brother is sooooo hot! Do you think I'm too old for him?"
"My gawd you're a slut. He's still a baby."
"I mean when did he get so big, so grown up? Did you see his chest? He used to be such a little twerp."
Virginia Couries had noticed of course. And not just today when they'd come upon Bobby coming out of the bathroom with only a towel around his waist for covering, but over the last couple of months. The little brother who'd trailed adoringly after his sister almost all his life had changed.
"Remember how much shorter than us, how much smaller he was," Ginny remembered aloud.
"We used to wrestle with him; he'd always get mad when we beat him," Katie said laughing.
"Now he's like five inches taller than me," the five foot nine inch redhead complained.
"What about me? He's way taller than me," her shorter friend answered. "He must have a huge penis," she added with a leer.
"WHAT?" Ginny screeched.
"C'mon, you can tell me, we're best friends. You must have seen it."
"God you're sick. He's my brother."
"You two share a bathroom; you must have seen naked him sometime."
Virginia actually hadn't seen her brothers penis, at least not since he was five or six, although she had, and she was never going to admit this even to her best friend, dreamed of her brother naked a couple of times lately. Naked and in her bed, and in her dreams it had been extremely large. It was disgusting!
"I haven't," she answered in a tone of voice that she hoped would close the subject.
"Do you think he's a virgin?"
"Of course he is," she quickly answered.
"I'm not so sure," Katie said as she lay back on the bed, her short skirt riding up her thighs. "Maybe I could teach him," she added, teasing her friend but also half serious. "Do you think he'd like this?" she asked as her fingers pulled the thin, white cotton panties aside and bared her neatly trimmed pussy to her friend.
"You're soooo totally disgusting," Ginny laughed.
Not that disgusting Bobby thought as he listened and watched the two girls as they discussed him. The camera and microphone he'd installed a week ago in his sisters room was working perfectly. He was sitting against the headboard of his bed, naked, holding his wireless laptop on his thighs, listening to the sounds from Ginny's room through his headphones. His cock rested semi erect on his keyboard as his eyes darted back and forth between the pictures of the two girls that streamed across his screen.
He grabbed the pair of white stretch 'boy shorts' he liberated from his sisters room earlier and wrapped them around his now throbbing cock. Slowly started to stroke himself as the girls continued to talk.
"Are you and Dave going to Nancy's party tomorrow night?" Bobby heard Kate ask his sister.
"No, Dave can't go. He's got to go somewhere. He told me yesterday."
"What? But it's the biggest party of the year."
"I know." Bobby could hear the dejection in his sister's voice but knowing her he knew that she was also more than a little pissed off.
"He'll be back for Saturday? Valentines Day? Flowers and roses and chocolates and sex?" Katie probed.
"He's gone all weekend. Some man thing with his dad and brothers. They're out killing little animals."
"How gross. God, what an asshole...oh gosh Ginny, I'm sorry, I didn't mean..."
"Fuck him," Ginny cursed, something so unusual for her that both Kate and Bobby winced at the harsh word.
"I'm sorry Gin," Kate started tentatively.
"He's history...I told him today."
"You what?" her friend gasped while Bobby in the next room let out a whoop of joy. "But what about...I mean..."
"Sex? He wasn't any good anyway."
"But I thought," her confused friend started.
"He was small...his thing."
"His penis?"
"Yes, his bloody penis," Ginny shouted.
Bobby's penis, and it wasn't 'small', started to spout at about that time, and he had to quickly move to prevent his computer from being coated in his sticky, white cream.
~~~~~
"Are you sure you kids are going to be alright this weekend?" Bobby's mom asked he and Ginny at dinner that night.
"Ma," her son groaned.
"I'm just worried, that's all. And you remember young man, Ginny's the boss this weekend. You obey her."
Their mom was leaving the next morning, supposedly to visit her sister in Tampa. Bobby had more than a sneaking suspicion something, or more accurately someone, else was involved.
"Are you going out with Dave honey?" she asked her daughter.
"No."
"But its Valentines sweetie."
"We've broken up."
"Oh Ginny, what happened?"
"He was a loser mom, a real jerk," Bobby piped up.
"Shut up," Ginny hissed.
"I better stay home this weekend," her mom offered reluctantly.
"Its okay mom, I know you're looking forward to seeing Aunt Jane."
"Well, if you're sure...you guys got my cell." Her mom quickly answered, obviously relieved.
"At least I've got a date," Bobby said smiling.
"With whom?" his mom asked suspiciously.
"It's just a party Friday night mom, nothing special," he answered, wishing he'd kept his mouth shut.
"Well you just remember young man what I've told you about how to treat a girl. If I ever hear..."
~~~~~~~
FEBRUARY 13TH
"Whatcha doing?" he asked her when he entered the play room around eleven Friday night and found his sister sitting under a blanket on the couch watching a movie.
"What's it to you?" she demanded. As she moved he could see she'd already changed into her pajamas.
"Still in a great mood I see," he said as he flopped down on the other end of the couch.
For minutes they sat silent, watching the television, before Ginny finally broke the silence, "I'm sorry."
"It's okay," he answered without looking at her, then stayed silent, knowing Ginny's curiosity would eventually get the better of her. He was right.
"I thought you teenyboppers had a big party tonight," she finally threw out.
"The hell with them," he muttered half under his breath.
"What? Who?"
He knew he had her attention now. "Stooopid girls...stooooopid bloody women," he answered, disdain dripping from his voice as he kept his attention on the flickering screen. That should get her both mad and interested he thought.
"Girls! Girls! What about fucking stupid men.?" she demanded, the continued use of the f word a good indication of her mood.
"The hell with you too," he half yelled as he jumped up and left the room.
He heard, "Bahhhbby?" called after him as he moved towards his room. He figured he had a minute or two before she showed up at his door so instead of going to his room he went to the bathroom they shared and quickly stripped and entered the shower.
She was pacing in the hallway outside their rooms when he finally appeared in the bathroom doorway, his blond hair dripping water and only a small white bath towel circling his waist.
"I'm sorry," she apologized as he stepped past her and entered his room.
"Hah. You're like the rest of them."
"I am not," she insisted as she followed him into his bedroom and sat on his bed. She was only wearing a pair of yellow satin p.j.'s, boxer bottoms topped by a lace trimmed matching cami that was struggling to contain her full, ripe breasts "What's your problem anyway? I thought all your little female classmates were treating you like a god," she asked, a belligerent tone still in her voice.
"It's all bullshit," he said as he threw himself down face first on the bed next to where his sister sat. "Leave me alone."
"What is it Bobby?" she asked, her female 'mother gene' kicking in, then tentatively touched first his shoulder, then his cheek.
"Christ, anything you do with one, anything you say...the next day every girl in school knows the whole story. Haven't you women the ability to keep anything secret?" he demanded.
Virginia Couries had to choke back what she really wanted to answer, something about how every man seem compelled to tell all his friends the second he'd slept with a girl. And about how every man who heard such a story felt it was his right to also fuck her. Instead she took a deep breath and simply said, "We're not all like that honey," as she continued to move her fingers softly through her hair.
"One day they love you, everything is perfect," he continued, ignoring her comment, "and then the next you're in the doghouse...a bloody animal."
"What happened tonight?" Ginny probed.
"Oh, I don't know. I mean, Chrissie and I were dancing...close...you know...real close. Then I kiss her...fuck, all of a sudden she's yelling at me."
"But Why?"
"Who knows? And then all of a sudden she's accusing me of stuff."
"What stuff," Ginny asked, now totally engrossed in Bobby's tale.
"Oh nothing...lies...just something about Rosie...that I was fooling around behind her back."
"Are you?"
"We've gone out. But not behind anyone's back...I mean I'm not married to Chrissie. Anyway, I'm didn't sleep with Rosie. Not yet."
"You're not a virgin, are you?" she suddenly asked. She didn't know what to say when he shook his head.
"I sorta like both of them," he finally admitted with a grin. "Eva...Brenda too."
"You haven't slept with all of them, have you?" she asked, trying to hide her shock.
"I'm horny all the time," he answered, avoiding her question.
"Me too," she said with a shy grin, surprising herself more than her brother with her candor.
"You are?"
"Uh huh."
"How come? I mean...I'm surprised. I didn't know girls got horny. What's it like for a woman...for us...me, I'm always hard...like twenty times a day."
"You are not. That's impossible. Anyway it's different for a girl."
"Do you masturbate?"
"BOBBY," she squealed but he could see she was enjoying the conversation as much as he. "Yes," she finally whispered.
"Me too! All the time."
"What do you do...I mean do you use something? Where do you do it? Do you look at dirty pictures or something?" the words, fueled by her great curiosity, gushed uncensored from her mouth.
"Would you like to watch?" he suddenly offered.
"That's disgusting. Besides I'm your sister," she said, her eyes glowing.
"You'd just be watching," he lured as he rolled over on his back.
"You shouldn't," she said as her eyes followed his hand as it moved to his waist and loosened his towel. "Don't! Please," she pled, watching as his now loose towel tented upward over his groin.
"I can't stop Ginny," Bobby groaned as he slipped a hand under the towel and grasped his shaft. He slowly stroked it as he watched her.
"How long do you do it for? What does it feel like?" she couldn't help asking.
"Take the towel away."
"No. I shouldn't," Ginny protested as her fingers inched toward the edge of it. He was fully erect now, and with his hand holding his penis just under his cockhead he lifted it so it was standing at right angles to his body. She couldn't stop her fingers.
"Oh my gawd Bobby," his big sister cried as she pulled the covering off him, exposing his sex to her awestruck eyes.
"What?" he asked, his hand now moving more urgently over his hardness. Caught up watching him, almost hypnotically entranced by the movement of Bobby's hand, Ginny didn't realize that bent over as she was her brother could see down her top.
"It's so big," she murmured as she involuntarily moved her head even closer to his penis.
He was watching her bare, ruby tipped breasts when he felt the first tightening in his balls, then simply groaned, "Oh Ginny," when the first spurting, creamy explosion of cum rushed up his shaft, a white stream that jumped from his cock and arched upward until it splashed against his sister's surprised face.
"Bobby!" she yelled but he was far beyond thought; his whole being was centered on the urgent spasms that were rocking his teenage body. Again and again thick strands of his cum leapt outwards from his prick.
"Sorry," he finally mumbled as he lay back spent on his back, panting lightly as his still hard penis dripped a few last drops onto his stomach.
"That was disgusting," Ginny chastised but he'd seen how her tongue had darted out and sucked in a hanging strand of thick, white sauce. There was a line of sperm hanging from her chin downwards onto the top of her left breast and with a finger he lifted it and drew it into his mouth. "Don't! Yeck," she said but he could see the excitement in her eyes.
He slowly squeezed out a last fat drop from his cock onto a waiting finger and then moved the cum coated fingertip to her lips. She started to say no but he stopped her words by pushing his coated finger deep into her mouth, then groaned softly as her tongue licked it clean.
"It's still hard," she said with a nervous giggle seconds later.
"That's my problem, it's always hard," he mock complained.
"Dave could only do it once. And he wasn't nearly as big," she said matter-of-factly, her brain working furiously to estimate how much wider and how much longer Bobby's prick was than the few others that had penetrated her in the past. There was no easy comparison, Bobby's was simply extraordinary.
"Do you want to touch it?" he offered.
"No...I shouldn't...its wrong," she demurred as her eyes followed every movement of her brother's long cock.
His free hand lightly closed over hers, then gently pulled it downwards towards his aching penis. "Please Ginny, please help me," he groaned as her fingers tentatively touched him.
"Yes...oh Christ Ginny...yesssss," he encouraged as her hand circled him and then slowly stroked him.
"Like this?" she asked softly.
"Yes. Put your other hand on my balls," he directed. "Ohh yeah Ginny," he moaned as her hand became a blur of motion on his cock.
"It's so hard, so fat...so long," she said as she drove him towards orgasm, "I never thought...I mean." Before she had a chance to finish her thought he came again, again catching her unawares and squirting strand after creamy strand on his surprised sister.
"It's so disgusting," she complained, motioning to the gooey cum that seemed to hang everywhere on her body. And yet she loved it.
"You're sticky," Bobby said as he ran his fingers over her cheek and then down to her stained cami.
"Bobbbbby!" Ginny squealed as her brother's hand rested for a second on her breast and then as he lifted a strand of his seed from her chest he flicked her erect nipple.
And then, lifting his softening penis from his thigh asked, "Will you suck it Gin?"
"No! Absolutely not...I'm going to have a shower...go to bed," she said a she scrambled back from her brother, all of a sudden aware of what they'd done, how inappropriate her behavior. Gosh, she was supposed to be in charge of him this weekend.
"Do you want someone to soap your back?" he offered his retreating sister.
"No. N...O. Goodnight," she said as she rushed blushing from the room.
~~~~~~~
Thirty minutes later he lightly tapped on Ginny's bedroom door, but then slipped inside before she'd answered.
"Bobby?" she asked as she turned on the bedside light. "You're naked," she accused when she saw him standing by the door.
"Can we talk?"
"About what?"
"Just talk," he answered as he moved to her bedside and quickly slipped between her soft sheets.
"Don't. We shouldn't have done that," she started.
"Can I sleep here tonight?" he interrupted.
"You can't...we can't...we're brother and sister...its wrong."
"Not that. Not sex."
"What then?"
"Just sleep together. Hug. I've never slept with a woman...not all night. Not wake up with her. I've never slept with a warm body next to me...cuddling..."
"Me neither...well, maybe with Kate a couple of times...but not like"
"Can I?"
"You won't try anything will you?" she asked but he knew she was already sold on the idea.
"I'm all tired out," he giggled as he cuddled up against his sister.
"You should have some clothes on," she delayed.
"Where are yours?" he asked as he tickled her bare tummy.
"Don't," she said batting his fingers away, but then grinning said, "I can't wear them, they're all sticky."
"Goodnight my beautiful and sexy big sister," Bobby said after giving Ginny a quick kiss on the lips. "Hey, do you want to go to the beach tomorrow? You can be my Valentine for the day."
"I don't know...I guess...maybe."
"Okay, great."
Perhaps surprisingly to his sister he was asleep within minutes. She realized almost immediately she was disappointed that he hadn't tried something. 'God, you're a slut,' she chastised herself as she lay sleepless in his arms. 'He's your brother'... 'but he feels so good' she argued with herself.
It took her a long time before she fell into a fitful sleep...and not before she'd run her fingers over his muscular body...exploring...
~~~~~~
FEBRUARY 14TH VALENTINES DAY
"Wake up sleepyhead," she heard while feeling a hand shake her shoulder.
"What time is it?"
"Almost noon," her brother answered.
"What!" she said as she struggled to sit up. Then realized that her little brother was staring at her, that her breasts were bare, that Bobby could see the red curls at the base of her stomach. "Bobby," she started to admonish as she grabbed the sheet to cover herself, but then remembered the night before, remembered her hand as it pumped his penis, remembered tasting his cum, remembered how it felt being nestled against him.
"Morning," he said smiling, then dipped his head and kissed her. It wasn't a lover's kiss but it also wasn't a younger brother's kiss.
"Morning," she finally mumbled back.
"C'mon. Get up. Breakfast will be ready in five, then we're going to the beach," he ordered, a big friendly smile on his face.
"You're happy this morning," she half groused but her eyes couldn't hide the excitement she felt. She let the sheet fall, and then after letting him feast for seconds on her breasts, ordered, "Don't look."
~~~~~~~
Two dozen roses arrived while they were eating breakfast, the unsigned card to Virginia Couries simply read, 'To the nicest (and sexiest) girl in the world. I'll always love you. Be my Valentine...for ever.'
"Did you send these?" she asked her brother with tears in her eyes.
"What? Yucky words like that," he denied.
But she knew.
~~~~~
"Not Haulover!" Ginny protested three quarters of an hour later when Bobby slowed the motorcycle and turned into the Haulover Beach parking lot.
"I won't go," she shouted just as Bobby shut off the engine. "They're all perverts."
"Fine, stay here," her brother said as he started for the tunnel leading under the A1A and the path that led to the famous nude beach.
"Wait," she cried as she rushed after him. "I'm not taking my clothes off," she promised as she put her hand in his.
"Do what you want," he countered disinterestedly as he led her through the dunes and toward the wide beach.
"Oh my gawd," she groaned when they turned the last corner and were faced by hundreds of naked bodies. He led his sister slowly almost the full length of the beach before he chose a spot to drop their towels. He could feel her hand quivering in his as they walked.



"I may take off my top," Ginny conceded as she sat watching her naked brother after he'd quickly disrobed.
"Good."
"Why good?"
"I want everyone to see how beautiful you are, how sexy."
"I'm not," she said as she unhooked her bikini top.
"They're perfect. Now put some sun block on them," he ordered as he handed her the tube.
Suddenly brave, the excited coed, her nipples already erect and tingling, dared her teenage brother, "No, you do it," and handed back the sun block.
"Lie on your back," Bobby instructed as his warm, cream covered fingers pushed her shoulder back and then slowly moved down one of Ginny's arms, lighting touching the outside of her breast as he went. Her forearm sprouted goose bumps and her light, downy soft, red arm hairs seemed to dance as his fingers moved over her. "You're nervous, excited," he accused teasingly.
"I'm not," she insisted just seconds before he squeezed a fat dollop of cream onto her left breast. They both watched for seconds as it slowly slid down towards her straining nipple. "Maybe I am," she whispered looking up into her little brothers shining eyes.
"You better do it then," he said, pulling his hand away from her arm.
"No! Do it Bobby...its okay...really." And then she gasped, a long drawn out, "ohhhhhh," when her brothers long fingers moved to cup her firm, perfectly shaped tit.
He could feel himself lengthening, hardening as he caressed his sister, actually had to drop the tube and lie down on his stomach before he'd finished.
"You're hard again," Ginny teased, then asked giggling, "Do you want me to put something on your thing...your penis...we wouldn't want him to burn..."
"Ha ha sis," Bobby muttered as his cock, even through the towel he lay on, seemed to burrow deep into the sand.
~~~~~~
"Let's go swimming," he said once his excitement had somewhat abated and his penis had half softened. Standing he offered his hand and pulled her up and then hand in hand they ran laughing into the foam flecked sea. There was no shyness between them now, even though they hadn't made love to each other, what they had done together the night before seemed to have forever broken the physical barriers that even days before would have kept them yards apart.
They frolicked in the surf, touching, hugging, splashing, playing like children although both were almost painfully aware of the sexual attraction drawing them dangerously together.
"I guess I really don't need these," Ginny declared when they'd finally left the ocean and stood by their towels, referring to her bikini pants which she quickly shucked in one deft move.
"No, you don't," Bobby agreed as he stared hungrily at his sisters curly red thatch of pubic hair.
"Don't stare," she ordered as she started to sit.
"C'mon," he said, grabbing her arm and pulling her back up.
"What?"
"Let's go for a walk," Bobby said as he took her hand and started up the beach.
"Everyone will see me," she protested even as she stretched her shoulders back and tried to stand even straighter. "They're all staring," she giggled nervously after they'd walked fifty yards down the each.
"Of course they are, they're men," Bobby answered, his walk a proud strut that acknowledged his sisters beauty while telling every watching male that she was his woman, that it was his penis that would fill her. He good sense her excitement as he watched her eyes dart from side to side, knew that every man could see how her taut nipples advertised her readiness.
"The girls all wish it was them lying next to you," Ginny whispered to her brother after they'd settled back on their towels. And as she said it she realized just how badly she wished it really wasn't just a brother/sister game. Suddenly she accepted that Bobby attracted her more than any other boy she knew. Had ever known!
"Hah," he muttered.
Leaning over him she whispered daringly in his ear, "yours is the biggest, the nicest one on the beach ...they'd all like it inside themselves." She wondered what it would feel like...whether it would fit. 'He's your brother' screamed somewhere in the back of her mind.
For the rest of the afternoon her eyes continually drifted back to the thick shaft hanging between his legs. Her eyes couldn't help but follow the path of thin, golden hairs that started just under his navel and led unerringly to his sex. She wondered again and again if, and how, it'd ever fit inside her but somehow knew it would be perfect. 'I can't, it's wrong...he's my brother,' one part of her mind argued while another part argued back, 'I love him...it'd only be once...who'd ever know.' "Slut," she mumbled to herself, not realizing she'd said it aloud.
"Who's a slut," Bobby asked.
"No one...nothing."
"We better go," Bobby said later as the February sun finally started to set.
"Already?" she protested.
"Watch out Ginny," her smiling brother said, "If you don't watch out you might become one of those pervert nudists you were talking about."
"It's just I like," she started to explain but then saw his big grin and gave him a punch on his arm.
"I'm going to take you out to dinner...somewhere fancy."
"No. I'm going to cook for you. Something special, to repay you," she promised. As they rode home from the beach on his motorcycle she locked her arms around his stomach while letting her hands lightly rest on his groin. She pressed her hard nipples into his back. Nothing will happen, she promised herself, even as she felt the dampness spread in her groin.
~~~~~~
"God, mom would go crazy if she saw us," Ginny giggled to Bobby as they ate the meal she'd lovingly prepared. "Drinking wine...naked in public...the stuff last night..."
"I'm sure she's got lots of other things on her mind right now," Bobby said.
"How come?"
"Her date."
"Huh? She's at Aunt Jane's. Why are you shaking your head?"
"Mommy's on one of those dirty weekends," her brother announced with a leer.
"You're crazy," she squealed, "Why do you say that?"
"I heard a phone call...it's all a ruse, visiting Aunt Jane I mean. The two of them have something planned...they met some guys last summer. They're all off on a weekend swinger's cruise or something."
"You lie...I mean she can't...she never dates...she's thirty-eight."
"She's beautiful...sexy," Bobby interrupted.
"But...you really think she's sexy?"
"After you she's the prettiest, sexiest woman I've ever seen." As his sister started to blush he added, "I dream of you two."
"You don't. What do you dream about anyway?" she asked, her curiosity aroused.
"Ever since it grew...my penis...since I became a man. You and I...naked together...last night was what I've always wanted. I want to"
"We were playing. It was just a game Bobby. We couldn't...ever...what would mom say. Our friends...everyone would think we're sick...perverts," she cried.
It was late when they finally finished their meal; they'd eaten their dessert in silence, their heads spinning from the wine and their inner turmoil. "I better wash up," Ginny said rising.
"Leave it til tomorrow," Bobby ordered as he embraced her.
"It's wrong."
"Dance with me once," he insisted as he pulled her into his arms.
"Please Bobby...please," she begged as their bodies came together, unsure even as she said it if it was a plea to stop or a plea to simply take her.
"Bobbbbby!" she cried as he put an arm under her legs and lifted her effortlessly into his arms.
"We can't," she whispered, her lips inches from his, as he carried her towards his room and waiting bed.
She'd never been wetter, never more excited than when he laid her on her back on his queen size bed. He had slipped the straps of her thin summer dress from her shoulders while carrying her and the simply pulled it off as he laid her down. Braless, only her damp white panties protected her. She'd seen it all afternoon but still gasped when he bared his now erect shaft. It seemed huge as he loomed above her.
She watched him as he crawled up the bed between her legs, and then gasped again when he tore the thin lace from her loins. Looking down her body she could she the engorged lips of her pussy and knew her brother could smell her need. Her sex flared outward and she could see her now unhooded clitoris as she watched as Bobby brought his large cockhead purposely to her gate.
Then she whimpered as the round bulb forced its way inside her, stretching her as she'd never been stretched before. "Bobbbbby...I can't," she cried softly as he pushed farther inside of her, not so much from pain but from seeing how much he still hadn't got inside. As he thrust again, she was mesmerized by the blue vein that ran almost the full length of his cock, and watched it pulsing as it slowly disappeared.
As his size stretched her insides to an unimagined tautness it suddenly felt as if every nerve in her vagina had been turned on, it was as if his penis was a key the had opened a door into a world of continuous throbbing ecstasy. For minutes she was unaware of anything except the bolts of pure electric energy that were overwhelming every synapse in her brain.
She was screaming, her legs locked around her brother, her back arched almost inhumanly, her nails raking painfully across his back, her nipples throbbing, when finally her shuddering orgasm pulsed outward from her centre.
Met by his pistoning, shooting organ. Flooded by cum.
She was crying when he finally pulled out and lay panting beside her. "I love you," he whispered.
"You're my brother," she said between sobs. "My little brother."
"Not so little," he said as he rolled back on top of her.
"Bobbbbbbbby!" she welcomed as he filled her with his now sticky shaft.
~~~~~~
Later he woke to find her head resting on his stomach, and then felt the soft, moist probes of her tongue as she explored his cock.
"Ginny, don't," he whispered as he felt the blood rushing into his cock.
"I want to," she insisted, then ran her tongue from the base of his penis to its dripping eye. Again. And then again.
"Ginny, please," he groaned as she licked round the fat bulb completely, then popped it in her mouth. "It's too big," he cautioned even while hoping she'd take more. He had to fight himself to stop from grabbing her hair and forcing her down. She sucked about five inches of him in, then slowly retreated until she hit the thick ridge. Swallowed again, took more cock this time. Back and forth, back and forth; looking down he saw she'd completely swallowed him, she gagged once, pulled back, and then he was suddenly deep in her throat, his cock spewing its rich liquid.
They slept...woke...slept.
Later she sat astride him, rode him mercilessly like a Kentucky Derby jockey, urging him on as she rose up and down in her phallic saddle. Looking down he could see both their thighs were spattered with their sexual juices.
~~~~~~~
FEBRUARY 15TH
They woke late the next morning, ate quickly, then showering together he made love to her standing up. Filled her as the water cascaded over them.
Then her fingers caressingly soaped him clean before she led him to his bed by his throbbing prick.
"You'll kill me," he complained.
"He doesn't seem tired," she teased, then ordered, "Lie on your back." She lay over him, lowering her hair covered mound over his face even as he felt her tongue on his sex. "Eat me...please eat me."
He did! He finally had to push a finger into her anus to slow the writhing and thrashing of her hips as his mouth on her small, erect clit brought another burst of her sexual juices.
~~~~~
"You want to, don't you," she asked later.
"What?"
"My little bum," she said flirting, turning so her perfect circles were facing him.
"No,' he denied, impossibly excited again.
"We only have today Bobby, only today," she lured. "Everywhere, I want you everywhere. You'll be first," she further enticed, waving her ass in the air.
He ignored her fiction that somehow this was going to be just a one day sexual fantasy as his hands cupped her firm, round cheeks, delicate melons that just seemed to be begging to be split. He tried to be gentle; well lubed he pushed relentlessly into her dark channel as she groaned in protest at the invasion.
But then, when he was finally buried completely, she slowly started to respond, moaning his name softly as he pistoned in and out in long slow strokes.
~~~~~~~
"Mom will be home soon," Ginny whispered much later, wakening him from a light sleep. "C'mon Bobby, we've got to clean up, get ready."
Dressed, their beds made, the kitchen cleaned, the two sat waiting for their mom's return. And Ginny talked. For twenty minutes she explained how much she loved him, how much the previous day had meant to her. But how and why they couldn't continue.
How they had to lead a normal life. That they couldn't hurt their mom who loved them so much. That they'd want to get married and have children some day. How impossible it was.
He nodded from time to time, letting her believe he agreed. He didn't care; he knew they'd never be able to stop. He knew they'd been meant to be lovers, he'd accepted it completely, knew Ginny would soon come round. I'll give her a few days, he thought to himself when she finally ran out of words.
And then he asked, "What about next Valentines Day," just as he heard his mother's key turn in the front door.
"What?" she asked, startled by the sound.
"Promise me," Bobby demanded as he cupped her head and brought her face within inches of his.
"But Bobby...we can't." He could see both her fear and excitement in her eyes as his lips moistly touched hers.
"Promise," he insisted as they both heard the door open.
"Maybe...maybe," she stalled.
"And Christmas," he added.
"No...please," she said, her eyes beseeching, and then she heard her brother call out, "hi mom, how was your trip".
~~~~~~~
FEBRUARY 20th
'It's Mardi Gras' was written on the brightly decorated parcel that she found at the foot of her bed when she woke panting five days later. It had been the worst five days of her life. She'd only thought of one thing since her mothers return. She knew she loved him, had had to fight herself to stop from simply wantonly entering her brothers bedroom while he slept.
'Wear them tonight' the little white note read that lay on top of the package.
"Bobby', she thought, trying to control the wave of joy that reverberated through her body. Thirty or forty Mardi Gras necklaces spilled out when she slit open the wrapping. He's crazy, she laughed as she put strand after strand of colored beads around her neck. Watched them dance when she shook her breasts. Then she saw the last string, a string of inch and a half diameter colored balls knotted together.
She'd lock her door against him tonight, she promised herself as she fingered the balls. Then watched her fingers lift the end ball and slowly bring it towards her pussy.
~~~~~~
"You?" she whispered at eleven thirty that night when he slipped between her sheets.
"Were you expecting somebody else?"
"We agreed...that we couldn't..."
"Except on holidays," her brother said with a grin.
"Only Valentines Day...maybe Christmas...not every holiday," she protested.
"Are you wearing them?"
"Maybe," she teased.
"Show me," he demanded.
.THE END
*
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"Hey you," I heard yelled peremptorily at my back as I knelt by the flower bed under the picture window, weeding and clearing out the dead shoots.
"YOU!" shouted louder and from a closer distance this time.
I turned slowly to face the offending noise, and was blinded for a second by the sun shining over her shoulder, but then simply panicked when I recognized the silhouette.
'VIET CONG' screamed silently and irrationally through my brain as I threw myself flat on the ground and rolled away from the expected bullet. I reached desperately for a non existent rifle even as sanity slowly returned.
It's fucking Boston, not Danang I screamed to myself as I lay staring up at a teenage Asian. She's probably just a student I tried to convince my whirling mind.
"Are you okay?" the long haired Asian asked as she stood looming over me.
"What do you want...What are you doing here," I stammered as I felt the sweat drip from my brow.
"Are you the janitor for this building?"
"What?"
"The janitor, the caretaker...I'm looking for somebody to give me a key.... Are you drunk?" she then asked after pausing to run her eyes over me, my stubble, my dirty shirt, a teenager's scorn in her question.
For seconds I pondered whether I should just kill her or whether I should rape her first.
"Well?"
"I'm looking after the building," I finally admitted as still trembling, I slowly moved to get up on my feet. It had been years since it had struck me so hard.
"I'm moving into Apartment One today...I need a key."
"No Asians allowed here," I said gruffly and turned to go.
"WHAT! What did you say?"
"No chinks, slants...it's the bosses rules, blonds only," I spat out. I'd fucked a hundred girls that looked like her in my time in Nam, would have known she was Vietnamese from a hundred yards away. I suddenly had a raging hard-on. She was beautiful.
"This is America...I'm American," the stunned girl answered as she backed away another couple of feet from me.
"Yeah, by way of Ho Chi fuckin Minh city."
"I was born in California. My friends and I have rented this apartment," she said pointing to my building, but with a look in her eyes that wavered between fear and anger.
"What's your name?" I demanded as I pulled a crumpled sheet of paper from my back pocket.
"Samantha Woo."
"That's a good one," I laughed as I pretended to inspect the paper. "You're not on the list," I said, shaking my head.
"Do you have Amy Grant, or a Cathy Cooper on it?" she asked desperately, trying to decipher the list in my hand while reading upside down.
"Three blonds in apartment one...I met them all...no dark haired Vietnamese," I said with a finality that should have brooked no further dissent.
"I'm replacing Gretchen...Gretchen Smith," the young girl yelled at my retreating back. "She got sick...she's taking the semester off... my accommodation fell through...I'm a friend of Amy's," the now near panicking girl tried to explain.
"Good try Miss, but we do have our rules."
"Can't I just wait inside...Amy's supposed to be here any minute now. I'm a Harvard student."
"Yellow bitches trying to take over our universities now," I growled, them mumbled, "Suicide bombers...probably a commie terrorist. Get off the property or I'll call the police," I warned.
"You're crazy...you're fucking nuts," I heard repeated as I walked next door to my apartment and then disappeared from her view.
I owned the two buildings, old attached houses that dated from the thirties. The one I lived in, number 54 Market Street, had, under my own spacious quarters which spread over three floors, a basement apartment which I'd rented to two coeds. Next door, number 56, had three apartments, large ones on the first and second floors, and another smaller one in the basement.
I stood in the picture window of my living room and watched as the Vietnamese paced back and forth on the sidewalk, was sorely tempted to go up to the attic and get the rifle that had already dispatched more than fifty of her brethren in the jungles of Vietnam. I'd kept it oiled and in firing shape for nearly forty years. I just knew she was going to be trouble.
She's tall for an Asian I couldn't help but notice as I watched her walk. Had to be five eight, five nine. Big tits too, at least for one of her people, I thought. Long, black hair right down to her fucking tight, round ass. I stroked my hardness through my shorts as I imagined her pink insides tightening around my fat cock.
Then, lost in the past, I remembered my first piece of ass as I unzipped my pants and released my throbbing hard-on, remembered that little dirty room over the bar in Saigon, was remembering how my first cunt had felt when I suddenly started to spurt cum upward in an arc that only stopped when it splattered my front window.
Jesus, I muttered to myself as I looked out the window. She had stopped pacing in front of the window, instead now stood standstill, a look of horror on her face as she realized what I'd just done. My still hard cock was dripping sperm. Quickly she turned and rushed thirty yards down the pavement.
~~~~~~~~
An hour later I saw a car pull up and Amy and Cathy, two of the girls I'd agreed to rent the apartment to last spring, hopped out and were immediately met by an irate Miss Woo who talked at them non stop for five minutes.
"Oh Mr. Coursey, I think there's been a misunderstanding," the smiling blond said as soon as I opened the door to her knock. Over her shoulder I could see the sexy, yellow bitch hovering nervously on the sidewalk.
"Miss Grant, Amy, great to see you," I said with a broad welcoming smile. I'd showered and shaved since my meeting with Miss Woo and looked quite presentable in a pair of sharply creased black slacks and an off-white, silk Tommy Bahamas shirt. Miss Grant was so cute and sweet a man just automatically wanted to take her in his arms and eat her up.
"You too sir." I could see her hesitation, saw her try to peer over my shoulder before she went on, "Was somebody else here before sir? Uh...Sammy," she stammered as she pointed back to her friend, "Sammy said some crazy homeless guy almost attacked her...said some weird things...I mean..."
"The Vietnamese girl?" I asked gruffly.
"Yes."
"She started ordering me about. Called me a janitor...a bum, asked if I was a drunk," I said angrily. "Demanded I let her in your apartment."
"It's my fault sir. I tried to call you last week...to let you know...but I couldn't ever get an answer."
"I was away. But I didn't agree to her...she can't stay. She's rude...a foreigner."
"But Mr. Coursey. She has no place to stay. I promised. Her parents live next door to us in Los Angeles," she begged, her beautiful blue eyes beseeching me silently.
"She said I was crazy...that I was a bastard," I complained even though I had already decided to let the little commie slut stay. I'd make her pay. "I spent five years over there, fighting for Uncle Sam, saw my friends killed...shit, I was wounded...and now forty years later this little bitch comes to my house and swears at me."
"There must have been a misunderstanding," Amy protested, "She's usually a nice girl."
"I fought for my country," I almost yelled, "and this...this bloody commie is going to"
"My daddy fought there too sir," Amy said softly.
"I know honey, it was one of the main reasons I rented to you girls."
"Can't she just stay for a while...until we get this sorted out. Please sir?" she begged.
"We should never have let her kind in...She'll have to fill in an application...you and Cathy will be responsible for her...I'll throw you all out if there's any trouble," I warned. "I don't want any whores living in my house."
"Oh thank you sir...you'll see...we'll be your favorite tenants," she said as she gave me a quick hug and a peck on the cheek. "I'll get Samantha to fill in the application and bring it right over."
"You bring it over," I ordered, "that girl accused me of terrible things...she's nuts."
"She did say something strange. You didn't...no of course you didn't. I promise I'll bring it back myself."
"If any of you are using drugs," I started.
"God, never sir...we're good girls," she promised.
"All of them are in the drug trade...Drug gangs, Tongs...I want to see her passport...I'm going to check it with Homeland Security," I promised as she turned to go.
"But sir."
~~~~~~~~
Of course I had all of my apartments wired for both picture and sound. At my age why rent apartments to pretty coeds if you couldn't have a little fun. Watch them naked. Screwing. Sucking Harvard dick.
Like I said, there were three apartments in Amy's building and a semi basement one under me. So every year I'd have eleven or twelve coeds to spy on. Good looking ones, I always made sure of that. Sexy blonds! It was an easy job to wire them; the Company had trained me well. I got the equipment wholesale from an old CIA friend and partner who'd branched out into private security. I made sure every couple of months to send him a copy of some of my more interesting tapes. Tit for tat so to speak.
"He did, I'm telling you," I heard and saw as I watched the three girls standing and talking in their new living room ten minutes later. "He said Asians weren't allowed...that it was the bosses orders...I didn't know the asshole was the owner. He was unshaven and dressed like a bum."
"Maybe it was somebody else," cute little Cathy Cooper answered, Miss 'pert tit coed' personified. I'd loved the way they'd jiggled under her sweater when she and Amy had come looking for an apartment last spring.
"It was the same guy Amy was talking to. He's a pervert," Samantha Woo insisted.
"He served in Vietnam," Amy said. "Maybe he was having a flashback or something...stress syndrome. He's always been a gentleman with Cathy and I."
"He pulled out his thing and masturbated. Right in the window. It was disgusting."
I could see neither of the other girls quite believed this last story...interpreting the glances between Amy and Cathy I think they were both wondering if they'd made a mistake with their new roommate. Nice Mr. Coursey masturbating in public?
"Well, lets just all try to get along. I know you're going to love it here Sammy. Wait til we go out clubbing tonight," Amy enthused; she was one of those people who see the good side of everything and everyone.
"But," the still dubious teen protested.
"This is the best apartment within a mile of campus. Look at the rooms. They're huge."
"It is nice," Samantha conceded, "but I don't know."
"Give him another chance, he's nice," Cathy advised.
Suddenly smiling resignedly, Miss Woo announced to her new roommates, "Oh all right, I'll try it. But you two shoulda seen the pervert's dong, it's huge. Gigantic! He sprayed the window with his cum."
"It is?" the other two shrieked.
"How big?" Amy then asked.
"Like this," she said as she mimicked a male masturbating with two hands.
"He's an old man, you're dreaming," Amy giggled.
"Beeeeeeeg," the now laughing Samantha added.
"You slut," Cathy laughed.
"How many have you seen to compare with anyway?" Amy demanded.
"Not that many," young Samantha conceded with a grin.
As they laughed and talked I was soon forgotten as the three reverted to young happy coeds looking forward to the year ahead. I realized that now so was I. Knew that it was their apartment that would hold most of my attention over the next eight months.
I hadn't slept with a slant in over thirty years. As I watched Miss Samantha Woo I knew I would soon. I was crazy hard. Masturbated again later as I watched Miss Woo unpack her underwear. Frilly laces and silks. Thongs and briefs. Boy shorts. In every color of the rainbow.
~~~~~~~
I was fifty-eight that fall, a six foot two, hundred and ninety-five pound man who still resembled the wiry seventeen year old who'd enlisted in the Army using false ID before I'd even finished high school.
Oh yeah, some gray hair and lines on my forehead. And ten pounds of extra weight. Some scars, both the ones that showed and those that don't. But still fit. Still had a stiff cock that ached for cunt. Even in spite of the three marriages that had gone sour. All three to big titted blonds!
I went to Nam in 1966 a week after my eighteenth birthday. A virgin! That lasted all of two days. A giggling little girl, less than five foot tall, led a gangling, nervous kid up the rickety back stairs of the bar and pulled me into a dim room hardly big enough to hold the small bed that stood waiting. Dirty sheets. The girl coulda been anywhere from eighteen to thirty-six. I didn't have a clue. Christ, did that soon change.
And it was in that dirty, smelly room that for the first time I felt a woman's lips on my cock. Stood trembling as the kneeling, dark haired Asian moved her moist, warm tongue over my sex. Groaned in ecstasy as she somehow gobbled me down. Then spurted a load of cum that had been waiting for just this to happen all my life.
She'd been surprised at how fast I'd come, but happy to have earned her five bucks so easily. But another thirty bought her for the night. My first cunt. I came once, twice, again, a fourth time, a fifth before I finally stumbled out sated at four in the morning. Best money I'd ever spent.
And then once started I couldn't get enough. And the little whores couldn't get enough of the Pennsylvania country boy with the big dick who would throw down his money and fuck three or four of them each night. I was in heaven.
Young Joe Cock-her the boys in the unit used to call me...
...And then we went into the fuckin jungle. Got eaten up by leeches and insects whose names we never learned. Got shot at. Killed gooks. Lost friends we'd just made. Thought nothing of raping any peasant woman who crossed our trail. Every slant was 'Charlie', every woman a whore.
You don't worry too much about long term consequences if you don't think you're going to last the month. We were scared shitless. But also arrogant and cocky teens, mainly hard country boys who'd been told in our training to shoot first, ask questions later. Told by fancy talking instructors that the only good slant was a dead one. Or a raped one. Didn't really matter.
The rich boys stayed home. They went to college and protested, like our last President. Oxford instead of Saigon for Billy boy. Or got medical deferments. Or got daddy to hide us in some Guard Air unit like Georgie. They weren't eating bullets. We were. So maybe we ended up doing some things we shouldn't have. A lot of us didn't make it home.
I somehow made it through a first tour. The brass liked me. I could shoot, taught on my gramps knee from the time I was three, and I could survive in the jungle. Surprisingly I had a good ear for foreign languages. Intelligence induced me to stay on. So I re-upped when they offered me a spot with Intel. Wet work. Went back even a better killer in early 1969. It was all I knew or wanted. Hunt slants and fuck. Beat working the rocky soil of daddy's farm.
Then, in late 1969 I fell in love. With two sisters! Teenage gooks with the goddam prettiest faces, the firmest little bodies, the tightest, juiciest cunts. It was just a big fucking mistake.
I'd been in the field for a month. Part of an elite unit of eight, snipers and deep penetration agents operating out of a base near the Cambodian border. Sniping. Spying. Working with the Montagnards. They'd spot for us; feed us info as we slipped back and forth over the border.
It was just a small village, maybe one hundred people, up in the hills, about twenty klicks from our base. I hadn't even known it was there when I stumbled upon it after finishing a mission across the border. I knew though it had to be Charlie's village...would of...probably shoulda just marked it...let the air boys blow it to smithereens. Agent Orange the bastards!
But I saw them as I moved the scope over the village from my hiding place. What the fuck were they doing there, I thought, as my cock hardened in my pants. Young stuff. Teens. Dressed in long soft, form fitting Chinese dresses. Beauties. Prettiest things I'd seen in months. Huh, what were rich city girls doing in Charlie's peasant village? So I decided to stay and find out.
It was soon clear they lived with the village chief, his daughters I thought at first, and only later learned they were his big city brother's daughters, sent from the dangers of Saigon to the countryside for protection. They belonged to one of those old rich Vietnamese families that played both sides of the fence, one brother (the girl's father, simply known as 'Big Truong') and other assorted family members in Saigon working for the regime and their American backers while another brother (the village chief) and others helped Uncle Ho.
Not much different than rich people anywhere I guess. Protecting their asses no matter what way the war turned out even while enriching themselves on the American taxpayer's largesse.
The two girls, Kim the eldest at nineteen, and Han, a year younger, had been up in the hills for three years, treated liked princesses by the villagers who depended on the Truong family for their livelihood.
It took me three days of watching before I finally caught them alone, found the two bathing in thin, cotton shifts in a jungle pond a half mile below the village on a steamy afternoon. Camouflaged I was able to approach within feet of where they had left the rest of clothes, then watched for minutes as they splashed joyfully in the water.
They got to within ten feet of me, dripping water, their light, wet shifts doing nothing to conceal their bodies, before the one I later learned was Kim shrieked in surprise. The two didn't run, just stood motionless, mouths ajar, as my eyes roved over them. Their dark areolas, a good three quarter of an inch in diameter, only highlighted the nipples that stretched the light material outward.
Their sex, hidden behind dark triangles, drew my eyes downward as my penis jerked upward in my pants.
"You're an American," Han, the younger, finally gasped in accented English, her surprise obvious.
"What are you doing here?" Kim asked, "this is ...."
"Viet Cong territory," I hissed, finishing her thought. There was a complete lack of modesty on their parts as they stood looking down at me.
"Yes," Kim answered almost saucily, a spoiled, rich girl's confidence in every word, in every movement.
I dwarfed them when I stood, my six foot two height a good foot above either of the curious girls. My blond hair, exposed when I pulled off my helmet, immediately grabbed their attention.
"He's like a god," Han whispered to her sister in Vietnamese, oblivious to the fact I spoke or understood their native tongue.
Giggling her sister answered, "He's so big...do you think he's big down there?"
"He's so white...an ugly monster. Do you think he's dangerous? That he might try something? Look at him. He's looking at our bodies, our breasts. We should dress," she said as she moved toward the pile of clothes.



"Look! His cocks hard," Kim answered. "No, don't stare you fool."
"It's huge," little Han said, unable to tear her eyes from the bulge below my waist. "He has enough for both of us," she added, trying to stifle her giggle with her hand which fluttered in front of her mouth.
"Why are you here anyway?" Kim finally demanded imperiously in English.
"I've been sent by the President to find the two beautiful virgins who've been causing so much unrest in the north," I answered in Vietnamese.
"You speak Vietnamese?" Han asked as a blush spread across her face.
"You should have told us. You're very rude," Kim chastised, also blushing.
"Hah, I'm rude! Here I thought you were ladies, but I find you're just crude peasant girls, talking about a mans private parts in public. No education or refinement at all. The two of you should be spanked and sent home."
"Crude!" Kim sputtered. "We went to a French lycee in the capital. You Americans are the boors."
"Run along home girls," I said, shooing them off as if they were twelve year olds and not alluring women.
"Why should we?" Han asked belligerently.
"Because I, Joseph Coursey, here in your country to help you poor Vietnamese move into the twentieth century, would like to have a swim without being bothered by two young children."
"Children!" Han almost yelled as I started to unbutton my shirt.
"We've had an advanced civilization here for a thousand years you...you country bumpkin," Kim protested as I let my shirt slip from my shoulders and moved my fingers to my belt. "What are you doing?"
"Going for a swim. Is that okay with you my little peasant princess?" I asked as I let my pants slip down my thighs.
"This is our pool. My families. Truong family land. Not just anyone can swim here, you're trespassing," she protested as I pulled my green tank top over my head.
"Go on, shoo," I ordered as I hooked my thumbs into my shorts.
"No," Kim answered but then watched stunned as I pushed my shorts down and exposed my fully engorged penis. "That's disgusting," she muttered as I turned away from her and started to walk toward the pool.
"We could shoot you," she yelled at my retreating back, "with your own rifle."
Knee deep in the warm water I turned and said, "Or you two could come swimming with me."
"Maybe I will," she answered, and then after a moment's hesitation, pulled her thin tunic over her head and started to walk towards me.
"Kimmmmmmmm!" her sister objected.
"Somebody has to watch this foreign devil. Maybe you better return to the village though," her sister answered.
"Oh no you don't," Han protested as she slipped the straps from her shoulders and moved to join her sister.
The two were perfect, the most beautiful girls I'd ever seen. It would've been impossible to choose between them. I didn't have to.
~~~~~~~
I gave a start, awoken from my reverie, when I heard the door of the girl's apartment suddenly slam shut. I'd left their sound on when they'd gone out around ten that first night. It was obvious to me that they were drunk, or high, when I turned on the video feed and watched them stumbling and giggling in the main hallway.
Fuck, it's already three in the morning I saw when I checked the clock. I clicked on the feed from Miss Woo's room and the bathroom. The blonds can wait I thought as I watched sexy Samantha teeter into her room. Little pleated blue miniskirt that hardly covered her pubes was topped by a shiny, off white, spaghetti strapped low cut blouse that displays her firm, braless tits perfectly.
She kicked off her heels and then leisurely pulled her top over her head. They're perfect! Somehow it just seems that every Asian girl's breasts are just right, that they've been designed for a man's hands, his hungry mouth. No huge excesses, just enough to fill a hand. Firm but velvety soft. Golden.
They rode high and firm on her tall frame, a round perfection that beckons without trying. Small, dark areolas that sprout fat nubs at their centers, suckable little beauties that I yearned to taste. Then I watched as she sauntered topless and barefoot to the bathroom, watched as she lowered a lacy blue thong, exposing a thick but trimmed dark triangle of jet black pubic hair.
I stared at the TV screen as she spread herself and started to piss out a stream of yellow liquid, a stream that seemed endless as she discharged the beer she'd been consuming all night. Her pink insides glistened.
I watched knowing she'd soon be mine. Split and turning on my long hard pole. Of course the bitch was in my dreams the rest of the night. Nightmares I hadn't had in ten years intermixed with erotic memories. I woke at dawn, my body bathed in sweat as my prick pulsed out my creamy seed. Visions of Miss Woo naked were intermixed with the Han and Kim I'd known forty years before.
~~~~~~~~~
In the days and weeks that followed I became obsessed. A near lunatic as I followed the young coed's daily rituals. With my little hi tech gadgets I bugged her phone, her cell, heard all her conversations and intercepted her e-mail.
Watched her naked and dressed. Showering. Masturbating. She was a hymen-less virgin who'd insert a vibrating plastic penis in herself late at night, groaning in need until the phallic substitute brought her to a gasping orgasm. I'd stroke myself as I watched, my hand in perfect rhythm with the urgently manipulated dildo.
Her best friend turned out to be her 18 yer old sister far away in L.A. and it was from intercepting their correspondence, both by phone and e-mail, that I learned Samantha's secrets. Both girls were still virgins and endlessly recounted back and forth their desires, their needs, their sexual cravings.
'He was nice...sexy...I let him touch my breasts...it felt...oh wow, you know...he wanted to...I was scared...he wasn't the one...' one would write.
Sam wrote after a late date, e-mailed her sister even as she ran her tongue over the dildo she'd just had inside herself, 'We kissed...his tongue penetrated, filled my mouth...how will a penis fit...I was so tempted...'
Cynthia, Cyn, her sister, would write back, 'We were dancing so close...I felt his penis against my stomach...pushing...he grabbed my ass...I wanted to touch him, I was scared...I miss you so much Sam...'
Sam wrote her sister about me. 'He's an animal...he hates Vietnamese...he scares me. His cock is huge,' she wrote, 'sometimes I dream of it. In me. He's full of cum. In my dream I like it...I do whatever he asks. He makes me his slave.'
She couldn't know that I'd fallen for her, that I found her irresistible, that I watched her every movement with both lust and love.
~~~~~~~
And night after night I remembered my short time with my two beautiful sisters. Remembered that first day at the pool. The days that followed. How a simple country boy from Pennsylvania became a slave to two foreign girls while thousands of miles from home.
Virgins! The two of them. Somehow their status, their family power, had saved the thin membranes that protected their virtue for Joe Coursey. I bloodied them both. The elder, Kim, first. Then her sister. We'd splashed and giggled in the pool that first day, the girl's nervousness, their surprise at their own audacity, quickly pushed aside by a hunger they'd been suppressing for years. Two girls who'd been declared off limits to every male within fifty miles for the last three years suddenly had me.
Our splashing that first day soon gave way to a feigned roughhousing that simply allowed us a chance to touch each other. The two girls seemed to be competing with each other, continually pushing their ripe bodies up against me.
Kim was the first to actually grasp me; I was splashing water at her sister even as I felt her trace my length with her little hand. "It's too big," she cried.
"What is?" Han demanded, then I felt her hand as it met her sisters around my cockhead.
I circled their shoulders with my arms, then pulled them tight against me, moved them so I felt four soft breasts against my skin.
"I'm a virgin," Kim said, inviting, "We both are."
"I'll be gentle," I promised as I led them to shore and the soft grass on the bank.
"I'm older, me first," Kim ordered.
"That's not fair. You're always first," Han complained. "What if he can only do it once?"
I smiled at Han's fear as I lay Kim on her back. "You're beautiful," I whispered as I knelt between the virgin's legs. Leaning forward I captured Kim's lips in mine as my hands moved to her heaving breast. Then I felt Han's finger slip between my stomach and Kim's and grab my cock.
"Christ honey," I finally groaned as Han continued to pump me.
"Leave Joe alone," Kim ordered her sister as my lips moved to her straining nipples. I found her wet, fully lubricated when I slid a finger down her puffy slit.
I quickly sat back up; she was ready, there was no need now for further stimulation. "Put it in," I ordered Han who still held my throbbing penis. Kim just whimpered as her sister slid my cock up and down her slit before aligning it perfectly, then she cried once, a deep wail, as I punched through her hymen, then simply spread her legs wider to welcome more of me into her. I could smell her blood as it slid down her thighs.
"Ohhhh yesssssss," echoed across the pond when one final hard thrust split her completely. As I thrust again and again into Kim's moist centre I suddenly felt little Han on my back. As I filled her sister with my fat, hard cock, she rode atop of me, her breasts rubbing my back, the moist juncture of her legs wet against my bum.
I filled Kim with an explosive outpouring of sperm, a flood that simply pushed my cum relentlessly towards her womb. Even as I continued to jerk spasmodically inside her I somehow knew I was putting my baby inside her.
Kim cried, "No, don't go," when I finally rolled off her but I'd already grabbed her sister.
Han was tighter than Kim, screamed when I tried to force my sticky, blood coated cockhead between the engorged lips of her labia. "No, it's too big," she protested as she struggled under my strong body. I could feel her hymen now, an insubstantial barrier that had no chance of stopping my rude penetration.
"Nooooooooooo," she moaned as her blood streamed warmly over my invading prick, mixing with her sisters. She groaned as I inexorably stretched her molten cave. It only took seconds before her protesting groans turned to shrieking joy, signaling her ecstatic acceptance of my cock. I splashed my seed inside her virgin sheath. Then still hard, I turned the younger sister over and filled her doggie style.
Kim protested that it had been her turn. She needed have worried.
The three of us met at the pool every day for the next week. And in the weeks that followed I returned again and again to see them, unable to resist my lust, my growing love.
Soon they both had my babies growing inside themselves.
~~~~~~~~
"You don't like me do you?"
There she was, just standing five feet from where I sat on the stairs leading up to my front door. One of those girls who just couldn't back off and leave it alone. It was mid October; she'd been inhabiting my dreams for six weeks. There had been a wariness to our infrequent meetings. It had been impossible not to meet from time to time. On the street, at the corner store, when they needed something repaired...
When words had been needed between us they were issued as nothing more than grunted, hostile monosyllables. Yet I wanted to lick her from head to toe.
"You're a pretty little thing."
"But you don't like me do you?"
"Love and hate Miss Woo. Have you ever noticed how close they are?" I asked.
"No," she said with disdain dripping from her voice.
"Too bad," I said as I lecherously ran my eyes up and down her body. Then asked as I rubbed my crotch, "Did you like watching? Did you like looking at it?"
"God, you're so fucking sick. Amy and Cathy wouldn't believe me when I told them," she said as her eyes stared at my hand as it rubbed the obvious hard-on in my pants.
"My first woman was a Viet whore. Probably your mother," I laughed.
"Pig," she spat back. "Christ it was you bloody people who invaded Vietnam, not the other way around."
"Bitch."
"You're the bastards that raped our women and killed our men," she yelled. "Made them whores," she accused.
"Fuck you. It was someone just like you, a thousand someone's like you who'd always beg, 'fuckee, suckee, two dollah, two dollah'. Took our money and then sold us out to Charley," I yelled back.
"You're disgusting. My grandmother, my daddy...everyone...they were on a raft for forty days...hungry...thirsty...where were the great Americans then? You ran home with your tails between your legs. And left my family to the communists."
"Why'd granny run," I sneered back, "she wanted to suck some more American cock?"
"Prick!"
I slowly lowered my zipper, and after looking up and down the block to see that it was all clear, pulled him out into the fresh fall air. "Yes, I'm a prick...take a good look," I offered.
She watched mesmerized for seconds before finally tearing her eyes away and backing up. "Samantha," I called.
"What?" she demanded but then wouldn't look into my eyes, instead kept them downcast.
"He wants you...he'll feel so good...soon baby," I promised, my hand now holding and stroking my freed snake.
"I hate you," she hissed, then ran.
Late that night she jammed her fake prick into herself with an urgency she'd never had before, and each time she lifted her hips to meet her thrusting hand and plastic penis she cursed. 'Bastard', 'prick', 'fucking ugly American', were spat from her lips as she came. She called her sister afterwards, told her crying, 'he's ugly...but I want his big prick...I hate him...'
~~~~~~~~~~~
"Amy's not here," Miss Woo said after opening the door and finding me on her doorstep ten days later.
I knew of course. I'd heard Amy and Cathy as they'd made plans to go to New Haven for the weekend, had seen them leave two hours earlier with bags in hand. Had watched as Amy's car had disappeared down the road. Then later I had watched as Samantha had soaped her nubile body under the hot shower. Had heard her on the cell phone telling a friend she was going to stay in even though it was Friday night, that she had reading to catch up on.
"I know," I answered as I watched her.
"What do you want?" She wasn't nervous yet. Just another visit from the crazy landlord. She was wearing tight blue silk shorts; if they'd been orange she'd have been named Miss Hooters. White tank top. You could easily see the dark circles through the thin cloth. Barefoot. Her long hair was still damp from the shower.
"You."
I'd made no threatening move, just leaned my shoulder against the door frame and watched her.
"My dreams are finally answered," she mocked as she stared provocatively up into my eyes.
"What do I get for twenty bucks?" I asked as I pulled my hand from my pocket and threw the twenty at her feet.
She was as excited as I. Even as she sneered back at me I could see her nipples hardening under her thin top. "Get out, I don't have time for this shit," she ordered but her eyes flashed, welcoming, inviting..
I didn't answer, just ran my eyes over her young body as I slowly lowered the zipper on my jeans. I wasn't wearing underwear. "You're disgusting," she hissed as I pulled my hardening shaft out.
"Kiss it," I lured as I shook my big headed python at her.
Her eyes followed every movement of my hand, locked on the one eyed monster that seemed to be staring back at her. "It's ugly...big and ugly," she complained even as she moved towards me. I reached out and put a hand on top of her head. Then pushed her relentlessly down towards my throbbing thickness. "No...no don't," she protested, so close now I could feel her hot breath on me, could see her long dark mane of silky hair draped over my length.
"Chrrrrist," I groaned when her small, moist tongue darted out and licked the drop of precum that stickily hung on my cockhead. She engulfed him in her small, wet mouth, closed her perfect white teeth behind the thick ridge, licked me as her hand closed over my balls.
I wanted to bury my prick deep in her throat. Wanted to hurt her. But couldn't stop shaking. Trembled as her tongue licked tentatively up and down my shaft. Remembered a bar in Saigon.
"Jesus Samantha," I swore as she swallowed me.
I finally grabbed her hair and pulled her off me. Pulled her up my body and then hungrily found her mouth and filled her with a slippery tongue. Then lifted her and started to carry her toward her room. Found her moist when I pushed a finger deep inside of her.
"You want it, don't you?"
"No...I don't," she cried as I dropped her onto the bed. "Pleasssse...I can't, I'm a virgin...I'm..."
She was open, wet, lubricated as I split her, gasped out a long moaning 'nooooooo', as I pushed deeper and deeper into her pink cave. Felt her stretch to accept more of me.
"You love it," I laughed in triumph as her long legs locked behind my back, knowing at the same time she couldn't love it more than I did.
"I hate it. You're a monster...a horrible monster," she cried as the first urgent pulses of her orgasm squeezed my pistoning cock. "Unh...unhh...unhhh," Again and again she groaned as her virgin need demanded my seed. "Hurry...please sir, hurrrry," she moaned as her body arched upward to take every inch of my long prick.
I slowed down, using long, deep unhurried strokes, trying to prolong the onset of my explosion until she was again throbbing in need under me. And then that almost painful tightening in my balls, followed almost immediately by the rushing spurt of creamy cum up my shaft, then the bucking expulsion of my seed deep into Samantha's womb as she writhed under me.
There was no thinking then, just a primal, unstoppable male emptying of myself as I groaned in concert with every spurt of sperm. Flooded her with my maleness. I wanted to put my baby inside her.
~~~~~~~
We fell apart and for minutes simply lay panting on our backs on her small bed.
"I didn't want to...you're old...I was a virgin," she whispered, her hand lightly caressing the hair at the bottom of my belly.
"You're beautiful," I said as my dripping penis sprang upward against her hand.
"Not again?" she asked wonderingly as her fingers grasped me.
"Turn over," I ordered as I put a hand on her shoulder and started to flip her onto her stomach.
"But sir," she protested.
"I'm Joe, call me Joe," I instructed as I knelt between her legs, then grabbed her hips and lifted her so she was kneeling, her pussy glistening invitingly, open and dripping cum, waiting to be penetrated. Her nipples were rock hard when I grasped her breasts from behind and pulled her body back towards my waiting lance. Rammed in hard and deep into her now lubricated and widened channel. She was still tight but her groans were now ones of pleasure, not despair.
My seed streamed out from between her legs when I finally pulled my pole from her center.
~~~~~~~
"Clean it. Lick it."
"No, I don't want to."
She did. Then I ate her. Had her first begging, them screaming under my caressing tongue. Woke up the next morning to find her curled warmly against my chest.
"You better go now," were her first words when we both woke and found ourselves staring into the others eyes.
"Not yet," I said as I pushed her onto her back. Fucked her until I thought the walls would collapse under the assault of her ecstatic screams.
Then we showered together. Soapily caressed each other until I simply lifted her up and dropped her on my aching cock. Pushed her up against the wall and made love to her as the water cascaded over our bodies.
"I have to study now," she complained about four in the afternoon.



"Later," I insisted as I pulled her to me.
~~~~~~~~
"I love you," I whispered to Sam the next morning.
"Yeah sure...I'm just a Vietnamese whore to you," she answered but I could decipher the hope in her eyes.
"Do you love me?"
"You're a dirty old man."
"Do you love this," I asked, holding and offering her my again rampant penis.
"No...maybe....yes...oh yesssssssss," she cried as I filled her.
"They'll be home soon," she said hours later, the sun quickly setting on a cool October evening. "You should go."
"Don't you want your roommates to meet your boyfriend?"
"You're not...Please Joe...I don't want them to know."
"You're mine now Samantha," I told her as I pulled her resisting body towards me.
"We can't...you're old...I'm just a student. It was nice...no, it was perfect, but please."
"We'll need to talk...about our future," I almost pled.
"Not now...please go Joe," she wailed.
I left, and then watched through my cameras as she acted as if nothing had happened when Amy and Cathy returned home an hour later.
'I'm not a virgin anymore' she wrote in an e-mail to her sister late that night. 'An old man made me his slave'.
Her cell phone rang four minutes later. For an hour I heard Samantha whisper our story to her sister. "I love his cock," she repeated again and again.
~~~~~~~~~
"Mr. Coursey?" Amy asked two evenings later when she opened the door and found me on her doorstep holding a bottle of wine and a bouquet of flowers.
"Samantha invited me to dinner," I lied, a broad smile on my lips.
"She did?"
"Uh huh. We decided to try to get along better."
"Oh good," Amy said beaming, surprised but happy that we'd apparently buried the hatchet. "C'mon in," she welcomed. "We're just having lasagna but there's lots."
"Sam, Mr. Coursey brought you some flowers," she announced as I followed her into the living room.
"Did he," she asked blushing, surprised and angry at my gall.
Amy had an innocence that didn't allow her to read what was going on but I could see that Cathy, looking up quizzically from her chair, was suspiciously curious.
"So, did you two talk this weekend?" Amy asked as we sat eating at the dining room table.
"Some," I answered between bites, a big grin on my face.
Samantha hardly talked during the meal, simply sat glumly as the blonds and I talked. She flinched when I slid my stockinged foot up her leg and pushed it between her thighs.
~~~~~~~~~~
"I'll do the dishes," Samantha said as she jumped up from the table at the end of the meal.
"I'll help," I offered.
"You don't have to, you've probably got things to do," she demurred as she carried a load of dishes into the kitchen.
I followed her, arms laden with more dirty dishes. We said nothing as she filled the sink with hot, soapy water, but then, once her hands were hard at work scrubbing a soapy plate, she hissed, "I told you, it was over. It was just a one time thing...it was a mistake...we can't..."
Moving behind her I put my hands on her hips, holding her even as I slowly slipped them under her top and slid them across her stomach and up to cup her breasts. "You didn't like it? Didn't like my cock inside you?" I demanded as I pushed my hardness into the crack of her bum.
"Please...please Joe...they'll see," she begged. "We can't...it'll never work. No...don't," she cried as I forced a hand down and into her pants.
"You're wet," I said in triumph as I slid a finger into her moist slit. Quickly I undid her button and zipper, then pushed her jeans and panties to her ankles, then freed my cock.
"Noooooooo," she protested softly as I penetrated her.
We were soon both oblivious to our surroundings, two humans lost in our sexual needs. Noisily making love. Then, as we both exploded into orgasm I looked up and saw Amy and Cathy, both openmouthed, standing in the doorway staring at Sam and me. I finally pulled out, then lifted my lover in my arms and turned and moved towards the door.
"Can you finish the dishes girls?" I asked as I moved past the still immobile coeds, my penis dripping a thick long strand of cum.
We made love half the night. Sam's ecstasy echoed continuously through the high ceilinged rooms of the apartment. I finally tiptoed out around four a.m., pretty sure both Amy and Cathy hadn't got much sleep.
~~~~~~~
After that night all pretense was gone. We needed each other. Lusted for the others body even as our love grew. She soon started to spend almost all her nights in my bed.
"I don't love you," she'd say afterward as we lay panting in my big bed, my sperm sticky on her stomach and thighs. Or say, "It's just the sex," or "this is the last time," or "I can't see you this weekend." And yet night after night she returned to my arms.
"Marry me," I'd always counter, nestling her thin body into mine.
"Hah...never."
I couldn't help wondering why I'd spent thirty years running after and marrying big breasted blonds. Only a woman like Sam could ever satisfy me.
~~~~~~~
"I've been there," she said one Saturday morning, holding up a picture she'd taken off the wall.
She was standing in my study, naked, still damp from her shower. "No you haven't," I said as I pulled her against my body.
"I did...last summer, we went to Vietnam...dad, grandma...my sister."
"You couldn't have been there, its way up, north, on the Cambodian/Thai/ Vietnamese border. You said your family came from Saigon...from a rubber plantation close to the capital," I said as I took the picture from her hand and looked at the so familiar scene.
"I stood right there...where the photographer must have stood, we all swam in the little pool," she said with excitement in her voice. "Where'd you get it?"
"I took it. What were you doing there?" I asked, just seconds away from realizing the truth.
"Grandma's family owned land up there, it was their original home. She and my great aunt were sent there during the war...they stayed with their uncle. She cried when we walked around the pond."
As Samantha ran on, adding detail after detail of her family's history, at first she didn't see the expression of shock that covered my face. "What?" she asked after finally noticing my look of horror. And then she knew.
"Oh my gawd," she cried, "you can't be. Pleasssse don't be."
"Are you Kim's granddaughter? Or Han's?" I asked softly.
"You raped both of them?" she wailed, suddenly aware that only one soldier was responsible for the deflowerment of both her grandmother and great aunt. "They were just girls, innocents," she accused as she started to hammer my chest with her small fists.
I finally crushed her to me, then held her immobile as I felt her tears tumble onto my chest.
"Did you know...about me...about...that I was your granddaughter?"
"I never knew you existed."
"Why'd you leave them? Pregnant, alone...with half breeds in their bellies," she demanded.
"They were my wives," I whispered.
"WIVES!" Samantha spat out in scorn. "They were just slants, gooks, chinks to fuck with your big American cock. You didn't give a shit what happened to them," she accused.
I walked to the bookshelf, and from the top shelf pulled down an album, a photograph album almost forty years old.
"What is it?" she asked as I placed it in Samantha's hands. And then whispered almost in awe when she opened the book to the first page and saw me staring back, "my gawd....you're so young...so handsome."
"I was nineteen then. On leave in Saigon. Just a month before I met your grandmother," I answered as I looked at the boy who'd already lost his innocence.
"Grandma," she said excitedly after turning the page.
"So Kim Truong is your grandma."
"Yes," she answered as she flipped a page and was faced by a smiling Joe Coursey between two smiling girls. Her anger had disappeared in her exhilaration at seeing her family in a way she'd never imagined. "They have no pictures," she said sadly as she looked up at me, "the few they had salvaged were lost in the sea during their escape. They're beautiful," she said as she continued to flip through the pages. "I'll have to give them copies."
"What's this?" she asked when she came to a page with a yellowing, half torn piece of paper on it.
"Your grandmother's and my marriage certificate," I said smiling. "December 25th 1969."
"But...Grandma never said she was married."
"I married her sister the same day," I said as I flipped a page and she saw another certificate pasted in the album.
"You couldn't have...it's not possible," she protested, then turned another page and saw the three of us arm in arm, smiling in front of a small Catholic church, the two girls in white dresses and with flowers in their hair.
"The priest was my friend...I'd saved his life...he pretended I was two different people," I said, remembering the happiest day in my life. "I registered one marriage, your grandma's, with the U.S. Military, the other we registered with the Vietnamese authorities."
"I always thought they were raped."
"No one ever said anything? About me?" I asked, bitter I'd been so easily forgotten.
"I was only born in eighty-eight, thirteen years after they'd escaped. No one ever talked about the men, the man who'd defiled them. Grandma had married an American of Chinese descent, daddy took his name."
"Woo?"
"Why'd you leave them? They needed you...they were punished...for having American half-breeds, for sleeping with the enemy. Our whole family suffered. They only just escaped. They could have died."
"I looked for them for years," I explained. "The whole fuckin village disappeared."
And it had. In June nineteen seventy I returned from a month up country to find a deserted, bombed to smithereens village. There'd been a skirmish apparently. Enemy activity had been noted during a flyover and a couple of days later a company of marines was choppered in. There'd been a firefight, and when I finally got to read the classified reports months later, found that a massacre had occurred.
'Thirty-nine enemy combatants killed, seventy-two enemy civilians unfortunately caught in the crossfire.' So read the official report. The pictures were ghastly, even for that time and place. Over the next year or so I tracked down some of our guys who'd been there. "It was brutal Joe," one old hand I'd known in the old days told me. "No one, women and children included, survived. They had fucking tunnels everywhere. Filled em with gas. Blood everywhere, we took no prisoners," he remembered.
I heard the same story repeated from every participant I could find, but no one could remember two pregnant girls.
Sam interrupted me when I told her how I'd searched. "Grandma told daddy, when we were there," she said pointing at the picture of the pond, "she said they'd had to leave suddenly when she and Auntie were seven months pregnant...they'd gone north...to Hanoi...that's where daddy and auntie Jess were born."
"They all lived? Auntie Jess?" I asked.
"Yes, grandma had daddy, auntie Han had Jasmine. Half white. Your babies. They claimed they'd been raped to the authorities. But still people hated them, hated the half American babies. They lived in a small village in the north, outcasts."
"I looked everywhere for them. I never believed they were dead."
"They returned to the south after the war. They rejoined their mother, she was a widow. There was no money. In 1975 an old family friend helped them escape. For the last of the family heirlooms they got a place on a small boat with seventy others. It took forty some days before the twenty-five survivors were plucked from the South China Sea."
"But how'd they come to America. For years I checked. I have friends, no Kim or Han Truong ever came to America legally."
"They'd changed their names."
"I've been back. To Vietnam...three times now...there was never any trace."
All morning we talked, exchanging the parts of the story we each knew. I couldn't help cursing the empty life I'd lived for thirty years even as my two women were healthy and living in California. Both had remarried soon after landing on our shores. Happy marriages that had produced children and grandchildren. My son and daughter raised by other men.
"You have three grandchildren," Samantha explained, "me, my sister Cyn, and Rose, Jasmine's daughter.
"I have one other."
"You do?"
"A blond. I had a daughter by my first wife, well my first American wife," I explained. "My wife left when my daughter was three. They wouldn't have anything to do with me for twenty-five years. There's a grandchild now."
"Oh Joe," she consoled as she slipped into my arms.
"What'll we do?" Samantha finally asked. "About us," she added unnecessarily. "We can't go on...not knowing...Joooooooooooeeeeeey!' she protested as my mouth covered hers.
We made love. Then talked. Made love again. We both knew we'd never stop.
~~~~~~~
"Cynthia's coming for the long weekend....Thanksgiving," my lover told me a week later.
"Your sister?"
"Uh huh."
"Good," I said, then pulled Samantha on top of me.
"Why good," she giggled as she slipped me inside herself.
~~~~~~
"So, what's this Cynthia like anyway," I asked twenty minutes later.
"She's your granddaughter. Almost as pretty as me...but taller."
"Taller?"
"Well at least I know where our height came from now...she's five ten...an inch taller than me."
"And her breasts?" I asked as I cupped Samantha's perfect orbs.
"They're not as big as mine," she said as she arched her back, forcing more breast into my hands. "Cyn is thinner than me...A virgin," she added.
"Will I like her...or is she stuck up like her older sister?"
"Maybe you can show her...like grandma, auntie, like me," she groaned as I pulled and stretched her nipples.
~~~~~~~
She arrived late Thursday night, with a plan to stay until Sunday night. "I'm going to show her the campus, Boston," Sam had told me. "So she's ready for next year. You can take us out to dinner Friday night," she ordered, or was it an invitation?
I had never told Samantha about the cameras so late that night I was able to watch the two sisters as they whispered together in bed, both naked, lit by a lone bedside lamp.
"Do you like it?" Cynthia asked, her mouth just inches from her elder sister's.
"It's better than I ever dreamed. You'll see one of these days," she promised.
"I'm horny...all the time."
"Your breasts have grown, they're beautiful," Sam said as she cupped and caressed her sister's perfect golden orbs.
"They're still not as big as yours," Cyn complained, then kissed her sister gently on her lips.
"But your nipples are so long," Sam replied as she took a long, quivering nipple between her teeth.
I watched as they gently made love, watched as they curled their long limbs into a Vietnamese soixante-neuf, watched as the two writhed under the others tongue.
"I can feel your hymen," Sam whispered. "I want to be there when it's broken."
"It'll hurt. I'm afraid," Cyn answered as she lifted her hips urgently upward against her sister's probing tongue.
"Maybe I'll give you Joe for a night," Sam teased later as they lay panting in each others arms.
"What?"
"I'll lick your blood from his cock," she laughed.
"You're crazy...maybe that's why I've missed you so much."
"Do you want to?" Sam lured. "Make love with my boyfriend."
"I don't know him...he's old..."
"He has a beautiful prick...he'll fill you little sister," she said as she moved a hand over Cynthia's breasts.
"You wouldn't mind?"
"I've dreamt of you and me together, with a man, with Joe."
"Me too," Cyn whispered, "me too."
"But you'll have to be number two girl...and I'll let you only if you're good," Sam teased.
"Number two? Hah," the young teen protested as she threw herself on top of her older sister. I watched as they wrestled and hugged and kissed and touched, understood immediately the love that existed between them.
And as I watched them, stroking myself softly, I knew Cynthia would be good. Knew that tomorrow her warm blood would coat my shaft.
And then couldn't help but wonder...
What would happen when I saw Kim and Han again?
How would they react when they found out what was going on with Sam and Cynthia?
Would my only son ever want to meet his American father?
What about my daughter Jasmine?
And my third granddaughter? Rose."
Would somehow I.......
THE END
I'm planning on writing a Part 2 of this tale, in fact have a rough couple of page outline already done. Whether and when I write this Part 2 depends to a large extent on the reaction of you the reader to what you've read above. Your feedback will tell me in I should continue or not.
Please vote! It's very easy to do; you're doing so sends me instantaneously your opinions.
I prefer even more hearing your comments and ideas, your likes and dislikes, your praise, your complaints...
Comment publicly below or e-mail me your thoughts.
Thanks, Jim
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Most guys would have chosen the blond. And she was exactly my type!
And why the heck not? Tall, long legged beauty with large, firm, high cones that threatened to poke through the pale yellow tank top she was wearing. Gorgeous blue eyes that sparkled as she smiled back at me. An eighteen or nineteen year old so fresh and ripe she took a man's breath away.
But for some reason it was her little, dark haired friend that had grabbed my attention when the two had walked into my office. There was a gamin like cuteness to her that just drew me in. I momentarily wondered if she'd turn out to be worth the trouble.
The club was simply called 'courseys college bods'. I'd opened it up three years ago in the four story aging, red brick industrial building I'd bought with some profits I'd made in the tech stock boom. Yahoo and Google and Dell had paid for the weights and machines and fancy locker rooms. Had also paid for the modern two thousand square foot apartment I'd built for myself on the top floor.
It was located just east of the campus, part of an area that was quickly becoming the 'in' entertainment area. It was a trendy zone that still had a certain edginess to it and which catered to the thousands of students that flooded into our city in the first week of September every year. And university students these days have lots of money to spend. I had an Internet Café/Juice Bar on the ground floor that stayed open 24/7, a photography studio on parts of the first and second floor, and the fitness club which took up part of the ground floor, half of the second and all the third. The operation had been a gold mine since it had opened.
"We're interested in joining the gym," the short, dark haired cutie blurted out before she settled her small but perfectly shaped teenage fanny into the chair.
"Hi ladies, I'm Jim Coursey," I announced in my salesmans voice, standing with a big smile on my face, my hand extended to shake theirs.
"Didi...Didi Palmer," blondie said with a big smile as she took my hand in hers. "And this is my friend Melissa Taylor...Mel," she added.
"We'd like to know how much it'll cost to join...for the school year," Mel asked without standing or hardly even acknowledging me. Rich bitch I guessed immediately. The kind that could get my dander up. I usually didn't like these short, mouthy girls.
Even though she wasn't much over five two, and she was wearing baggy sweats both top and bottom, I could see at a glance she was an athlete. Something about the way she held her shoulders instantaneously made me think swimmer, a thought only strengthened by her black hair that was cut short in a tight spiky bob and which highlighted her pale skin and dark eyes.
"It depends...there are quite a few factors involved," I delayed, not willing to let this young girl take my fun away from me. I loved making my salesman's spiel. "I better give you two a tour first."
"Can't you just tell us the price?" she asked, the irritation clear in her voice.
Oh sweetie, I thought, I'm going to have some fun with you. "You haven't even filled in the application form yet. Now c'mon girls, let me show you around."
"We have friends who are members...we know all about the club...I'm in a rush," bossy Mel insisted.
Are you, I thought. "All right Miss Taylor, while I give Didi a quick tour you can start filling in your application. Flicking my intercom I told my assistant, "Jill, I'm going to put a Miss Taylor in the conference room, could you give her the Gold Star Triple X application form please?"
I could hear the excitement in Jill's voice when she answered, "Of course sir." She knew from past encounters that she was going to be entertained this morning.
"But," young Melissa protested when I'd deposited her with the waiting Jill who, grinning, held the five page, double sided, single spaced, 'special' application form in her hands.
"We'll be back soon young lady," I promised Mel as I took the pretty blonds arm, and then escorted her towards the cardio room.
Twenty-five minutes later I led a delighted Didi back into my office. I'd given her my number one sales pitch and she was dying to sign on the dotted line. And after twenty-five minutes of drinking in this beauty's body I was going to make it very easy for her! But maybe not so easy for her friend.
"Melissa's probably getting impatient," Didi said as we both turned and watched her friend sitting next door through the one way glass that looked from my office into the conference room.
"Why don't we finish you up first Didi, then I'll get around to your little impatient friend. Here, why don't you fill this in," I said as I passed a one page form across my desk. It simply asked name, address, phone numbers, e-mail address, height, weight and student status.
"This doesn't seem like the form you gave Mel," she said as she slipped the form back to me a minute later all filled out.
Ignoring her reference to her friend, I said as I started to type figures onto my computer screen, "You know Didi; I think you're going to be very happy with our price."
"I am?"
"You qualify for just about every discount going...and...gosh, look," I said pointing to the screen, "You're our one hundredth new member this month...that doubles the discounts."
"It does?"
"Uh huh. Look, the standard monthly rate is usually three hundred dollars."
"WHAT! Three hundred," the shocked coed squealed, "I could never afford that."
"Yes, but after all the discounts, the special promotions, it works out to just twenty-five bucks a month for you, and of course you also get one free massage and one free session with one of our trainers thrown in."
"Wow!"
"Only $200 smackers total for the eight month long school year. Would you like to pay by cheque or credit card?" I asked with a salesman's smile.
"Credit card," she announced eagerly and then slapped down a Gold Visa card that her rich daddy had happily provided her. "But what are all these discounts anyway Mr. Coursey? How did the price go from three hundred a month to only twenty-five?" Didi asked wonderingly as I ran her card through the machine.
"Please, call me Jimmy. That one's the student discount," I said pointing to the first deduction, a thirty percent chop. "And that one is because you're nineteen, that one is because you're blond, that one"
"Blonds get a discount?" she interrupted.
"Of course! Haven't you noticed how we're always picked on? Made fun of?" I asked as I ran my hand through my golden locks.
"I know...I hate it, it's really not fair." she agreed. "They're always saying we're stupid."
"Exactly! So here we give twenty-five percent off for being blond."
"Mel won't get it?"
"She's not blond, is she? And this discount is because of your height, we prefer tall girls here, and this one is because you have blue eyes," I continued as I ran my finger down the list.
"And what's this last one?" she asked, pointing to the last five per cent deduction on the list.
"It's because I like you," I whispered.
When the beaming beauty finally got up to go I asked her to send in her friend. Then I watched through the glass as Didi talked excitedly to the obviously impatient and angry Melissa.
"What kind of stupid application form is this?" an irate Mel demanded almost before she was through the door to my office. "What does all this have to do with joining a health club? Didi said her form was only half a page long," she added as she slapped the five page form down on my desk.
"This is a Gold Star application Miss Taylor."
"I want the same darn one Didi got. I didn't ask for any Gold bloody star," the little teen fumed.
"Unfortunately Didi got the last student special we had available."
"I'm a student."
"I'm sorry Miss Taylor, but management only allows a limited number of student specials each year. That's why I gave you the next best thing -- the 'Gold Star Triple X'," I said with a big smile.
"But these questions have nothing to do with joining a health club," she said as she held the five page form up and waved it in my face. "Some of these questions are even against the law to ask," she added angrily.
"They are? Which ones?" I asked with a serious look.
"Well," she started as she leafed through the pages. "Like this one, 'Are you a lesbian?' or this one, 'Are you a virgin?' or this one, 'How many times a week do you masturbate?'," she read.
"Perfectly reasonable questions. It helps our staff tailor a program that meets all of your bodily needs. We are a health club miss," I said while trying to keep a straight face.
"Are you crazy? I didn't answer half of your stupid questions."
"I didn't design the form," I lied. "Are you ashamed of being a lesbian; I thought all you girls were proudly out of the closet now...marching in parades...kissing in public..."
"I'm not a lesbian!" the little sweetie shouted.
"Well that's excellent. The heterosexual girls shower and change room is much, much nicer than the lesbian's."
"What! You have two separate rooms for women?"
"Yes Miss Taylor. You don't expect us to let innocent heterosexual coeds be preyed upon by deep voiced, men haters do you?...If you had only taken the tour with Didi and I you'd know all this. We could have saved time. I better just tick off heterosexual on your form so we don't put you in with the lesbians," I said as I took the form from her hand.
And then the little swimmer blushed beet red when I went on to ask, "So are you a virgin then?" My god, I thought watching the embarrassed girl, she is a virgin. Christ, and I'd come to believe that our great university didn't accept unbloodied young women into their midst anymore.
Finally recovering Melissa simply spat out, "How much...how goddam much to join?"
I spent minutes scribbling on a scrap piece of paper. No computer printout for little Mel. "Two hundred and thirty-five..."
"Didi said hers was only two hundred for the year," the again irate cutie said.
"...a month," I finished.
"WHAT?"
"Which totals twenty-eight hundred and twenty Miss Taylor. For you I'll round it down to an even two thousand eight hundred dollars."
"You don't want me here do you?" the little darling accused.
"Of course we do Melissa. You do understand what the Gold Star XXX Membership comes with don't you? You get a free massage each week from one of our trained staff as well as a biweekly session with our best trainer. Plus the triple X surprise."
"Which is?"
"You'll like it," I promised.
"Listen Mr. whatever your name is, I have absolutely no intention of paying a penny more than Didi. You people should be dying to have me here. I'm going to be one of the University's top athletes. I'm on a full athletic scholarship. I'll be in the Olympics one day."
"Surely our great centre of learning isn't sponsoring tiddlywinks teams now are they?" I asked smiling. "And when did tiddlywinks become an Olympic sport anyway?"
"You ass! I'm on the swim team," young Mel fumed.
"A little thing like you," I scoffed. "You'll be lucky not to drown in the hot tub."
She was standing now, and I could see a big vein pulsing on her forehead as she almost yelled her next words, "I was the High School Freestyle Champion at 100, 200 and 400 yards for the state of Connecticut last year."
She was almost through the door when I yelled at her back, "I'll make you a bet."
"What?" she asked as she looked back at me.
"Your membership free," I lured.
"How?" she asked as she inched back into the office. It continually amazes me how the rich are always the greediest.
"A race," I offered.
"Huh? What do you mean? With who?"
"You and I...at say... 200 yards freestyle. That is your specialty isn't it?" I asked as I stared at her bio on the Swim America site I'd clicked my computer screen onto seconds earlier.
"You want to race meeee?" she demanded haughtily.
"If I win you pay the full fee. And you aren't allowed water wings when we race," I said with a grin, twisting the knife in a little more.
"When? When you bastard? Today? Tomorrow?"
"Whenever you're free Miss Taylor."
"Okay...tomorrow...at the school pool...I'll be free at...at three."
Within a couple of minutes we had finalized our agreement, had even called in Jill and Didi to witness the pact. "I'll bury you," were her final words before flouncing out of my office, confident that no thirty-seven year old salesman could out swim a potential Olympian.
It'll be close I thought as I studied the computer screens that scrolled in front of me. Her best times, which I easily found at 'Swim America' and on the school athletic site, were just slightly faster than what I'd been swimming lately. An ex collegiate swimmer myself, I still swan nationally competitive times for my age group. I knew I'd be able to beat her with a little gamesmanship.
Twenty-eight hundred bucks and her virginity to boot if I'm lucky, I thought, a big smile on my face. Not a bad morning's work.
~~~~~~~~
There was a crowd of fifteen or so young swimmers on the university's pool deck when I arrived the next afternoon, mostly girls, and my garb of wild Hawaiian shirt and surfing shorts, and a woman's flowered bathing cap, brought hoots of derision from young Mel's friends.
Mel looked like she hadn't stopped being mad since she'd flounced out of my office twenty-four hours earlier. "Ready my dear?" I asked.
But once I'd jettisoned the top I couldn't hide my muscular swimmers body from their appraising eyes. Everyone there immediately knew I'd done some serious swimming at one time. The tone of the watchers became just a little more sober.
I took my time prancing around the pool, even posed, flexing my biceps for her college chums. Then leered suggestively when Mel pulled off her sweats and mounted the blocks.
"Aren't you ready yet?" the impatient and confident Mel demanded from her perch on the starting blocks just a lane over from me.
"Relax Miss Taylor...are you sure you want to be embarrassed in front of your friends?" I asked as I awkwardly windmilled my arms around my head in a poor imitation of the standard warm up.
"It's you who'll be embarrassed," she warned confidently.
"You look quite nice in a bathing suit Miss Taylor...for such a little girl. For a virgin," I said in a voice just she could hear.
"Can we just start?" she asked but I saw the slight blush on her cheeks.
"Soon. Now don't forget our deal. I'll tell you when I'm ready but you can't leave the blocks until I do," I said, outlining the concession she'd readily agreed to the day before.
"Okay, okay. Are you ready nowwww?" she asked facetiously.
"Yes," I said as I edged towards the edge of the block.
Young Mel immediately bent over in the classic start position, her cute, barely covered derriere pointing beautifully up. She had her head turned to watch me as her body quivered in anticipation of the start. Just waiting for my toes to leave the block.
I stretched again and saw how her body was trembling in anticipation. Delayed until I saw she was about to say something. Then I pushed my bathing suit down my legs and watched as her eyes opened wide in shock. Then bent and dove even as I watched my young collegian tumble from the block and fall arms akimbo into the water.
It was all over before we'd started. Oh, she valiantly tried to recover but was still only halfway down the last lap of the pool as I pulled myself from the water and grabbed a towel.
That wasn't fair," the gasping girl yelled at my back when she finally reached the end of the pool.
Almost at the door of the men's locker room I simply turned, smiled once, mooned her, and then disappeared.
"BASTARD!!!" echoed around the pool walls and after me into the men's locker room.
~~~~~~~~
It took her three days to reappear at my office. I'd known she'd eventually come, her pride wouldn't let her welch on the deal.
"It was poor sportsmanship, you're a cheat," she said huffily as she sat down in front of me.
"I didn't think you'd turn out to be a crybaby," I said smirking.
"I'm just a poor student," she said as she threw the check across my desk.
"I thought you were on full scholarship. A rich girl studying free on the backs of the working man."
"I earned it," she snapped back.
"Your father's a multi millionaire," I countered. I'd done a little research on the young coed over the previous couple of days and knew her daddy, a banking executive, had pulled down 13.5 million big ones the previous year. Stock options of course.
"I may not have enough money for food or books because of this," she exaggerated.
"I'll make you a deal then."
"What?" she asked and I could hear the hope in her voice, the hope that her poor-mouthing herself had somehow won my sympathy.
"I'll trade you the check for...uhh...lets say...your watch," I offered and pointed at the silver strap on her wrist.
"Are you crazy," she started but then changing her tune added, "I can't, it's not that valuable but it has sentimental value...my grandmother gave it to me."
We both knew the watch was worth over five grand. "Well I better keep the check then Miss Taylor." And then, as she sat pouting, added, "Thanks to you Miss Taylor, I'll be able to take my girl out on the town tonight."
"The check is made out to the gym, not you."
"I own the gym Melissa."
"WHAT?" she wailed.
"Here's our official booklet, you'll see it lists all our classes, our hours of operation, our rules, etc. etc. This is our free club athletic bag, an official club towel and robe, your locker number and key," I said as I passed the goodies across the desk.
"What's the robe for?" the dour girl asked.
"Since you're a Triple X member and get a weekly massage we thought we'd throw in this designer silk robe as an added bonus," I said with a smile. It had 'bod by coursey' stitched in gold silk just above where her heart would be.
"How do I arrange for these training sessions and massages anyway?"
"Just call up the number here Miss Taylor," I said pointing to a number at the back of the book, "And tell us your schedule and we'll arrange everything."
"Is there a list of the masseuses? Can I choose who I want?"
"Of course you can Melissa. Now let me see, you're dark haired, short, female, lesbian, cranky..."
"I'm not...What does that have to do with anything anyway?"
"Yes, there's only one of our staff that handles someone with all those disabilities," I said, ignoring her interruption.
"Who is she?"
"Me."
"You're a masseur?"
"Uh huh."
"I want somebody else...a woman."
"Sorry."
"It's not fair."
"Ask around, you're very lucky, everyone says I'm the best."
"I'll bet," young Mel said as she rose with her hands full of our giveaways.
"And if you stop at Jill's desk she'll take your picture and issue you your official 'Gold' card," I said to the young swimmers departing back. I thought I heard 'asshole' muttered as Mel tramped down the hall
~~~~~~~
I only saw Melissa a couple of times over the next few weeks and although I noticed from our computer login system that she was coming in most days there was no real discernable pattern to the times of her workouts. She didn't call to schedule a massage.
And then, late on a Wednesday evening in the third week after she'd joined, I found her doing bench presses alone when I returned to close the gym after a late dinner.
"Miss Taylor?"
"Hello," she mumbled even as she fought to lift the weight off her chest.



"You know better than this," I said angrily as I helped her lift the bar the last three inches.
"What?" she said even though she knew what I meant.
"OUT! If you're this bloody stupid I don't want you here anymore. I'm not coming in here some morning and finding you dead under some bar you couldn't lift. Don't you have a brain in your pretty little head? I thought you were an adult...you're supposedly a trained athlete."
She knew I was serious, that this wasn't some petty act. "I'm sorry...I was late...I was supposed to train with friends," she started lamely.
"It's eleven thirty at night...you're the only person in the fucking gym...we have machines you coulda used. Now get out of here before I get really mad," I raged. She got up off the bench with a real hand-dog expression on her face, and without another word started trudging towards the locker room.
"Hey you," I yelled.
"What now?" she asked turning.
"You haven't used any of your free massages, your training sessions."
"I've been busy."
"Use em or lose em sweetie."
"I'm not your sweetie."
"If you're not going to use them why not give them to Didi. She enjoyed the one I gave her."
"She did?"
"Uh huh. Now hurry up, I want to close this place by midnight."
She reappeared from the locker room fifteen minutes later just as I had finished getting ready to close up.
"Night," she mumbled as she threw the used towel into the bin and started through the door.
"Hey, wait up."
"Why?"
"I'm finished here, I'll walk you home."
"I don't need someone to walk"
"Shut up for once Miss Taylor."
We walked a block south from the gym before she turned right and led me into the heart of the student quarter. We hadn't talked for five minutes when she finally said, "I sorry...about the gym...the weights."
"I'm a bully sometimes. I shouldn't have yelled," I apologized.
"You were right."
"Is this the Miss Taylor I know and love," I teased, trying to lighten her mood.
"Yeah right."
"I saw you swim last weekend."
"What? You did?"
"Uh huh. And you weren't bad for a rookie." She had won the 200 and come second in the 400 in a meet that had pitted the University against two of its main rivals.
"They didn't cheat," she started but then added a simple, "thanks," as she slowed and turned towards the door of one of the smaller school dorms, a three story apartment building. "I live here."
"Home safe and sound."
"I guess," she said as she slowly mounted the first of three steps that led to the door, almost as if she was unhappy to have got there so soon.
"Hey you," I said as she was about to disappear.
"What?"
"Don't forget the massages."
"Maybe I won't," she said with a wry smile, a smile that that lit up her face and made me tremble. "They thought it was funny," she added hesitantly when I again started to go.
"Who thought what was funny?"
"My friends...at the pool."
"Ah...my swim."
"Your naked swim," she amended with a grin.
"So, you've forgiven me and are now ready to acknowledge my swimming superiority are you young lady?"
"Hah!" she snorted, a laugh gurgling in her voice.
She's just a young kid I said to myself as I slowly walked towards home.
~~~~~~~
"Hi you," I said into my phone when Jill rang me on the intercom two days later.
"I've got your little friend on the other line. The swimmer," she said with a laugh, having of course heard the story of my naked swim. "She wants to know if you can give her a massage at eleven tonight."
"What, these kids think I work twenty-four seven?" I groused aloud, but secretly elated at the news.
"She said she has classes, swim practice, study hall, it's the only time she can do it. Shall I tell her to get lost?"
"Tonight? Tell her okay, I'll be here til midnight anyway."
"Are you sure? You're not attracted to the little girl are you boss?" she teased.
"Jillllll!"
"This isn't going to be one of those naked massage sessions is it?" she asked laughing.
"Miss Doyle!" I threatened.
"Okay, okay."
~~~~~~~~~
She walked in at quarter to eleven that night, found me sitting at the reception desk. Her cheeks were rosy under the bright winter toque she wore. "Cold out?"
"It's freezing! It's like dropped thirty degrees since noon. You don't mind doing this so late?" she asked as she unzipped her ski jacket.
"No, its fine."
"Should I change or," she started to ask.
"Why don't you grab a quick sauna, then shower off. You can enter the massage room from the girls locker room...did you bring your robe?"
"It's in my locker."
"Okay. I'll see you in ten then."
~~~~~~~
"Where should I go?" Melissa asked after she'd walked into the massage room ten minutes later.
"Maybe the massage table," I answered with a raising of my eyes. I could see she was uneasy as she shuffled slowly towards the waiting bed.
"I knew that," she said as she hopped nervously from foot to foot.
"Are you okay? I just assumed you being a swimmer and all that you must have done this a hundred times."
"Not with a man."
"Oh... Okay listen. Get up on the table in your robe and I'll slip it down your shoulders. Do you have panties on?"
"No."
"Do you want a towel to cover your butt."
"Oh this is stupid," she suddenly said and then undid the belt of her robe and let it fall to the floor. "You're going to see me anyway," she added as she let me watch her for a minute before hopping up on the table and lying on her stomach.
She had one of those bodies that simply takes your breath away. She had wide swimmers shoulders that simply accentuated her tiny waist and flat, muscled stomach. High, round breasts that were surprisingly full for such a small girl. Dark pink aureoles that contrasted beautifully with her pale, translucent skin. Capped by thick, erect crimson nipples. A blood filled blue vein snaked enticingly across her left breast.
At the juncture of her legs a dark triangular stubble grew, so short it hardly masked the door to her sex. The lips of her labia, engorged with blood, spread outward in a flower-like erotic invitation. From the heat of the sauna I wondered, or from her excitement? Her hooded clit just waited to be bared. I yearned to run my tongue along her pink slit.
As she lay face down on the table her bum drew my eyes. Two flawless round, firm spheres protruded upward, bisected perfectly, luring my fingers. My cock twitched urgently in my shorts.
"Relax, I don't hurt," I said when I finally lowered my hands to her upper back and found her trembling and tense.
"That's easy for you to say."
"Didn't Didi tell you I'm an excellent masseur?"
"She said you were too good," she answered as she looked back over her shoulder at me with a tentative smile on her face.
I don't give massages to fat people. Or men. Or people who are old. Or ugly people. Shit, why should I? I'm rich. I only massage beautiful young girls. Period. But it only took me a second to recognize that Miss Taylor had the nicest skin I'd ever touched.
And don't ever believe it if somebody tells you that they had a massage but there was nothing sexual about it. Every single massage between two human beings involves sexual feelings. Even a jaded masseuse who gives twenty professional massages a week can't help but feel sexual stirrings.
And young Miss Taylor, who'd never in her lifetime had had a man touch her so intimately, was clearly both nervous and aroused. I worked her body slowly, kneading, caressing, stretching her in long, deep, slow strokes.
"Your hands are strong," she finally murmured through the towel her cheek was resting on.
"Do you want it softer?" I asked as my two hands ran up and down her hamstrings, the end of each stroke cupping and separating her pert little derriere. I could smell her need wafting up from her pink insides.
"No...it's good, don't stop," she whispered.
"Okay, now turn over," I finally announced with a quick pat on her rump.
She watched my eyes as she slowly turned, watched as my eyes roamed over her ripe body. Her nipples were hard, her vagina open and moist. "You're shaved," I said conversationally as my fingers pushed deeply into her muscled thighs.
"I...we sorta had a bet this summer...my home town swim team," she explained, a blush spreading on her cheeks. "For the big end of summer meet...we all shaved down...it was kinda a joke."
"So you're not planning on going pantyless a la Paris Hilton and showing all your charms to the swimming world?" I asked as my hands moved over her inner thighs.
"I didn't like it. I looked like a little kid," she said nervously, her eyes now carefully watching my fingers as they moved just millimeters from her sex. I continued to slowly massage the young swimmer, my fingers moving relentlessly over her hips and thighs, then back and forth over her flat stomach from her wispy curls almost to her breasts. Her body arched involuntarily upward each time my fingers neared her clitoris, her tiny crimson erection which was bared each time my hands curled outward in their circular caresses.
"Your pecs are nicely developed...do you do a lot of chest presses?" I asked when my hands first cupped, then kneaded her full breasts."
"I have a program...oh gosh," she gasped as my fingers closed on her two nipples and gently pulled them. "Oh sir...I don't think...ohhhhh," she groaned as I squeezed her. I continued for second after second until I finally moved my warm fingers up over her shoulders and then softly onto her face. Two minutes massaging her scalp and I was done.
For seconds she lay still, panting lightly. The thin hair on her groin was soaking wet. I knew she'd orgasmed silently under my hands. I had to fight the urge to push my tongue down between her legs and lick her. She couldn't miss my bulging cock when she finally sat up.
"I guess I better go...it's getting late."
"So? Did mean old Mr. Coursey do okay as a masseur?"
"Maybe Didi was right. About you being too good," she added as pushed herself off the table and stood.
"Go and grab a shower, I gotta get this place closed."
"Okay..I...I'll be just a few minutes," she stammered as she turned to go.
~~~~~~~
"I'll walk you home Miss Taylor," I said when she reappeared five minutes later.
"You don't have to. Do you walk all your members home?"
"Only the "Gold Star' ones," I laughed.
"Suckers like me."
"Actually Mel you're the only 'Gold Star Triple X' member we presently have."
"Youuuu! ...I knew it."
~~~~~~~~
"So when do I give you your first training session?"
"Coach gave me a program, I just follow it."
"Bring it in next time and we'll go over it," I ordered.
"I don't think," she started to protest but then seeing my stern look changed her mind. "Okay. And will I get another massage when we're through working out?"
"If you want."
"Alright, Friday night then."
"Hunh? Don't you have a date or somewhere to go? You university gals are supposed to be out partying and carousing every weekend. Drinking and leading poor college boys astray."
"Yeah right. So are we on?" Seeing my reticence asked, "Do you have a date?"
"Yes."
"Ohhh," she said sadly as we arrived at her door. "Probably a tall blond. Everyone says that's the only type of girl you ever date."
"Who does?"
"Just people."
"I'll cancel."
"What? You don't have to."
"What time will you be arriving Miss Taylor?"
"Is ten okay?"
"I'll see you Friday then," I said, then turned to go.
"Hey," I heard yelled after I'd gone ten paces. "Thanks," she mouthed when I turned.
"Night sweetie," I said with a wry wave.
She didn't correct my use of the word sweetie this time.
~~~~~~~~
Friday night at ten is not a popular time at a gym, most of my clients are out instead trying to finally show off the body they'd been working on all week. So it was very quiet there when my swimmer arrived on Friday night.
"Hi, you're here," she exclaimed gaily, her rosy red cheeks spread wide by a broad, toothy, flashing smile.
"Hi to you."
"I was afraid your blond friend wouldn't let you out tonight," she teased.
"Hah! Now get your pretty, little butt into the locker room and get changed. We got to get this show on the road. She won't wait up for me all night."
"How come?" she asked mischievously as she moved towards the locker room, then added, "I would."
Would you, I wondered as I watched her disappear through the door.
~~~~~~~~
"I'm going to win a medal...a gold...in Beijing," Mel announced five minutes later.
"That's your goal? Serious?" I asked as she sat on a bench facing me. She was wearing a spaghetti strapped tank top above a pair of bright yellow, silk shorts that looked like they'd been painted on. Six inches of skin were bared between the bottom of her top and where her shorts started low on her hips.
"Yes," Mel answered with an elite athlete's grim determination as she passed over her workout book. As she bent I saw that she wasn't wearing a sports bra but instead a pale yellow, lace piece of underwear that was struggling to contain her full, round breasts.
"You got some work to do then. It's going to be hard to even make the team. There's that girl from Santa Clara. And that Jones girl from Florida."
"I'll make it," she said confidently. "How come you know about those two anyway?"
"Research my dear, research. What do you think? I can just see it, 'coursey's college bods', home gym of America's sweetheart and gold medal winner Melissa Taylor. Just think of the money I'll make."
"Maybe I'll get a refund from the greedy gym owner," Mel, obviously still unhappy with my deceit, grumbled.
We teased back and forth for a few seconds more but then got down to work.
It's great to train a serious, top level athlete. Every gym owner, every trainer, lusts after the chance to work with one. You make your bucks training middle age businessmen and their fat, bossy wives; you get your real satisfaction from helping a serious athlete become a champion.
Once the real work starts the bullshit stops. Within ten minutes of working together I knew I could help Melissa, and she was smart enough to recognize I could help her. Two hours later we were both dripping sweat when we finally called it a night. I'd almost been able to completely ignore her firm, perfectly shaped butt and the soft, white breasts that were continually in my eyes. Almost!
"Its late, you don't have to," Mel said in reference to the promised massage. "Your blond is probably eagerly awaiting you."
"She'll have to wait, I like massaging you."
"You do?"
"Yup, now go get ready."
~~~~~~~
Was it possible? Could she have gotten even more beautiful since her last massage? I was hard before she was face down on the table. I wanted to massage her with my tongue.
"How come you didn't go...to the Olympics?" she suddenly asked as my fingers kneaded her. Looking back over her shoulder and seeing the angry look that flashed across my face and feeling my fingers tighten almost painfully on her thigh she started to apologize. "Sorry...it's none of my business. Everyone says I'm nosy."
"I was swimming my best times," I finally started after seconds of silence. "1992," I said remembering, "Three months before the American trials I swam a 100 fly...no one had swam faster that year...shit, I was in my prime...I had my goddam ticket stamped for Barcelona...or so I thought."
"What happened?" Mel whispered.
"A girl fell on top of me...at a frat party," I laughed. For years I hadn't been able to think of that day without wanting to kill someone.
"What?"
"She was halfway down the stairs when she started to tumble. Yours truly tried to catch her. My knee collapsed. The Olympics only come every four years...I'd missed my chance."
"Ohhh Jim...I'm so sorry."
"Well, she was a blond...a big, tall, beautiful girl," I said remembering. "She even visited me after the operation," I laughed.
"You and blonds," Mel groused.
"Stop complaining and turn over," I ordered, finished with her back and dying to get my hands back on her.
I stood at the end of the table and took her left foot in my hands. She watched me silently as I massaged first one foot and calf, then the other. She was open, her pink insides moist and spread, as my fingers moved onto her thighs.
"So, since we're sharing secrets, give," I demanded even as I felt her muscles trembling under my fingers.
"What? I don't have any secrets."
"How come a girl as pretty as you is still a virgin?"
"I never said I was a virgin?" Getting no response from me Mel hurried on, "You know, not every university student has had sex. It's not an admission requirement."
My hands moved over her thighs, stroked upward from her knees to her hips in long deep caresses. I said nothing.
"I was a tomboy...when I was young...then my breasts didn't grow. Gosh, you can see how short I am. When I was a sophomore, even a junior, in high school, I was as flat as a board. No hips. No hair on my..."
"You're beautiful," I said as I fought to stop my fingers from pushing inside her.
"Oh sure, when I finally got tits the boys liked me. Asked me out. But why should I? Besides I was busy... school...swimming...I don't know..." she finished, her voice tailing off sadly.
"Poor Mel."
"Oh, I dated some. The senior prom... and last summer."
"So you've been kissed?" I teased, asking even as my fingers slid up onto her breasts.
"Yessss," she gasped, her nipples straining as her hips arched upward off the table.
"Don't worry," I counseled, "you're young, you've got lots of time."
"Your thing...it was the first one I ever saw," she admitted after a few seconds of silence. "I mean...like in person," she added blushing.
"No wonder you fell off the blocks," I said grinning.
"You like to tease me, don't you?"
"Uh huh," I answered with a smile.
"No boy, no man has ever touched me...like this...it excites me...a lot," she admitted as my hands continued to fondle her.
"I'm almost finished."
"Good."
"Do I have time for a quick shower?" Mel asked three minutes later as she stood naked next to the massage table. She was exuding an odor that screamed out her sexual need.
"Sure...get going."
~~~~~~~
She was standing under the cascading water, the lathered soap streaming down and off her curves when she looked up and saw me. She watched silently as I pulled the tank top over my head, didn't move as I pushed my shorts and underwear down my muscled thighs.
"Would you like someone to wash your back?" I finally asked. Her only answer was to launch herself into my waiting arms.
Our lips smashed hungrily together. Her legs locked around my back as she plastered her wet body against me and hung onto my neck. "I didn't think you were interested," she gasped when our lips finally separated.
Not answering I simply recaptured her mouth. The warm water tumbled over and down and between our interlocked bodies as our tongues fought to fill the others mouth. My cock was suddenly huge, rearing up against the crack in Mel's cute bum.
"What are you doing?" she squealed as I put an arm under her legs and carried her dripping across the locker room, then out the door and through the lobby. "Somebody will see," she protested, giggling, as I pushed the elevator button in the hallway next to my office.
"You live here?" Mel exclaimed wonderingly when I carried her out of the elevator and into my apartment.
"Are you sure?" I asked as I lowered her to her feet next to my bed.
"YES! Hurry," she ordered as the fingers of one of her small hands circled my throbbing sex.
"We don't have to hurry...we have all night...all weekend," I insisted even as she pulled me urgently towards the bed.
"It's so big," she breathed softly between my lips.




"I thought you said you'd never seen one before," I said as I cupped her small, firm butt in my hands and pulled her hard against me, crushing her hand and my penis between our bodies.
"I've seen pictures," she said softly as she poked her hard nipples into me.
She fell backwards when her legs hit the edge of the bed, but then, still firmly grasping my penis, pulled me after her. My left hand immediately rushed to her breast and cupped her, then, after running my tongue from her ear down across her cheek and neck, my teeth found her nipple. Biting down lightly I stretched the hard nub until she groaned out a plea of need, "Ohhhhh yesssss."
My fingers slowly slid down her stomach and onto her lightly haired mound as my lips moved to her other straining, pink nipple. Spreading her with my fingers I quickly bared her small clitoric erection and then gently manipulated its moist hardness.
"Nooooo," Mel gasped, her fingers tightening almost painfully in a vise- like grip on my long shaft, as my tongue licked its way downward from her breasts. Her body shivered, arching upward as my lips found her sex.
"Please...please Jimmy," Mel begged as she grabbed my hair and tried to pull my head from her pussy. I finally sat up, and then kneeling between her spread thighs and taking my cock in hand, slowly ran its thick bulb-like head along her moist slit.
"Oh God, I'm afraid," she moaned softly as I pushed the pre-cum dripping cockhead to her gate.
"I'll be gentle," I promised as my penis slowly levered open her pussy.
"No, don't...I want to feel...all of you...a man," she begged as her eyes momentarily left my penis and captured mine.
With her vagina now stretched wide, I forced more of myself inside until I felt my cock butt up against the thin skin barrier that proclaimed her virginity. Gently I moved a finger over her clit until I felt her start to spasm moistly under me, then thrust forward, crashing through her dam and smashing deep into her depths.
"Ahhhhhhhhhhh...oh Jimmmmmmmy," her cry of pain echoed throughout the room as her warm virgin blood coated my penetrating spear.
I took a second deeper stroke into her tight, yet slippery insides.
"It hurt," Mel groaned as I split her again, but her protest was belied as she locked her ankles behind my back and lifted her hips to meet my next even deeper thrust. "Is it all in?" she moaned, trying to see how much of me was still left outside.
And then I was fully buried, my fat inches somehow just fitting into her stretched, molten cave.
We started to move! Fucking. Making love. Two were one, in a dance as old as mankind. Faster and deeper until my cum bubbled explosively up my throbbing shaft and flooded out into Mel's spasm-ing sleeve.
"I love you," she panted.
"You're not getting a discount on the membership," I answered, grinning...in love.
"I'm going to demand Triple XXX Gold Star treatment then...all year," she promised, then bit my lip gently.
"Little girl like you? I'll have you tired out in a week," I said as I slowly started to move my still hard cock inside her.
"You're an old man," she scoffed as she somehow tightened her pussy around my thrusting thickness. We were slower the second time, our bodies arching together in a natural synchronicity that would have made Champion ballroom dancers jealous. Her orgasm came in waves, wet, slippery waves that welcomed my thrusting, spurting penis deep into her womb.
"Don't, leave it in," she cried as my softening penis slowly slid from her center. "Please," she pled as her hand slid down our bodies and grasped my sticky length. I could see my seed trickling down her muscular thighs.
She twisted her body as she moved her head downwards, slowly downwards...licking as she went. And when her lips moistly surrounded my cocks bulbous head my body shuddered in a surrender that I knew would last as long as I lived.
This funny, opinionated, crazy, short, beautiful teenager had made me her slave. Her eyes found mine as her head bobbed up and down my cock, the twinkle in them clearly saying, 'you're not going to easily get away from me'.
"I love you," she said again after I'd filled her mouth with my warm, white sauce.
We made love a third time. A hard, driving fuck between two strong athletes. A sexual union that ended with her legs draped over my shoulders as I splashed my seed deep inside her.
We finally fell asleep entwined, our sticky bodies glued together in love.
~~~~~~
"Hi."
"Hi to you," I answered, awoken the next morning by the weight sitting atop me.
"I thought you'd never wake."
Melissa Taylor, watching me intently, was straddling my thighs, my half hard cock in one of her small hands. When she bent over to give me a kiss I felt, first her pointed nipples, then her warm, firm breasts caress my chest. My cock surged in her hands.
"Finally!" she whispered as she lifted her hips and then guided my penis perfectly as she lowered herself over him.
"Am I going to wake up to this every morning?" I asked as she started to move up and down on top of me.
"Every morning? What about all my other boyfriends?"
"Huh!" I laughed, then in a second I had her turned and on her back and then fucked her until her cries of surrender were echoing throughout the apartment. "I love you," I promised as my cum bucked urgently up the length of my shaft and spurted inside her. And I knew I did.
"Now, if only you'd dye your hair blond," I teased as we lay panting side by side minutes later.
"Hahhh, dumb blonds!" she sneered, then leapt smiling on top of me. We hardly left the bed for the following forty-eight hours.
~~~~~~
We moved in her stuff Monday afternoon. Mel studied and trained sixteen hours a day all fall. Then made love to me every night.
At Thanksgiving I met her family. Over Christmas she met mine. Neither family wholly approved.
"You're living with this guy?" her dad the CEO had asked incredulously.
"I'm not sure she's your type honey," my mom had cautioned.
Mel trained and raced all spring and summer. I didn't leave her side. We went to the Pan-American Games in Rio. Miss Taylor won a silver medal, edged out at the wall by her American teammate. "I'll kick her ass next year," Mel promised that night as we made passionate love on our hotel balconey high above Ipanema beach. It was a hard, urgent fucking that expressed her anger perfectly.
She grew back a thick, jet black pubic fur.
And we made love. Endlessly!
"He's in love," I heard time and again. Sometimes pityingly. Often jealously. I was. We were.
Melissa Taylor made the American Olympic team in a pool in Omaha, Nebraska at the American team trials on June 30th, 2008. We were on our way to Beijing.
~~~~~~
August 17th 2008, Beijing, China
Of course all of you have seen the pictures...shit; even in staid, old, conservative America there aren't many people who can say they haven't seen them.
A three level, red podium on the pool deck. The blue water of the pool is shimmering as a thousand flashbulbs go off. A short, beautiful, dark haired, milky white skinned American girl is standing between two scowling, tall blonds decked out in green and yellow Aussie sweats. One Aussie has just had a silver medal slipped around her neck, the other a bronze.
But the beaming girl in the middle, after being presented with flowers by the President of the World Swimming Federation, and then a gold medal by the Premier of China, ignores the Aussies as she stands with arms victorious in the air.
And then, just as the first notes of the Star Spangled Banner ring out into the Chinese night, Melissa Taylor, for of course it's her on the top step of the podium, slips the two straps of her racing suit off her shoulders and then quickly peels the suit from her body as Old Glory slowly rises above the sea of watching fans.
As pandemonium breaks out, as the arena explodes in the lights of the flashes, as the two dignitaries stare awestruck at Mel, she looks across the pool and locks eyes with me, a smug 'I got you' evident in every feature.
When the last note of our national anthem ended Mel flew naked from the podium and raced towards me, her eyes never leaving mine even when she launched herself into my waiting arms.
~~~~~
"I won," she whispered in my ear. I could feel the gold medal against my chest, felt her tears of joy on my neck.
"Of course you did."
"I love you."
"Is that why you sang the anthem naked?"
"Can we make some little swimmers now?" she asked as she locked her legs around my back.
THE END
There is no better exercise than swimming. Young or old, man or woman, straight or not, black or white, Christian or Bhuddist, tall or short... just do it! In a pool or lake or stream or ocean. It's fun and it has also been statistically proven to improve your sex life by 41.63% on average.
I also ask you to please VOTE and let me know how you enjoyed my story. The only way a Literotica author knows if he or she has succeeded is by the feedback you send. And as an added inducement, voting on a Literoica story has also been proven to enhance your next seven orgasms by a significant, measurable amount....
I'd also love to hear your comments (below or by e-mail).
If you liked this tale you might also like the other two Mature Category stories I've posted -- "Punked Off" and "Rose, My Italian Gardener".
Thanks for reading me, Jim
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1 -- Dad March 15th 2006
"I'm getting married again son," Dad said nervously, and then after a questioning glance into my eyes looked quickly away.
"WHAT?" I screeched, stunned at his words. Shit, I told myself, I should have known it was coming; he'd been dating that bitch Katrina for six months. And then today when he called me into his den and said he'd like to discuss something serious with me I should have guessed.
But I'd thought we were going to have a heart-to-heart about school...or maybe the summer job at his company...or even maybe a little discussion of my activities with my current girlfriend.
"But what about Mom?" I demanded.
"We're divorced son. Your Mom and I have to move on."
"Move on to fucking where? Christ dad, you're sixty-two. She's a girl," I accused.
"Billy, she's a university graduate. Twenty-three," Dad said softly, knowing how much his words had hurt me.
It had never really occurred to me that dad would remarry, especially to someone like Katrina. But given his history I shouldn't have been surprised. He'd always preferred young girls. He'd married for the first time at eighteen, a college freshman who knocked up his girlfriend in his second month on campus. Then married her, and over the next five years had somehow graduated with a degree in business and had three daughters while starting a company that supported them all.
At forty, with his youngest child, my half sister, seventeen, he'd simply walked out. Two years later he married mom, a sixteen year old high school junior. Neither mom nor dad had ever fully explained how they'd met and fallen in love but apparently they had.
My sister Chrissie was born a year later...then I, William Koury jr., Bill or Billy to everyone, his first son, came along another year later in November 1987. He'd stuck around until I was sixteen and then he left us. Actually he'd been a pretty good dad while he was there. But in leaving he'd broken my mom's heart. And this latest news wasn't going to help her any in getting it all back together.
For the last two years I'd been spending my time between two houses just over a mile apart, a week with mom followed by a week with dad. It had been a weird experience but for a horny teenager it had certain advantages. Like they both spoiled me. I had lots of spending money. Dad gave me a motorcycle and I had access to two cars.
And half of my friend's parents were divorced. Still, it had hurt. It still did. My sister had absolutely refused to live with dad, instead, for the first year she had simply visited him every second weekend or so. Now, a freshman at the University of Florida, she didn't even have to do that. It wasn't so much that she hated him, it was just that she wasn't prepared to do anything that would hurt mom anymore than she'd already been hurt.
Dad informed me the wedding was set for the first weekend in May. "That way Chrissie will be home from school," he said explaining his choice.
"That's only six weeks from now dad," I complained while thinking what the fuck does he care when his daughter finishes school, the chances of her coming were slim and none.
"She's leaving for Europe right after...it was the only weekend that fit," he said, then added, "I'm hoping you'll get her to come son. I know, I know," he said seeing my grimace, "but I'd sure appreciate it."
"I'll try dad," I promised, caught between my love for him and my love for my mom and sis.
2 - Katrina March 16th 2006
She knocked on my door the next morning ten minutes after dad had left for work.
"I know you're angry...maybe hate me," she started after venturing a few feet into the room.
"You got that right," I interrupted. "Breaking up marriages...fucking old men for their money," I accused my soon to be new step-mother.
"Liar. I never even knew your father until he'd left your mom."
"Christ, you're twenty-three. Can't you find somebody to pick on your own age?" Except the truth was that Katrina Molotov was about the hottest babe you could hope to find. And smart. She could have had anyone she wanted. And for some reason she'd chosen sixty-two year old dad. I'd had a hard-on for her since the day dad had brought her home and introduced her to me three months ago.
I'd even lain in bed stroking myself as she and dad went at it on the other side of the house. She was a screamer and even the supposed sound proof construction of dad's new house couldn't muffle Katrina's groans of pleasure as she writhed under his big prick. I'd even watched them once. Had watched them late one night, had stood in the darkened hallway outside their room, naked, my throbbing prick in hand, as dad had pounded deep inside of her.
I'd had to fight myself to stop from rushing into the room and pushing my old man off her and replacing him. My hard cock had finally spurted great gobs of cum against the wall even as Katrina's orgasmic screams echoed around me. I knew I still wanted to fuck her even after dad's marriage announcement.
"I want us to be friends. I'll be your second mom from now on," she answered.
"Second mom?" I asked, flabbergasted by her chutzpah. Then as a bright red blush spread over her pale skin I demanded, "What about my first fucking mom."
"Their marriage is finished Billy...your mom is young...rich...she'll find someone new."
"What, she'll go out and find a twenty year old boy toy and live happily ever after?"
"I'm an adult...a trained psychologist, a therapist."
"Great! Maybe you can give mom and Chrissie and I some free therapy. When you're not fucking dad."
"If you're going to be such an asshole yes, maybe you do need therapy," she spat back, finished trying to sweet talk me.
"I'm the asshole?" I wailed.
"You could come to the office...we could talk your problems out."
"My problem is you!"
"Well you better get used to me buddy," she hissed, then turned on her heels and stomped out of the room.
3 - Mom March 18th 2006
It was I who broke the news to mom and sis two days later. Dad said he'd do it but had wondered aloud to me if it wouldn't be better coming from me. That was after asking me to be his best man. "You're a chickenshit dad," I'd accused but finally agreed to his request.
My sister Chrissie was home from Gainesville for spring break but even she was surprised when mom's only reaction to my news was, "I'd like to strangle that prick."
"She's just a little, fortune seeking slut mommy," Chrissie said as she rushed to hug mom.
My mom, born Sophia Rosa Fratelli to second generation Italian Americans, was only thirty-six that spring, impossibly beautiful for a woman who had children aged nineteen and eighteen. Her thick, curly, auburn hair tumbled over her shoulders in a fiery cascade that simply led ones eyes downward to the full, round, still high and firm breasts that screamed to be cupped and caressed.
And then the ridiculously small waist, easily circled by my two hands, and then the flaring outward of hips and rear.... Mom was hot, something that my buddies almost inevitably pointed out to me after seeing her. Even my girlfriends refused to believe she was my mother.
And, in the twenty some months since dad had left her, mom hadn't had sex. Or at least I didn't think she had. She'd never dated, and unless she was having secret daytime trysts she was living cock free. And over the previous six months, with the two of us living together and Chrissie gone, I'd slowly come to the realization that I wanted to make love with her. My own mom!
"Are you guys okay?" I asked from the doorway of mom's bedroom a couple of hours after I'd broken dad's news. Mom and sis had retired there to commiserate together over my sad tidings. They'd taken a bottle of rum with them.
"You're all bastards," Chrissie slurred at me as I approached the bed. "Bloody men!"
I had come to try and comfort mom but still, I couldn't help notice what they were wearing. Mom was in a gossamer thin, light blue, v-necked satin slip, her large areolas easily seen through the material. Chrissie, was in a yellow tank top that only reached mid thigh and struggled to contain her breasts, full, round orbs that were spilling out the sides of it. Neither seemed to be wearing panties. Pissed off and half soused they were unaware of the effect they produced in me.
I crawled up the bed and then, after sitting between the two, put my arms around them and pulled them against me. "I love you two," I said as I gave each of them a squeeze.
"Yeah sure," Chrissie groused.
"Is she beautiful?" mom asked, her watching eyes dark pools of despair.
"Compared to you?" I laughed. "Ma, either dad's going senile or blind in his old age. You two are the prettiest girls in the whole world."
"I'm old," mom lamented.
"She's a blond...a foreigner," Chrissie added.
"Hah! If I wasn't your son...or your brother, I'd..." I added, leering suggestively at the two women as I squeezed them.
"You'd what?" my sister challenged, an invitation in her eyes even as she pushed her thinly covered breast into my chest. Her nipple was hard as it poked against me.
I blushed and said nothing, simply hugged them a little tighter in my arms. I knew that even in their inebriated condition they both could see how excited I was by the way my penis tented upward in my pajama bottoms. Neither said anything. We finally fell asleep together, innocently entwined. I dreamt of making love to the two of them.
4 -- Chrissie May 3rd 2006
The following six weeks seemed to fly by and suddenly we were three days before the wedding. Chrissie had just finished her last exam and was home from school. She was still refusing to attend the wedding.
"I'm staying home with mom," she declared adamantly when I begged her to come.
"I won't go then," I answered, "not without you."
"You have to go...you're the best man," mom insisted. "And you too sweetie," she said to her daughter.
"I hate him," Chrissie spat back.
"He's your father, he loves you."
"I have nothing to wear...its too late to get something...I don't have a date," she stalled.
"You'll be my date. And we'll go buy you a dress tomorrow. Dad told me you had carte blanche to buy whatever you want. At whatever cost."
"He did?" Chrissie asked, her female shopping gene suddenly activated.
"That's settled then," mom announced.
"But,"
"No buts," I said grinning.
"Why don't you have a date anyway Billy...what about all these girlfriends mom keeps telling me about in her letters?" Chrissie asked me.
I just shrugged as I walked away.
~~~~~~~
We spent $4200 outfitting Chrissie for the wedding. And I made points with everyone. First, I called Dad to get his credit card info. He was delighted I'd talked my sister into attending. "I owe you son," he'd promised.
I called Katrina for advice on what kind of dress Chrissie should get and where. The two of us had declared a ceasefire over the preceding weeks and although not friends yet we were slowly developing a working relationship. After spending twenty minutes giving me advice she ended the conversation with a simple, "Thanks Billy...for calling me...for trusting me."
Katrina had given me the name of three trendy boutiques on South Beach, expensive shops that catered to the fashion crowd, and my knowledge of them and my advice to my sister truly surprised and impressed her.
"Where'd you learn about women's fashion," she demanded as we entered the first store.
It took an hour and a second store and the seventh dress Chrissie tried on before we found the perfect dress but I'd made no complaint. Helping her get into and out of the dresses had been more than entertaining for her horny young brother.
Chris, at five-eight, was a couple of inches taller than her mom, and although maybe not quite as full chested as her, her round, full orbs certainly reflected her genetic inheritance.
"That bra doesn't go with the dress," I said as I walked around her.
"I know, I'll have to wear a strapless demi bra or something."
"Better completely braless," I said over her shoulder as we both looked and inspected the dress and her in the large wall mirror.
"But."
"No buts," I said forcefully as my hands went to the clasp of her bra that was invitingly available with the near backless gown.
"Billy!" Chrissie protested as I slipped the dresses straps from her shoulders and let it fall around her waist. But then she watched transfixed in the mirror as I completely removed her bra and bared her pink capped tits. She said nothing as I stared at her in the mirror, didn't move as her nipples hardened. Finally I slowly raised the dress up and recovered her.
"See, its much better this way," I said.
"People will see my breasts...at the wedding," she said as she adjusted the bodice of the dress.
"You'll be prettier than Katrina," I whispered.
"She's blond."
"You have nicer..." I said as I ran my eyes appreciatively up and down her body.
"Nicer what?"
"These for one," I said grinning as I cupped her still pointed orbs in my palms. They fit perfectly.
"BILLY!" she screeched as she pulled away from me but as she turned to look at me I couldn't help but notice the saucy invitation in her eyes.
After changing and paying for the dress, as we headed out the door, I suggested, "Now we better go buy some matching panties, I understand there's a great lingerie store on the next block."
"I have lots of panties."
"Daddy's paying," I lured.
"Ohhh. Well maybe I could use something new. But you don't have to come...I can take a cab home."
"Hah!" I croaked. The two of us spent an hour inspecting the latest in women's underwear before we finally finished and went home. I got to see her magnificent breasts again. And again. In fact she seemed to delight in trying on bra after bra in front of her younger brother. Her nips were pointedly erect the whole time.
~~~~~~~~~
The wedding turned out to be a great success. Even Chrissie had a great time. Every man at the reception made it clear to her that they found her very attractive. She danced every dance. Even a couple with daddy while his new bride danced with me.
"Your sister's upstaging me at my wedding," Katrina whispered into my ear as we danced.
"You don't have to worry Mrs. Koury," I answered back.
"But she's beautiful," she insisted as we both turned to look at sis and dad dancing. "And she's been showing a lot of cleavage."
Laughing I answered, "You've got your man, you don't need a sexy dress."
"Still..."
"Are you fishing for a compliment?" I asked as I pulled her closer.
"Maybe," she answered even as she smiled sweetly at a passing couple.
"You're the prettiest bride I've ever seen, and you do have nice breasts," I said grinning.
"You're not so bad either...thanks Billy...for everything. Your dad was so happy to have you standing next to him today...that you got Chrissie to come. You've even been nice to me...I was worried that maybe you'd do something, say something," she said as for just a second she pressed her mound against me. She could feel my urgent hardness. "You're going to make some girl very happy some day," she said as the song ended.
I think now, looking back, that it was at that exact second that my plan to seduce Katrina was born.
~~~~~~
"C'mon, it's the last dance," Chrissie said as she rushed up to me just after midnight.
"Finally! The beautiful princess has ignored her brother all night and now she decides to talk to him," I mock complained as she led me onto the floor. "She must need a ride home."
"Shut up and dance Billy," she ordered as she slipped into my arms.
And we did. Cheek to cheek. Belly to belly. I didn't talk. The hardness that was soon trapped between our bodies said everything about what I felt, what I wanted. She rubbed her body languorously against mine.
~~~~~~~~
"I love you little brother," Chris whispered as we sat in the car in the driveway when we finally got home.
"I love you too. You were the prettiest girl there," I said as I put an arm around her shoulder.
"Not as pretty as Katrina," she argued.
"Hah! You're so pretty I almost asked the minister to marry us," I teased.
"I had fun...even though dad was marrying...you're a good dancer," she stammered, her lips just inches from mine, seconds from joining mine in that first taboo kiss.
"Ohhh Chrissssie," I murmured just as the front door opened and mom appeared in the light.
The three of us quickly ended up in mom's bedroom and after giving her the highlights of the night mom started to barrage us with questions. "If we're going to talk all night we better get some drinks," Chrissie insisted, then ordered me to find some.
After doffing my tux and shirt, I returned to the bedroom with bottle and three glasses in hand, bare-chested and wearing only some cotton pajama bottoms.
With the drinking we'd done at the wedding combined with what we quickly consumed in mom's bed the three of us were soon feeling no pain. Chrissie, perhaps because of all the dancing she'd done earlier, passed out first. Mom, who turned maudlin and teary soon after, was quick to follow.
I took off my pajama bottoms. Then, as I lay wedged in between the two of them, my hard cock pushing insistently against mom's bum, a bum I'd carefully bared, I made my second decision of the night. I suddenly knew I didn't want just Katrina, I also wanted mom. And then Chrissie, I thought as I fell asleep.
The two were gone from the bed when I finally awoke. I wondered what they had thought when they found me sleeping naked next to them. Wondered how long they'd stared at my prick.
~~~~~~
I drove my sister to the airport later that day. We didn't have the opportunity to say the words we wanted to. But at the gate she turned and slipped into my arms and swallowed my mouth. "I'll be back September 2nd -- we have to talk," she said when we finally broke apart, "and make sure you e-mail me...like every day," she ended, then turned and slipped through the gate.
Three women, I thought to myself as I drove home, three women and I want them all.
5 - Katrina May 26th 2006
"Vanessa's coming to dinner," I announced to Katrina after getting home from school on a Friday afternoon in late May. It had been my first week staying with dad and Katrina since they'd returned from Hawaii and their honeymoon.
"Well we have lots to eat...your father's working again," she said, the exasperation clear in her voice.
"I know, he text messaged me at school. Urgent meeting with an irate customer," I said shrugging my shoulders.
"Urgent my...my fanny. He's taking a couple of his cronies fishing for the weekend. Who's Vanessa anyway, I don't remember meeting anyone called that."
"Just a friend...we're going to go clubbing afterward."
"Lucky you."
"C'mon, don't get mad at me...mommmmmy...you should be happy your boy has a date for the night," I teased.
"Fuck you junior," she snapped back but I could see the small grin that was forming at the corners of her mouth. Just as I oscillated between anger at her and lust for her, I knew she was beginning to regard me with a strange duality. I'd wondered if she ever dreamed of me like I dreamed of her.
~~~~~~
Vanessa arrived just after seven thirty, suitably prepped by yours truly. A bottle blond, this twenty-one year old green eyed, golden tanned sweetie was sex personified. I'd met her where she worked, Miami's number one strip club.
"So nice to meet you Mrs. Koury, Vanessa crooned when I introduced the two girls. "Billy's told me so much about you." Then turning to me she added, "You're so right honey, I'd never have guessed your mom had two teenager children. She doesn't look a day over thirty." Then turning back to Katrina asked, "How do you keep looking so young maam?"



I thought my Katrina-mom was about to explode so quickly said, "No Van, this is my step mom...not my real mom. Katrina's only twenty-three."
"Ohhhh! But how old is your husband then maam?"
It actually got better after that. It was hard for anyone to dislike Vanessa; although she was somewhat dizzy (and knew it), she was so friendly and upbeat that it was impossible not to catch her happiness. After a great dinner and a bottle of wine, Vanessa and Kat (as she called her) were giggling like schoolgirls.
"We're going to grab a quick shower, get changed before we go," I told Katrina when we finally got up from the table at ten fifteen.
"Why don't you come with us Kat?" Vanessa asked.
"Yes, why don't you mommy? Do you have something you could lend mom Vanessa? Some clothes that would let mommy fit in with us youngsters?"
"Billlllly," Katrina hissed.
"He likes to tease, don't you sweetie?" Vanessa asked but then added, "Seriously Katrina, why don't you come? It'll be fun?"
Prodded by my clothing quip Katrina appeared twenty minutes later dressed for bear. She was braless under a semi see-through, crimson, silk top that seemed to have a life of its own as her high, pointed cones danced delightfully under it.
"Your mommy seems to have some clothes of her own Billy," Vanessa said as I stared.
The club was loud and crowded. We danced and talked and laughed and drank...just three young party kids out for a night on the town. I'd never seen Katrina so alive and happy...it was Van and I who finally had to drag her from the club.
"It's still early," she complained as I drove the two girls home. "I never used to leave clubs this early. C'mon, let's go to that after hours place."
"Vanessa and I are tired...we have to get to bed," I answered.
"Is Vanessa staying over?"
"Yes Kat, if that's okay with you," my sexy stripper answered, then turned to me and added, "And you better not be that tired Billy Koury."
"Why not?" the slightly high and befuddled Kat asked as we pulled into the driveway of Dad's house. Then simply said, "Ohhh," when she saw Van's hand move onto my thigh and groin.
"Night Kat," Vanessa said a minute later after the three of us had entered the house as she and I started to move towards my bedroom.
"It was fun...thanks Vanessa...thanks Billy," Katrina said.
~~~~~
"I think she'd have liked to join us," Vanessa said as I pushed my penis deep inside her.
"Join us where?" I groaned as Vanessa's heels locked behind my back.
"Right here baby," she laughed as she snaked one of her hands down between our bellies.
~~~~~~~
"She's too old for you...she's a stripper for God's sake...your daddy'll kill you," were some of my step moms first words when I appeared alone and disheveled in the kitchen around noon the next day.
"She liked you," I answered. "Maybe you can put in a good word for her with him."
"I'm sorry Billy, I shouldn't have said that...I had fun last night," she mumbled.
6 - Mom - June 3rd 2006
"You did what?"
"Vanessa and I, we took Katrina out clubbing with us," I told mom for a second time as we sat eating dinner on my first night back at her house. Then I continued to tell her the complete account of our evening.
"Vanessa's too old for you...you shouldn't be dating a stripper," mom chastened when I'd finished. "I'm going to talk to your dad, and that woman should never have gone along with it...encouraged it. Why'd you take her anyway?"
"I have a plan," I whispered with an evil grin.
"What plan?"
And so I told her.
"Oh god, you shouldn't...Billy, it's so wrong," mom said when I'd finished but she hadn't been able to hide her excitement, her interest, her real desire as I'd poured out my plan. "He's your father."
I'd explained to mom that I was going to cuckold dad, that I was going to seduce his young bride. Mom tried to talk me out of it but I could see she was attracted to the idea of her own son messing up her ex's new marriage.
"And you know what mom, when I'm finished with Katrina, then I'm going to get to work on plan two."
"Plan two?" mom asked dubiously.
"You probably don't want to know," I answered.
"Tell me!" she ordered.
"Plan two is that I'm going to find a man for you," I announced proudly.
"I don't need," she started.
"Have you had a date since dad left?" I interrupted.
"No."
"Sex?"
"Stop that!"
"Have you?"
Mom blushed as she shook her head. "I can't...I loved your father...so much. I don't think I can do it."
"You need somebody young. Maybe one of my classmates," I said with a grin, trying to lighten the mood.
"Billy!" mom said in a shocked tone.
"They all think you're way hot," I teased.
"They do not," she said firmly but then asked, "Which ones?"
"Charlie, Sam, Kenny, Brian," I answered, ticking off their names on my fingers. "Darryl, Bobby, Craig," I added, naming all my buddies who were regular visitors in the Koury house.
"You're terrible," she accused, but with a smile.
"So do we have a deal? I teach dad a lesson and then we find a handsome man for you."
"I don't want you to...to sleep with that woman...to hurt daddy," she insisted but it was obvious she found the idea riveting.
"I'll put my baby inside her," I promised my mom.
"But honey..."
7 - Katrina June 10th 2006
"Can I talk to you?" I asked Katrina one afternoon a week later after I'd got home from school.
"About what?"
"Professionally...you know privately," I lured, knowing that the chance to get a little more information about her stepson would prove irresistible.
"You mean like therapy?"
"Not officially...I just want to talk...you know, private stuff...not for anyone else's ears."
"I'd never tell...let's go into the den."
"Not even dad," I insisted, my eyes boring deeply into hers. "It's embarrassing."
"I'm a professional," she promised as she led me by the hand to a couch and bade me lie down. She pulled up a chair and sat next to me.
"It's about mom," I hesitantly started, "things that have happened...feelings...I'm scared. You can't repeat this, not even to dad...especially not him."
"Yes," she encouraged, her eyes now alight with curiosity.
"Is it normal...I mean, I wonder...in your studies...have you ever heard...do you think..." I stammered.
"What Billy?" she asked softly.
"Sometimes...I have feelings...for mom," I finally gasped.
"Sexual?" she asked and then seeing my tentative nod went on, "Oh Billy, it's one hundred percent normal."
"It is?" I asked, trying to look surprised.
"When a teenage boy, especially one your age, loses his dad, whether through divorce or death, he immediately wants to replace his dad. He wants to protect his mom, support her, even love her. It shows up in case study after case study."
"But I want to..."
"You want sleep with her," she finished.
"Yes, how'd you know," I whispered.
"If you didn't you wouldn't be normal. But have you actually done anything? Or said anything to your mom?"
"No, no, but I think about it. A lot. I dream of her...of putting my..." I said blushing.
"Your penis?" she supplied.
"Un huh. I masturbate...thinking of mom. Even when I'm sleeping with one of my girlfriends, even Vanessa, sometimes I'm thinking about mom, what it would feel like...my cock inside her...filling her. I'm going crazy."
"Does your mom know?"
"No, I don't think so anyway. But once in a while I look up and she's watching me...and sometimes I think maybe she's thinking of me that way...I don't know...its weird...I'm confused Katrina."
"Tell me about it," she encouraged in a gentle voice.
And I did. It was quite easy actually; I simply told her a lot of the things I'd really felt, or done, or dreamed of. "I've gone through her underwear...touched it...smelled it...touched myself with it... "I spied on her...when she was changing... "She has beautiful round breasts...bigger, fuller than yours... "I let her see me naked once...in the morning...my cock... "When I hugged her I got a hard-on, she must have felt it...
Katrina was fascinated, continually interrupting my litany with questions that demanded more and more intimate information.
"We better stop now," she finally announced. "We can continue next week."
"Thanks Katrina...you've made me feel better already. I was going crazy," I said as I stood to go. "What should I do in the meantime?"
"Well, you seem to be okay...the other night," she started.
"What other night?"
"You know...when you were with Vanessa...I mean it sounded like you were still able to perform," she stammered.
"What do you mean? You didn't watch or something did you?"
"Certainly not! But I must say that Vanessa certainly makes her sexual satisfaction known quite vocally."
"I know...she's like you," I said raising my eyes.
"Are your daddy and I too loud?" Katrina asked blushing.
"Very educational mom," I said as Kat continued to redden.
"I've also got another idea," she said after seconds of silence. "I think we're going to have to find your mom a boyfriend. It's not good for her to be always alone. And then maybe you won't think you have to...you know...be her man."
"Thanks Katrina...it's nice to be able to talk about this with someone...I thought I was sick...a pervert or something."
"Not a chance," she said as she tousled my hair playfully.
I turned back towards her just before I reached the door. "Katrina?"
"Yes?" she asked, smiling as she looked up.
"There's something else. I don't know if this is normal too. It's weird, sometimes I dream of my other mom."
"Your other mom? Who... Ohhh," she said as a blush returned to her cheeks. Finally recovering she said, "Then maybe we'll have to discuss that too next week."
8 - Mom June 20th 2006
"You told Katrina you were attracted to me? Sexually?" Mom asked, almost choking on the forkful of food she'd just put into her mouth.
"Yup," I said proudly. "I've made it a big challenge for her. To help me overcome these feelings. We talked about all sorts of things...she asked all about my sex life. What I like. Who I've had sex with. She asked about you too."
"She did? What did you tell her?"
"She agreed with my plan B. She said it's very important for a divorced woman to get back in the saddle so to speak."
"You're terrible," she accused. "And what does she know about me? She'll just tell your father...about me."
"I don't think so ma," I said proudly, "I also told her I'm attracted to her. That I have dreams of both of you naked in my bed. It's all part of my plan."
"You and your plans. What'd she say to that anyway?"
"We're going to discuss that in our next session." I said. Mom was looking at me dubiously when I grabbed the package I'd brought to the dinner table with me and offered it to her.
"What is it?"
"Katrina thought it was a very good idea. That it's very important that you regain confidence, that you realize you're still a beautiful, sexy woman. That you wear sexy clothes... she chose it," I lied.
"Billy," she warned, then pulled the skimpy, white bikini from the bag.
"Some of my buddies, Charlie, Darryl, Kenny....I invited them over for a swim and barbeque...tomorrow. We thought, Katrina and I...that if you saw how the boys reacted...well, you know."
"Are you crazy? I won't wear it," mom insisted as she held the little bra up in the air in front of herself. "I don't need a bunch of horny teenagers ogling me to..."
"Ma, I know that! It's just that I have to have info...you know, some stories for my next session with Katrina. C'mon, please."
"Definitely not."
Okay, okay," I said, pretending to agree.
~~~~~~
"Hi," I said as I entered the kitchen the next morning around eleven wearing just a pair of white boxers while I dried my hair.
"You're finally up," she complained but then offered, "Bacon and eggs?"
"Please ma," I said as I sat.
"Where were you last night honey? Not out with that Vanessa girl again I hope?"
"She's a nice girl ma."
"She's a stripper."
"She's an expert on men. I thought she might be able to give me advice on how to attract Katrina, and maybe help me find a man for you."
"William!" she threatened.
"So, did you try it on after I left?" I countered.
"What?" she asked but her quickly reddening cheeks told me she knew I was referring to the bikini and also it told me that she had tried it on.
"C'mon, mom, admit it," I teased.
"Are the boys coming over this afternoon?" mom asked as I ate the breakfast she'd fixed me.
"No, I called them last night and told them it was off for today. That I had to help you do some stuff around the house."
"You didn't have to do that."
"Kenny said I was lucky, told me if you had any jobs for him he'd be happy to help you. Anytime."
"I never liked that boy...and don't you try to be smart," mom warned.
"Maybe just you and I can hang out by the pool this aft," I suggested.
"It is a nice day," mom conceded.
"And you could try your new suit...privately," I said with a leer.
~~~~~~
I usually wore one of my pairs of Hawaiian shorts when I hung out around our pool but when mom came out an hour later she found me sitting on a chaisse lounge in my racing suit, a little red Speedo that just accentuated the bulge between my legs.
Mom, her hands full of magazines and sun block and towels, stood fidgeting before finally sitting down on the next chair.
"Did you wear it?"
"Don't you dare say anything," she warned as she spread her towel on the chair. Then slowly shook the robe off her shoulders.
"It fits...I think," I said, then whistled appreciatively as my eyes watched the thin triangles of cloth that barely covered her nipples, let alone her breasts. The bottom of the suit wasn't a thong, instead, it was one of those Brazilian boy short cuts that only highlighted the firm butt that peeked out from both sides. The thin material, so tight over her mound, did nothing to disguise her slit.
"You're beautiful mom."
"I'm an old divorcee," she complained back but I could see she was happy with the compliment.
"Maybe we should go to the beach instead...you'll have men chasing you in two minutes," I offered.
"This suit is for the backyard only, it's...it's immodest," she finally finished as her fingers tried to adjust the cloth over her left breast. "And your suit isn't much better," she said as her eyes trailed over my groin.
"You may have to trim a bit before you wear it in public," I conceded as I let my eyes drift downward to her suit bottom.
"What?"
"Your hair...pubic hair," I corrected. "Its sorta spilling out," I added as I bent over and plucked one thick auburn hair from her groin.
"Ouch, stop that!" she ordered, "What's got into you?"
"Katrina will love it when I tell her about it," I said laughing. "Maybe I'll tell her you let me shave you...shave you completely bare. I'll give her this, as a souvenir," I said as I held up the curly hair.
"You're awful," she said but I could see she was wondering how the woman who replaced her would like my story.
"She'll be jealous of you," I interjected, having read her mind.
"She will?"
"Bloody right mom. She's the most competitive girl in the world. And when I show her the picture...she'll go ballistic."
"What picture?"
"That's why I wore this suit," I said, then slid a hand down across my stomach and slowly adjusted my penis through the thin cloth. Her eyes followed every movement of my fingers as I added, "A picture of you and I mom, our suits wet from a swim, standing arm in arm...she'll see your nipples...see how excited they are...she'll see the outline of my penis...see how it's straining to escape, hard..."
"That's disgusting." But I could see she was examining my idea. "Who'd take the picture?" she finally asked.
"The digital, it's got a timer," I answered as I reached under my shirt beside me and produced my Nikon. "C'mon, let's try it," I urged as I jumped up from the chair and held out my hand to her.
"But"
"She'll go crazy mom," I promised as I pulled her up and led her to the pool.
A minute later I led a dripping and smiling mom from the pool, and couldn't help but notice how the white bikini had become almost transparent. She looked up into my eyes in surprise when she saw my hand slip inside my suit and start to move. "What are you doing?"
"I want to be ready...for the picture, Katrina's got to see how excited I was,' I stammered as I stroked myself to hardness, then moved to the table, adjusted the shot, pushed the button and then ran back to mom's side and put my arm around her.
"You're big...like your dad," she whispered as she stared at the red tent pole pushing my suit outward.
"Look at the camera...smile," I instructed, and then just before the click I moved the hand I had around her waist up and onto her breast.
"Billy!" she screeched but I ignored her, instead went to the camera and pushed the timer again.
"This is really going to work," I promised mom when I rejoined her and put my arm back around her.
"But."
"No buts ma...just a few more," I insisted, this time moving my hand to her breast well before the camera clicked and moving the material aside and baring a straining, mahogany colored nipple. I felt a tremor pulse through her breast as the camera clicked.
9 - Katrina June 30th 2006
"Wanna go out?"
"It's already ten," Katrina answered, looking up from the television screen. "Where?"
"I don't know. Maybe the 'Maze'. Its usually pretty good Thursday nights," I answered nonchalantly.
"I don't think," she started before I interrupted her.
"We could talk about mom."
"I don't know," she delayed. I dropped a picture of mom and me into her lap
"Oh my gawd!" she gasped as she stared at mom's bared breast.
"It was sorta crazy this weekend," I said shyly.
"Well, maybe we can go for an hour or two," she said as she looked at her watch. "Just let me get changed." It was my third day back at dad's and Katrina and I so far hadn't had a chance to resume our previous conversation.
I gave my step mom a long, appreciative whistle when she rushed down the stairs five minutes later. She had done some serious clothes shopping since our last night out. Edgier. Younger. Sexier looking duds. She looked like a sexy club princess personified.
"Ya look good," I said appreciatively as I ran my eyes over the black, pleated micro mini skirt that rode high on her thighs; over the silver colored lace, spaghetti strapped, vee necked halter top that struggled to contain her breasts and which stopped about four inches above her skirt.
"It's okay?" she asked coyly.
"As if you didn't know," I said as I took her hand and then led her out the door to my waiting motorcycle.
"Let's take the BMW," she offered, clearly uneasy at the thought of riding on the back of my bike.
"Not tonight," I answered as I straddled the hog. "C'mon, get on."
I could feel her fear as we rode but also her excitement. She wrapped her arms tightly around me as we rode.
~~~~~~
"What about your mom?" Kat yelled above the near ear shattering music.
We'd found a small booth in the back, away from the dance floor, but even there we couldn't escape the pounding beat of the music. Our cheeks were almost touching as we tried to talk over the sound.
"I think it might work," I yelled.
"What might work?"
"Your plan...to get mom interested in other men...to find her a lover. But e have to hurry."
"Why? What happened?" she asked excitedly. I put another of the pictures on the table.
As we talked I could feel Kat's leg against mine, could feel one of her breasts as it pressed against my arm, inhaled the subtle perfume she wore, and all the while I continually moved my fingers over her arm, her cheek, her back, her hair, never letting her completely escape my touch.



I told her I'd talked with mom, that I'd asked her what she was going to do about men, that Chrissie and I were almost adults and would be leaving her soon. "I told her we wouldn't mind if she had a boyfriend...if she wanted to remarry."
"You didn't?" Kat gasped. "Did you tell her how you feel? About her?"
"No, but I got her to agree to join that dating service. And I..."
"You what? How?" my eager step mom therapist asked.
"We gotta do something fast Kat. Christ, I touched mom's breasts," I suddenly admitted.
"YOU DID?" she screeched, loud enough to draw inquiring glances from our neighbors.
I explained about the bathing suit, the bikini, about how we'd played in the pool, about how her top had come off. "She was against me," I whispered right into Kat's ear, "her breasts against my chest...I was hard...she must have noticed but she didn't say anything...oh shit Kat, I really wanted to...to fuck her...right there in the pool," I admitted. "Then she let me take these pictures. Look at her, she is so hot," I said as I fanned four pictures in front of her face.
"But nothing happened? And she agreed to try a dating service?"
"Later...after we'd had dinner...we talked. She misses it. She told me," I lied.
"She misses what?" Kat demanded.
"Sex. She said she missed sex...that she missed what she'd had with daddy...she missed his cock. His big cock. But then she said mine was bigger...she kept looking at it...how it stretched my bathing suit."
"Oh Billy, maybe we shouldn't be interfering...maybe I'm too close to you two," Katrina said after a couple of minutes of silence.
"She wanted to touch it Kat. I could see in her eyes that she wanted to...we didn't...but"
"You can't honey...she's your mom."
"But what about me? I want her Kat...I want you!"
"Let's finish our drinks," was her only response.
We left the club twenty minutes later. "Where are we going?" Katrina asked after I didn't turn the motorcycle towards the west and home.
"Surprise," I shouted into the wind as she tightened her arms around me. I could feel her pointed nipples pushing into my back.
"NO!...no, no, no," she protested when I pulled up in front of the 'Pussycat', the number one Gentleman's Club in our fair city.
"Vanessa's working tonight. She called, told me to drop in...to bring you too."
"I won't go in! I'm a married woman. They're disgusting places."
"You're scared," I accused, challenging her. "C'mon...we'll just go in for ten minutes, say hello to Van and have a drink. It'll be good for me, it'll get my mind off mom," I cajoled as I led her resisting toward the front door. "It'll be good research for you."
"Just for ten minutes, I won't stay any longer," she warned as her feet followed mine through the pink doors.
Vanessa was on stage when we entered, nude, lying on her back on a tiger skin rug, with her hips arched upward as her hands caressed her full breasts. I led Katrina to a booth along the side wall, a booth that gave its occupants a great view of the stage while offering them privacy from the eyes of the general audience.
Whistles followed Katrina's march through the club, and one guy even tried to grab her bum before we finally reached the semi sanctuary of the booth. "God, that's revolting. They're pigs," Katrina hissed as she settled herself in.
"They think you're a dancer, that you're hot. You know, you are. Maybe you could dance here," I teased.
"They're sluts...whores."
"I'd like you to dance for me," I whispered in her ear. "Naked."
Vanessa had seen us as we'd progressed through the club and, after finishing her act and collecting the many dollars that the appreciative audience had stuffed in her garter belt, arrived laughing at our table before Katrina could answer me.
"Do you like it?" the effervescent Vanessa asked Katrina.
"They're all perverts," Kat answered, scowling out at the crowd.
"C'mon, they're harmless. And look," she said, holding up the thick wad of bills.
"But they touch you, grope you," Kat protested.
"It excites me. Just think Katty," she laughed, "all those hard cocks wanting little ole me."
"You're crazy," my step mom said but still broke into a grin.
"You look hot tonight," my girlfriend said as she inspected Kat's clothes. "You're not trying to steal my boyfriend are you?"
"Don't be silly...I just wanted something to wear if we ever went out again...I mean," she stammered.
""You are so damn hot girl. I think I'm going to dance one for you," she said suddenly, thenslid the dancing stool between Kat's legs.
"No...please Vanessa," she pled, then turned to me for support. I just shrugged my shoulders as the music started and a naked Vanessa stood on the box and started to dance.
And Vanessa was an expert friction dancer. Soon she had Kat's head between her hands as she brought an erect nipple towards her lips.
"Kiss it," Vanessa cooed softly. I watched spellbound as Kat's long, pointed tongue reluctantly darted out and then flicked over first one, then a second nipple.
"Please," she whimpered as Van slowly slid down her body and slipped her hands under Kat's short skirt. Seconds later they reappeared pulling my step moms lacy, lilac colored panties down her thighs.
"Here baby," Vanessa said seconds later as she held out the damp panties to me. Before I could react she grabbed the top of my pants and then stuffed the soft material down onto my straining prick.
"No...don't," Kat protested as she watched her underwear disappear but Vanessa simply ignored her and lifted Kats miniskirt and bared her sex.
"Look Billy, your step moms so hot," she said as she slowly ran her fingers through the blond strands on Katrina's mound. Her other hand reached over and wrapped itself around my throbbing cock. The dance ended with me spewing my hot cum into Kat's panties as Vanessa stroked me. Kat herself was moaning as Vanessa pulled a wet finger from her open and pink insides.
I drove Katrina home on the back of my cycle soon after and Vanessa followed in her car. We didn't talk as I drove but I did capture one of her hands that was wrapped around my stomach and forced it down under my jeans and onto my sticky shaft. Saying nothing she slowly explored it as we raced through the deserted streets.
But when we got home we didn't ask Kat to join us. Instead, we let her go to bed alone. And I soon had Vanessa screaming under me.
10 - Mom July 18th 2006 beach
"How was your week?" mom asked when I arrived back from dad's house on Saturday morning around ten.
"It was grayyyyt," I answered with a big smile as I encircled mom in my arms and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. "And have I got a story for you?"
"You do? About Katrina?" she asked, her eyes gleaming with interest. "Tell me."
I did and mom interrupted every few seconds with a screeched question. "She let Vanessa touch her? "She took off her panties in public? "She caressed your penis? "On your motorcycle? God, you could have had an accident. Been killed. "She watched? As you made love to Vanessa? "I told you that you shouldn't see that girl. A stripper," she said with scorn.
"Before I left I told her," I said in conclusion to mom.
"Told her what?"
"That I'm going to put a baby inside her."
"I don't know why your dad married that hussy," was mom's only response.
~~~~~~~~
"Did you ever want another baby?" I asked mom as we lay tanning on South Beach later that afternoon. I had successfully convinced mom to come to the beach with me although she had flat out refused to wear the bikini I'd given her. Still, although the yellow one she'd chosen had more material than the other, it was still more than sexy.
I could see her pondering her response as I grabbed the tube of sun tan lotion and squeezed a big drop into my palm. "I'll do your back," I offered, then without waiting for an answer started to caress the white cream into her firm, soft skin. She didn't protest when I undid the string of her top.
"We wanted to...to have at least one more," she finally admitted.
"Why didn't you?"
"We tried, for awhile anyway. It didn't work. I don't know why," she said as she remembered. "The doctor wasn't sure...maybe I wasn't able to anymore."
"Maybe daddy was too old," I offered.
She lifted herself on her elbow and turned to look at me, unselfconsciously displaying one of her breasts when she answered, "Your daddy is virile...very virile Billy. He was always ready...we used to do it..." then mom quickly stopped and blushed when she realized what she was saying and to who.
"What about now? When I find you a boyfriend...will you have another if you can?" As I talked my fingers had slipped off her back and down onto the side of her hanging tit.
"I have to find a boy first," she said with a rueful laugh.
"I'll find someone for you," I promised.
"Will you?"
Oh yes mommy, I will, I thought to myself.
As we lay on our stomachs talking we watched the nubile, topless girls that continually passed us in a typical Saturday afternoon South Beach parade. Still, I was surprised when mom turned over without doing up her top.
"You don't mind?" she asked, almost in a flirting tone, watching my eyes as they hungrily devoured her.
"They're beautiful," I said reverentially. "He's going to be one lucky guy."
"Who is?"
"The boy you find," I said as I squeezed the tube of lotion into my hand. Mom simply watched, made no protest as I moved suddenly shaking fingers across her stomach and onto her gorgeous breasts.
"I'll never find someone like you," she whispered as her nipples twitched under my hands.
11 - Katrina July 26th 2006
"I told her about you."
"Who?" Katrina asked.
"Mom."
"What did you tell her?"
"I told her I wanted to have sex with dad's new wife...with you. That I wanted to put my baby inside you."
"That's disgusting."
"My mom would like to have another baby," I said deflecting the conversation from Kat.
"How do you know?" she asked, her eyes alive with interest.
"She told me."
"What did she say?"
"She wishes I wasn't her son. That I was just someone she'd met at the beach or at work. She wishes she could make love with me...live with me...marry me."
"Did she really say that?" Kat asked almost breathlessly. Seeing my nod she quickly said, "Oh Billy, we shouldn't have done anything. You've become your daddy in her eyes...its not you she wants, it's your dad."
"You know, they wanted another baby," I told her.
"Who?"
"Dad and mom...years ago...after they had me. They couldn't," I said shaking my head. "There was a problem...dad's sperm."
"That's impossible."
"Are you and dad going to have children?"
"What?"
"Babies."
"We just got married," Kat protested.
"Are you trying to have them?"
"Yes."
"You may need me then," I offered.
"You're crazy. I don't want you. He's a great lover. Your daddy. No ones ever made me feel like he does."
"I'm bigger," I lured.
"You're not."
"Soon," I promised. "If daddy can't make you pregnant I will. After I've been with mom."
12 - Mom Sunday July 30th
We'd been going up to the cabin, which had been in mom's family for generations, every summer since I'd been a baby. Situated in the hills on the Georgia-South Carolina border a couple of hours north of Atlanta, title to it had only passed to mom four years earlier when one of her great uncles had passed away. This was the first time Chrissie hadn't been with us.
It was a ten hour drive from Miami and, after getting a fairly late start, we only arrived at the red clay covered turnoff road for the cottage at about eight-fifteen at night. Despite the long drive both mom and I were keyed up, excited as always to be returning to this place with so many memories. We could look forward to a week just to ourselves as mom had always insisted to her relatives that they give her a week's privacy before the whole extended clan descended on the property.
"What are you doing," mom asked giggling, when after opening the car door I lifted her in my arms and carried her to and then through the front door of the cabin.
"You're crazy...put me down," she ordered, but with a smile on her face. "Why'd you do that," she asked as I slowly put her back on her feet.
"Why do you think?" I asked, my arms still around her. Our lips crashed hungrily together.
"We can't," she protested when she finally pulled back from me.
"You're mine now, my wife," I said as I pulled her back into my arms.
"Ohhh Billlly," she moaned as our bodies melted together.
I ripped a button on mom's dress in my hurry to bare her, and then felt her tremble as I undid her bra. "Babbby," she murmured as I fell to my knees in front of her and then slowly lowered her panties. She spread her legs wide and arched her pelvis towards me as my tongue slowly slid up her slit.
Holding her bum in my hands I ate my way into the channel that had borne me, hungrily licking in her essence. She groaned once, almost a wail, when my tongue curled around her clitoric erection.
"No...Hurry...please...I want you in me," mom growled as she twisted her fingers in my hair and pulled me upward. Then I felt her fingers urgently fumbling with my zipper. "Oh honey...oh it's so beautiful baby...so beautiful," she said as her palm circled my suddenly released giant. I half dragged, half carried her to the black bearskin rug in front of the unlit fireplace.
It was fast and furious, urgent thrusts welcomed in a squeezing, moist cave. I was hardly in her before I was spurting a tidal wave of creamy cum into her waiting, orgasming centre.
"I'm sorry...I was too excited...I couldn't stop," I said as I lay gasping atop her, my thick lance still hard and thick inside her.
'You were perfect...perfect," she hushed, then somehow tightened her vagina around me and thrust her hips upward. "Fuck mommy baby, fuck mommy...oh baby...hard fuck mommy baby," she begged.
And I did. Hard powerful man strokes that pinned her writhing body to the pelt under her, that split her wide, that penetrated to the mouth of her gaping womb...a fuck that ended with another spasmic spurting explosion of my seed into her pulsing vagina.
"Again," she pled, her body, a body that had gone so long without sex, now a voracious receptacle for my slippery snake.
Twice more we made love, with each coupling ending with her vagina milking my shaft of every drop of dripping semen, sucking millions of swimming sperm towards her waiting egg.
"You'll kill me," I complained as we lay panting on our backs.
"Hah," she laughed as she ran her hand down my stomach and onto my sticky cock.
"Mommmmy," I cried as her tongue slowly licked its way from my balls to my cockhead.
"It's bigger than your daddy's," she said lovingly, then lowered her lips and swallowed me.
We drove two counties west the next morning, finally stopping outside of a Justice of the Peace's office in a town we'd never visited before. I'd called them the week before from home to arrange the ceremony.
We were pronounced man and wife at ten twenty-five on the morning of Monday July 31st 2006.
We made love nonstop for ten days before returning to the city. Mom was pregnant!
13 - Katrina August 13th 2006
She knocked gently on my bedroom door, then softly called, "Billy? Are you up?"
I sat up in my bed, sat up and then draped the sheet so it just covered my groin while leaving the rest of my naked body uncovered. I watched as the doorknob turned, said nothing as the door slowly opened. Another whispered, "Billy," and then Katrina's head peeked into the room.
"Kat?" I asked as I stretched and yawned.
"Oh sorry...I didn't know you were still in bed" she said, but not retreating just stood in the doorway watching me.
"It's okay. C'mon in," I invited as I pretended to adjust the sheet.
"But."
"C'mon. I've missed you. Sit," I ordered indicating the side of the bed.
"So, how was your vacation?" Katrina asked as she tentatively sat. "What?" she demanded as I grinned back at her.
"I got married," I finally announced.
"Billy!"
"I did."
"Sure you did. Who is this young woman? Someone your dad and I might know."
"Mom," I answered.
She understood immediately. She watched me for second after second before asking, "You slept with your mom?"
"I put my baby in her," I said as I moved the sheet and bared myself completely.
"Noooooo," she denied as I cupped her cheek and gently pulled her to me.
"It's my second mommy's turn now," I said as I rushed to undo the buttons running down the front of her summer dress.
"We can't."
"Billy's baby...in both his mommies," I insisted as I pulled her flimsy, yellow lacy panties from her loins. Somehow I knew she'd chosen them this morning just for me.
I took my time. Pushed fully into her in one long, deep thrust, then stopped and let her feel the totality of my fat organ inside of her.
"Unhh," she groaned, then, "No...please...your daddy."
I flexed my hips once, sending my thickness just a little deeper, then slowly retreated, leaving only the thick bulb of my cockhead inside. Another long, deep stroke, a pause, then a slow retreat, again, again, a fourth time, each thrust eliciting a feral grunt from deep in her belly. A grunt that called out her need.
And then after that fourth vagina splitting stroke a total retreat, the thick ridged cockhead making a wet plopping sound as it escaped Katrina grasping pussy.
"Noooo," she cried, now protesting my departure.
I knelt between her legs and cock in hand ran its sticky end up and down her dripping slit.
"Billllly....please, I need it," she pled.
"Tell me what you want, what you want me to do," I asked almost cruelly, enjoying her sexual need.
"Fuck me...fuck me...please baby."
"Fuck who?" I asked, teasingly slipping my cock in and out of her engorged pussy lips.
"Fuck mommy...fuck your mommy...fuck your daddy's wife," she cried, knowing instinctively the words I wanted to hear. "Put Billy's baby in daddy's little Katrina," she screamed as I smashed deep into her. Hard and fast now, rushing to fuck her, fill her, cream her.
We were both yelling incoherently when the first spurt of cum cascaded up my prick and splashed inside her. And then for hours we used each other as animals might, a rutting together that bespoke more our caveman past than the civilized humans we supposedly were.
I had two wives now.
~~~~~~~
August passed in a blur of sex for me. I spent most nights in mom's bed but returned repeatedly to Katrina's arms. Mom would milk be dry and then demand details of my latest foray with dad's wife. Always wanting me to compare her with Katrina.
"Am I better," she'd demand even as my sperm leaked down her thighs.
Katrina of course asked the same question, wanted the same reassurance.
The truth was it was impossible to choose. They were so different but somehow I loved them both. And then, all of a sudden, it was time for Chrissie to come home!
14 - Chrissie September 3rd 2006
Chris flew in to Miami from Paris on the first Sunday in September, and the second she saw mom and I after walking through the gate she ran shrieking into our arms.
"Oh god I missed you guys," she cried as she hugged us.
"You've cut your hair...very sexy," I said as I cupped her head in my hand and kissed her lips.
"Oui monsieur William, do you like it? It's all the rage with we chic French girls."
"Chic eh?"
Her eyes were sparkling, her happiness obvious as she answered in a French accent, "You Americans might not understand."
"You're beautiful," I complimented, then kissed her again. She was! She pushed her moist, pink tongue into my mouth.
"I love you...you too mommy," she said as she turned and kissed her mother.
How do you tell your sister that you're sleeping with her mother? That you now consider her mother your wife? That your baby is growing inside of her? Mom and I had discussed it almost endlessly over the proceeding week without coming to any decision. Chris was only going to be home for three days before leaving for school and Gainesville. Should we even tell her?



I'd told mom that I'd wanted to make love with Chrissie before she'd left for Paris. That I knew that she wanted me. I told mom of the letters and e-mails Chris and I had exchanged over the summer. Letters that only barely hid the desire we felt for each other. Mom and I finally decided to wait and see what happened.
The three of us were together talking all afternoon, then sat down to eat a late dinner of Chrissie's favorite foods mom had lovingly prepared.
"Can we talk...just you and I...later," Chris asked as we waited for mom to bring in the dessert.
"We could go for a ride...maybe to the beach if you want." I answered. She quickly nodded her agreement as mom appeared with the pie and ice cream.
Mom had clearly overheard us because twenty minutes later, when Chris offered to do the dishes, she refused, saying, "Why don't you two go have some fun. You've only got a couple of days before you have to go sweetie."
"But what about you?" Chris asked. "I want to spend some time with you too."
"Tomorrow. Now you two get out of here."
"Thanks mom," she said as she leapt from her seat and then asked me, "Can we take your bike. Gosh, I haven't been on one since I left."
"You're not driving," I warned.
"We'll see," she said as she raced upstairs to change.
~~~~~
My arms were wrapped around Chrissie as we roared across the Rickenbacker Causeway on our way to the beach at Crandon Park. It was a beach we'd often played on as children and I think she knew that it would be almost deserted at eleven at night. Perfect for her plans.
I'd given in to her demand to drive, the opportunity to wrap my arms around her as she drove outweighing my trepidation at leaving her at the controls. She had changed into a tank top that ended six inches above the tight, silk yellow running shorts she wore. As I ran my fingers caressingly over her flat stomach I was still undecided what to do, what to tell her.
After parking in a far corner of he lot Chris ran onto the sand and toward the breaking surf, but stopped halfway to remove her shoes. "Oh Billy, I missed the sand, the ocean...do you want to swim?"
"We don't have our suits."
"Its dark, besides, I'm French now...we French girls swim naked all the time."
"Do you?" I asked, our bodies now only inches apart.
"Love me," she whispered, her breath tickling my face.
"But Chrissie."
"Please," she demanded as our mouths found each other. She felt my need as she pushed her mound against me. I wanted to simply lower her to the sand and fill her. I couldn't. We finally separated.
"What? Why? I know you want to," she pled as she grasped my prick through my jeans.
"I have to tell you something...it's important."
"Later," she insisted, her fingers working my zipper.
"It's about mom," I finally gasped.
"Mom?" The surprise in her voice was replaced with concern when she asked, "Is something wrong with mom? Is she sick?" She released my cock as she watched my eyes.
"No, no. She okay...it's just that something happened," I stammered.
"What?"
"She's pregnant."
Incredulity was evident on her face when she said, "That's impossible." Getting no immediate response from me she rushed on, "She's not married...I mean she doesn't have a boyfriend...does she...who's the father?" She watched me as she spat out her staccato burst of questions.
I saw comprehension slowly coalesce somewhere at the back of her eyes, then recoiled when a horrible wailing, "nooooooooooo," escaped her lips.
I felt her fists rain down on my chest as I saw first the horror, then sadness in her eyes. She turned and fled, crying as she raced across the sand. I only caught her from behind just before she reached the water, and then fought her struggling body to the ground.
"Pig...bastard," she screamed as I pinned her arms spread-eagled to the sand and then lay gasping on top of her. "I hate you," she yelled as she struggled to escape me.
"I love you."
"You don't...you can't," she protested, tears now streaming down her cheeks. "Why? You knew I wanted you...that I..."
I kissed my sister. Again and again. Tasted the salt in her tears. Forced my tongue inside her mouth. Finally felt a tentative response from hers.
"You'll have to share me," I said as my hand slipped under her top and onto a handful of tit.
We made love on the sand. Two young, naked, fit, horny teenagers... Mouths and tongues and fingers and cocks and bums and cunts...
An athletic, needy, ravenous, demanding coupling. My hard cock thrusting again and again into her moist, tight cunt.
Completely oblivious to the world around us as I spurted seed deep into her dark, suddenly pulsing cave.
With water lapping at our feet and gritty grains of sand coating our skin we lay together talking after our orgasms. I talked about mom, how we'd become lovers during our week at the cabin, how we'd married.
"You're married? You can't...I mean it's not legal."
"Marry me."
"You're crazy," she giggled.
"I love you."
I carried my sister into the surf and washed the sand from her body. She guided my cock inside her as we stood waist deep in the water. Then she wrapped her legs around me as I lifted her bum up and down, impaling her each time a wave broke against us.
"It's so big," she groaned out.
"Will you marry me?"
"No....yes...maybe," she laughed as my sperm again spurted up my cock in thick strands and flooded inside of her.
"I want your baby too," she said as her vagina shuddered around my sex.
"Let's go home to mom."
The three of us slept together that night. My sister and my mom shared me. Two tongues dueled over my penis, then took turns swallowing me. Both took turns riding me as they kissed softly.
Chris left two days later for school, only finally agreeing to go when she had got confirmation from the University of Miami that she could transfer in after Christmas. Every second weekend during the fall term she flew home. I hadn't told her about Katrina before she'd left but finally told her one night in October as she, mom and I rested after a night of sex.
She was as much amused as angry.
I still saw Kat regularly. Neither of us was prepared to stop.
My three babies grew in their respective mother's wombs. Then, in May, in quick succession, three baby girls were born! Mom's baby, Katrina's, and then Chrissie's. Billy's!
15 - Babies July 28th 2007
Chrissies loud demand of, "WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?" brought me out of my reverie.
We, mom and Chrissie and I, and the two baby girls, had been spending a quiet afternoon around the backyard pool. The little girls were one and two months old.
"Who? What?" I asked as I opened my eyes.
"You have no right," Chrissie added as she stared ferociously at someone behind me.
Before I could turn mom said softly, "You must be Katrina."
"I thought maybe it was time you and I should meet Sophia," dad's wife said to mom. "And Billy's daughters should get to know each other," she added as she held up my third child.
"We don't want you here," Chrissie insisted. I said nothing.
"Why don't you leave us girls alone for a little while Billy," mom said after a long, appraising glance at Katrina, surprising both Chris and I.
"What?" I asked as I saw my sister open her mouth to also protest.
"Please Billy," mom ordered.
~~~~~~~~
I returned three hours later. Katrina was still there. All three women were still alive and all smiled up at me when I walked into the living room.
"Katrina's moving in," Chrissie announced without warning.
"WHAT? ...Does dad know?' I finally asked.
"You'll have to talk to him...Katrina's your wife too now," mom insisted.
Oh Christ, I thought as I watched the smiling faces of my three wives....
THE END
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"What the fuck?" I muttered out loud when, after turning on to the dirt road, I saw the girl by the edge of the road. Her long, blond hair was billowing in the wind as she knelt over a bicycle that lay on its side, the tire on its front wheel clearly flat.
Slowing I took in every curve of her young body. Her little butt stretched the cloth of a pair of khaki colored hiking shorts so tautly I was afraid they were about to split. Perfect round melons I suddenly ached to put my hands on. I could feel the blood rushing up my cock.
After looking up when she heard the approaching truck, she slowly stood and turned towards me. Just fucking asking for it, I thought as I watched her braless breasts dance under her pink tank top.
"You okay?" I called through the open passenger side window.
She approached the pickup slowly, even warily, but still, there was an athletes grace evident in the movements of her long, colt like legs. Her sparkling blue eyes reflected the youthful confidence you only encounter in the young and innocent.
"I fell, I wasn't paying attention," she answered me with a rueful but friendly grin. I watched a drop of blood as it dripped slowly from a scrape on her elbow.
"Need a lift...some help? I could drive you back to town," I offered, my mind racing, wondering what she'd do if I leaned over and licked the drop of blood from her skin.
"Nah, I'm okay. I can fix it. But I think you're on the wrong road mister," she said as she looked at my mustached face through the passenger side window.
"Am I?" I asked her bemusedly.
"It's a dead end...about a mile up the road," she said, indicating the direction I'd been going with a nod of her head. "You probably shouldn't have turned at the corner."
"Sure you're okay?" I asked again. "I mean your bike...you," I added, looking intently into her eyes.
"It's just a flat...no problem," she said, laughing off my concern.
"Can't do anything for you?"
"No, I'm okay. Where're ya going anyway? I can probably tell you which road to take."
"I'm just going up there," I said, pointing up the road she'd claimed was a dead end.
"It's the state park up there...the roads blocked off...you're not allowed in that way." And then after quickly checking the backseat added, "There's no hunting this time of year mister."
"Shit, you think the state would miss one little doe?" I asked, grinning, not quite ready to end our conversation, wondering to myself if I should just take her right here at the side of the road. Whoa man, some part of my mind cautioned, there's a million of them out here. Throw her down and fuck her, my cock roared in answer.
"You can't! It's against the law. My mom's a Park Ranger," the girl said indignantly.
"Is she? She as pretty as you?"
"What?"
"If she's as pretty as you I might just shoot two or three of them little deer and then just wait for your mamma to show up to arrest me," I answered with a laugh.
I could see she was undecided whether I was kidding her or not. I left her hanging for seconds before I finally said, "I've got a cabin up the road."
"No you don't...there's only the old Perry place up there. He doesn't come up anymore."
"Who doesn't?"
"Jim Perry. He used to come up here for three weeks every summer...a week in the fall. He didn't come last year."
"My brother's dead," I said, my eyes suddenly hard, a million memories stirring in my brain.
"Your brother? Dead? But..."
But I had no desire to discuss my brother's death with this little girl. It was what she tasted like that was my only interest. "What's your name?"
"Why?" she asked but then quickly answered, "Maddy...Madison Adams. I was going up there, just now. I knew your brother...I often hike up through the vale...then up onto the mountain."
"Do you?"
"Your brother used to let me...he gave me maps," she said, her eyes examining me, clearly trying to connect my face to the one she remembered. "You don't look that much like him," she started, but stopped suddenly when she saw my scowl.
"How come I've never seen you before?" she asked, starting again.
"I've been away."
"Are you planning on selling it? The cabin, I mean," she blurted out, a sudden excitement at the prospect clear in her young eyes. "Mom...I...both of us...we'd be interested...in buying it," she stammered.
"No. It's mine now," I grunted.
"Are you going to live here? You can't stay in the winter...there's no power...what's your name anyway?" The words tumbled out of her mouth in an almost incomprehensible stream. I'd forgotten how tiring simple conversation could be. But I could smell her female aroma now, this odor I hadn't smelled for almost twenty years was suddenly driving me mad. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants.
"You were going up to the cabin now?" I finally asked.
"Yes. I'm spending the long weekend hiking. I was going to start from there."
"Alone?" I asked, my mind whirling at the possibilities. Don't rush her, the animal in me cautioned...we've got lots of time.
"Yes, I've done it before, mom and I, sometimes with others," she answered, clearly unhappy with my condescending tone.
"You're a girl."
"So what? You don't think a girl can climb a mountain? Where have you been for the last twenty years?" she asked disdainfully.
"You hiked with my brother?"
"Jim? Yes...lots of times...he used to tell me about the old days....stories," she said, her eyes suddenly tearing at the memory. "What happened anyway? He was so young. No one up here heard anything. We were surprised when he didn't come last year. I was hoping..."
"Were you and he fooling around...where was his wife anyway when you two were frolicking up on the mountain?" It was hard to believe that my upstanding brother had been dicking this beauty. Fuck, how old was she anyway?
"That's disgusting! Of course we weren't...he was a married man...old...we never...I never thought...he was a friend." As she blabbered on I watched her nipples as they stretched the thin fabric of her top this way and that, had to actually clench my hands into fists to stop from ripping the material from her breasts. "Anyway he was divorced," she challenged.
"Christ, I hope he didn't screw you. What are you, sixteen or something? You musta been fourteen the last time he was up here."
"Are you nuts? I'm turning nineteen next week...I just finished first year at SUNY Albany, environmental studies," she said proudly.
"So do you want a ride up to the cabin or what?" I asked with a touch of impatience now evident in my voice.
"It's okay? I don't want to disturb you or something."
"Throw the bike in the back...you can fill me in on what's been going on around here lately."
"Oh yeah, okay, I'd like to...you sure you don't mind Mr. Perry?"
"Do you need help lifting it?" I asked nodding at her bike on the ground.
"No, no. I'll just be a sec," she said as she turned and rushed to get her bike.
Bending over to lift the bike, her two full, round tits were momentarily exposed; luscious, soft, white, pink capped orbs the likes of which I'd been dreaming of for years on end. I couldn't help laughing to myself, the vision of my brother trailing this young goddess through the woods and not fucking her. It seemed impossible.
"So what is your name?" she asked when she was settled in the cab next to me. All my attention was on the short, blond hairs that ran down her golden arms. I hoped suddenly that she hadn't shaved the curly, blond pubic patch from her pussy.
"Sam, Sam Perry," I said with a friendly smile as I accelerated up the road I hadn't been on in twenty years.
"He talked about you sometimes...about his little brother Sam," she said wistfully.
"Cancer," I said two minutes later as I turned into the overgrown lane that led to the cabin. "He would've been forty-three this year...fucking lung cancer," I hissed.
"He was so young and healthy, so nice to me," Maddy said sadly. "Were you two estranged somehow? He'd never say what happened to his brother when I asked. I think I assumed he was dead...I mean that you were."
"He was five years older than me...he always took care of his little brother," I said remembering. "What about Judith the bitch? Did you know her?"
"His wife?" Seeing my nod she went on, "She didn't come up much. He said she hated it. She wouldn't let his daughters come either...it made him so mad. He'd tell me he wished he could show his girls the stuff he was showing me. Then, when she left him..."
"How long did you know him?" I interrupted, curious now about this young girl.
"Oh, I don't know, since I was eight or nine maybe. Mom and I ran into him one day in the east valley, over past the creek. I think they knew each other...I mean from before," she finished as I stopped the pickup in front of the cabin.
"Hasn't changed much," I said looking around the clearing that housed the cabin my grandfather had built almost sixty years ago, "in fact, maybe looks better than it used to."
"Jim was always doing something. Painting or replacing the windows, clearing underbrush, fixing the roof...he loved this place," Madison said, tears suddenly in her eyes.
Oh Jimmy, I thought to myself, if only you had lasted a little longer. You woulda had this little sweetie dangling from the end of your big cock. Well brother, maybe I'll just give her a good fucking in your memory. "Here, let me get your bike down," I told Maddy as I walked to the back of the truck. "Hell girl, what do you got in this?" I asked as I handed her her backpack. "Weighs a ton."
"Twenty-one pounds, weighed it before I left home," she said as she hoisted it on her back and slipped her arms through the straps.
"Hey, you don't have to run off right away. You haven't told me what's been going on around here yet. I got some coffee somewhere..."
"Tea, I've got tea," she answered back. "I'll make it," she said a she lowered her pack from her back to the porch and then started to rummage in it.
"Tea? A real sissies drink."
"That's what your brother used to say," she laughed back.
Within minutes she had a small fire going in the outdoor barbeque and a small pot of pond water boiling away. "You're a regular nature girl," I kidded when she came out of the cabin carrying two cups she'd found.
We sat and talked for twenty minutes as we sipped her tea, then Maddy stood and announced, "Well I guess I better get going."
"You sure you want to start out now," I asked, "it's getting late. Almost four," I added after checking my watch.
"I still have about four hours of daylight."
"You could stay here tonight...start first thing in the morning," I offered. "It might get cold up on the mountain tonight," I warned, remembering other long ago June nights I'd spent shivering in a tent on the heights.
"No, no, I'm okay. I can get to the hikers hut on the south face if I get going. You don't mind me leaving the bike?" she asked, still completely unaware of her danger.
No, I signaled with a shake of my head then asked, "When are you planning on being back anyway?"
"Monday morning...I've gotta be at work that afternoon. Will you still be here?" Madison asked as she bent and grabbed her backpack. Her little round titties were almost jumping out of her top as she bent.
"Maybe. Depends. I'm leaving for Florida Monday morning." Just as she turned to go, I added, "Hey Maddy, before you leave, do you know how to get the water running inside?"
"Oh yeah, sure Mr. Perry," she said, then dropped her pack on the porch and led me inside. "Your brother changed the system about five years ago, you've got to prime it...then pump it...I think the handles in that cupboard," she said pointing above the sink. "You go get a pail of water at the pond and I'll put it together," she instructed.
After getting the water I stood next to her as she pumped the handle up and down, close enough so that I could look down her top as she worked.
"It takes awhile to get it running sir," she apologized. "The waters got to come all the way from the pond."
"You want me to help?" I offered as I moved closer to her. Then I watched almost spellbound as a drop of sweat slid slowly down her neck and then disappeared between her heaving breasts.
"No, I'm fine...I've done it before," and then she added a, "yessss", when seconds later water started to trickle from the pipe. "I did it," she proclaimed proudly as she turned to face me.
Suddenly we were inches apart, with young Maddy trapped between me and the wood counter behind her. I could feel her breasts as they lightly brushed my chest. My lips dipped down and found hers. Mashed against hers as my tongue probed moistly, trying to penetrate her mouth.
"Noooo," she protested as she tried to escape me, struggling to free herself from my body which pinned her against the counter. I ground my tumescent cock into her stomach as I again captured her lips.
"Are you crazy?" she gasped when I finally let her escape my arms and slip away from me. I could see the fear, the excitement in her young eyes as she drew her arm across her lips, trying somehow to erase the taste of me. I saw her eyes flick quickly to my groin before returning to my eyes.
"It was just a little kiss," I said as I slowly advanced on her, the argument of what to do with this little beauty still raging in my brain.
Then I watched as the lights went on in her eyes, the girl finally recognizing that she was in real danger, that this wasn't just some tame dating game of yes, no, maybe. That I wasn't just some forty year old Romeo she could easily deflect.
"My moms a Ranger...she was a State cop," she hissed as she backed towards the open door. She ran from the cabin, grabbed her pack, then turned back and stared at me with both anger and accusation in her young eyes.
"I liked your brother," she accused as she sidled backwards through the clearing towards the path that ran through the copse that started twenty yards left of the front porch.
"Run away little Madison...run away before I eat you up," I threatened, not knowing how long I could control myself.
"You're not nice...not like your brother. You're a pervert," she yelled, but then, seeing something in my eyes, she turned and fled.
Go and get her...go and fuck the little slut, part of me screamed. I couldn't.
~~~~~~
Two hours later, after barbequing and eating a thick steak, and cleaning the cabin, I walked down to the pond I hadn't swum in since 1987. After stripping off my clothes I stood naked at the edge of the pond, my arms outstretched towards the sun that sat between and above the two mountains to the west. Then simply opened my mouth and let out a primal scream that started somewhere deep inside myself and then resonated outward in a wave of insane sound. My cries were echoing back to me when I yelled a second time.
I could almost taste the hate, the anger, the despair that had been eating me up for almost twenty years as the sound fled my throat and mouth. God, I was free at last.
When I opened my mouth to scream a third time I saw the glint of reflected sunlight when I turned to my left and the southeast.
Immediately I knew it was the little girl...Maddy. She hadn't made much progress in the almost two hours since she'd fled; clearly she had found a position and settled in to watch the crazy man. She had crossed the meadow, then up across the lower ridge, was now perched in the place Jim and I used to call the lookout thirty years ago. I knew there was no way that she would ever get to the hikers cabin tonight.
She had strong binoculars, I'd seen then in her pack...and I knew that even though close to half a mile separated us, with those glasses to her eyes I'd be a clear target. She'd see the pale body now, the prison muscles, the crude jailhouse tats on my left shoulder and right arm. She'd know who I was now; understand why she'd never seen me before.
My cock hardened as I thought of her up high above watching me, drawing my hand, demanding release. Standing flatfooted ankle deep in the still cool water I urgently pumped my shaft as my other hand fondled my balls.
For minute after minute I stroked myself, doubly excited by the thought of blond Madison high above watching me.
Then I felt that exquisite, almost painful tightening...then the rush of sperm up my cock...the spurting, arcing release that is always accompanied by a jolt of rapture deep within your brain.
I watched the first string of cum rise up and out, watched as it landed on the surface of the pond and caused small ripples to eddy away from it. Then again...oh Christ...again...I'm groaning now each time my penis pulsed out another part of me.
Finally, drained, I dove laughing into the cool pond waters. Surfacing I looked up and saw another glint of sunlight reflected from Maddy's binoculars. I laughed again, knowing that the young girl, as she slept under the stars tonight, would dream of what she'd seen.
As I walked naked back towards the cabin I decided I'd go after her tomorrow. Half an hour later, at only six-thirty, with the sun still bright, I fell asleep on the couch in front of the fireplace, my first thirty-six hours of freedom having totally exhausted me.
~~~~~
The storm woke me...a brilliant flash of light followed seconds later by the roar of thunder. It was one of those summer storms of my youth, a cataclysmic happening. Walking naked to the window I saw, in the fading daylight, the line of rain as it came over the mountain and rushed down towards me.
She'll get soaked, I thought, wondering where she had got to on the mountain, wondered whether she had found some shelter from the storm.
I went back to the bed and slept fitfully for two or three hours more before another thunder filled squall line rolled down the valley and woke me. After watching the electric light show bounce across the walls for minutes I finally got up to piss, knowing it'd be hours before I slept again.
She was huddled under the porch overhang just to the left of the door when I opened it and stepped out. Her eyes followed my naked body as I walked to the edge of the porch. She watched, bedraggled and soaking, as I took my prick in hand and started to unleash a thick, arching stream of yellow piss far out into the night.
"You're an escaped prisoner, aren't you?" she asked when I turned, cowering back into the wet jacket she had draped around her shoulders.
"I served my time Missy," I answered as another flash of lightening exploded around us. Blood was rushing to fill my prick.
"You're disgusting."
I wasn't sure if she meant my prison tats, my thick cock that was quickly hardening, or just the hungry look that I raked her body with.
"You shoulda come in earlier, there's a fire on inside," I said as I bent to lift her.
"Nooooooo...please," she cried, "I'll stay outside."
"Too late for that now Maddy," I answered as I lifted her into my arms. "Shouldn't have come back if you didn't want to."
"I fell...on the west ridge...my backpack, it went over the side. I didn't have a tent, my sleeping bag, anything...I'll leave now...just let me go," she pled.
"You should've kept hiking this afternoon...instead of watching my cock," I said as I set her down on the black bearskin in front of fireplace.
"I didn't," she denied, blushing.
"Take off your clothes, your soaking," I ordered, then grabbed a couple of split birch logs and placed them on the still red embers.
"Nooooo," she refused, her voice begging as she tried to crawl away.
"Don't make me rip them off you little girl," I warned as I grabbed her ankle and pulled her back to me.
"You're an animal," she yelled as she kicked a leg out at me. I caught it and pulled her to me. Then tore the tank top off her. Her wet shorts and a damp pair of thin, white, cotton panties quickly followed. "Pleasssse," she pled as I rolled her onto her back and covered her.



"I'm a virgin," Maddy screamed as I spread her legs. I pushed in, my cockhead leaking precum, but encountered no hymen when I thrust deeply inside.
A cunt, a pussy, the first that had squeezed my cock in almost twenty years. I simply went wild, thrusting urgently inside her damp slippery cave. I was completely oblivious to everything except the feel of her pink, squeezing, juicy female center.
I didn't hear her screams of protest, nor feel her nails as they raked across my back, nor feel her ankles later when she locked them around my waist, nor did I acknowledge her first tentative whimpers of desire...instead I simply fucked...a cock lost deep in Maddy's inner folds.
Fucked hard and fast until my balls finally tightened and a load of cum spurted from my bucking penis and splashed into the waiting, spasming womb. I was finally a man again.
"Take it out. Get off me,' Maddy cried out as I lay on top of her, my still hard penis still deep inside her. "Oh please, please Mr. Perry, no more," she pled when ignoring her, I started to pump my hips.
"My names Sam. We'll make love this time pretty little Madison," I whispered
"Its rape," she cried as my left hand moved onto her breast.
You can make any woman quiver under you if you take your time. If you use your mouth and hands and fingers you can play a girl until she's screaming in need. Until she's raising her hips to get your probing finger even deeper. Until the lips of her pussy are pink and distended, leaking the juices that announce her readiness.
"Hurrrrrry...please hurry," she croaked out suddenly, finally giving in to the demands of her ripe, young body.
There was no need for hurry now. Lots of time to play her until she was screaming for it. Time to arouse every nerve that lined her cunt. Time to wait until her young pussy pulsed out its first cock induced orgasm. Then slow her down before bringing her slowly back up, hold it in, then finally spurt thick cream into her again spasming center.
"It doesn't mean I liked it, liked you," she said between pants minutes later.
"You liked it, Christ baby you're made for it," I grunted, watching my sperm as it leaked from between her thighs.
"I don't like you...you're a pig," she protested as I took one of her hands and placed it around my sticky cock.
"He loves you. Shit, look at him grow," I laughed as I lengthened and thickened in her palm.
"You can do it again?" she asked, her inexperience echoed in her questioning voice.
"Get on top of me. Straddle me...like this," I instructed as I lifted her and placed her so her bum was sitting on my thighs. I moved my hands to her hanging cone like breasts as she slowly rubbed my cock up and down her slit. "Put it in," I ordered, then pulled and stretched her puffy, pink nipples.
"Like this?" she asked as she raised herself up and then slowly lowered her sticky insides over my throbbing monster.
"Oh yessss baby," I groaned as my cock disappeared.
She rode me noisily, grunting and screaming her pleasure as she bounced up and down on my pole. Finally collapsed onto my chest when we'd both come again. We fit together perfectly. We slept.
~~~~~
I woke up, startled for a second to find a body entwined with mine. Then I watched silently as one of Maddy's hands slowly moved down across my stomach and then lightly lifted my penis. I watched for second after second as she explored me.
"Do you like it?" I finally whispered.
"You're awake," the startled teen gasped as she dropped my hardening shaft, then added, "No...it's ugly, dirty...I hate it."
"Liar," I laughed as I cupped the back of her head and pulled her lips towards mine. She wanted it now as bad as I. Her tongue probed eagerly into my mouth. She impatiently pulled my cock inside her.
We took our time fucking.
"Where were you?" she asked softly as we lay side by side on our backs, sweat produced by our coupling still glistening on our skin..
"Attica. Nineteen plus years," I answered, having understood her question.
"ATTICA! Did you kill someone?"
"Only after I got there," I said, remembering how it had felt to sink the blade into that fat bastards heart.
"What were you in for?"
"Possession."
"You're a drug dealer?"
"I was a fucking dumb, college freshman who was caught with some marijuana."
"You don't get twenty years for that," Maddy protested.
"Not unless you're Sam Perry. Not unless the local D.A. just happens to be in the middle of a tight political campaign. Not unless some crackhead had killed a seven year old kid during a botched robbery just the week before they arrested me. Not un-fucking-less the presiding judge had just learned his favorite niece was down in New York City hooking to pay for her heroin habit. Not unless your lawyer is an alcoholic," I said disgustingly.
"But still"
"But still baby," I interrupted, "while just about every other similar case in America ended up in sentences of time already served or community service, yours truly got almost twenty years in Attica."
"Didn't you appeal," Maddy asked timidly.
"Why don't you cook me breakfast," I ordered, disgusted now at having to relive the memories, then rolled out of bed and stood looking down at her.
"Why should I?"
"This little guy's hungry," I said as I shook my penis at her. "If you want some more loving..."
"I don't. I'm leaving. Now," she said as she jumped from the bed and grabbed her shorts from the chair where I'd thrown them the night before.
"I prefer you naked," I said, then snatched her clothes from her hands. "Now get cooking," I ordered as I gave her a slap on the butt. "Eat first, then we'll fuck later."
"Owww," she cried but there was a happy, accepting grin on her lips.
~~~~~~~
After breakfast we decided to hike together up the mountain to find the backpack she'd lost in the dark the night before. We only wore boots!
"We can't," Maddy had giggled when I didn't let her get dressed. "We'll get scratched or cut. Somebody may see us."
"I want to follow your sexy little butt all the way to the top," I smilingly replied.
"You're awful," she accused but there was a definite sexy little wiggle to her bum as she led the way across the meadow.
It took us an hour and a half of hard slogging to get to where she'd been caught by the storm the night before and I made the beautiful Madison climb down the steep hill and into the little hollow to recover her pack.
"You should have gone," she protested when she finally climbed out, dirty but with the pack on her back.
"You're supposed to be the expert hiker. Didn't you tell me you were the girl who could go all alone on three day hikes into the wilderness?"
"I can!"
"Yes, and you lose all your supplies ten minutes into your trek," I teased as I took the pack from her and hoisted it on my back. "C'mon, let's get out of here."
"I can carry it," she protested.
"Give me your hand," I ordered, ignoring her offer.
"Why?" Maddy asked suspiciously.
"So we can hold hands as we walk home."
"Home? I'm not your girlfriend or something!" the pouting teen protested.
~~~~~~~
Halfway down the mountain we crossed into the little clearing that constituted the place my brother and I had called the lookout.
"You watched me from here, I saw the glint on your glasses," I said to Maddy, pointing to a three foot high, flat topped boulder that sat at the edge of the clearing and formed a small ridge over which you could see down to the pond and cabin five hundred feet below.
"I didn't," she lied.
"You watched me mastrubate," I accused.
"It was disgusting...I'd never seen anything like..."
"Bend over," I suddenly ordered, standing just inches behind her as we both looked down the mountain and into the valley.
"I don't want to," she protested as I pushed against her back and forced her chest down onto the smooth rock. "Please...no," she cried as my hand slipped between her thighs.
"Spread your feet," I ordered as I pushed a finger inside her. "God, you're sopping," I accused as my big finger slid deep into her moist center.
""It's sweat...from all this climbing, it has nothing to do with sex," she denied even as her vagina spasmed needingly around my knuckled digit. Then she quickly spread her feet and pushed her butt back into me.
I finally pulled out my sticky finger and slowly licked Maddy's juice from it, then took my straining prick in hand and rubbed it down her ass crack before positioning it at her vaginal gate. And then I was in her, punching far into her body as I cupped both her breasts in my hands.
"You want it slow...or fast and hard...or slow?" I asked as I quickened and then slowed my strokes.
"Hard...hard," the bent over teen finally answered.
And then I started to stroke her. Long, deep, hard thrusts that inevitably led Maddy to gasping roars of acceptance and need. "Do you like it Maddy? Do you like my big prick?" I demanded as her body started to writhe liquidly beneath me. "SAY IT," I insisted.
"No," she groaned between panting whimpers, her body just seconds from orgasm.
I pulled all the way out, left her empty of cock at the second she needed it most.
"Noooooooo...leave it....pleassssssse, Oh Sam," she cried.
"Say it," I demanded again as my fingers squeezed her tits and stretched her hard nipples.
"Fuck me," she whispered. "Fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME YOU BASTARD," she screamed as I teased her by running my fat cockhead up and down her distended slit.
And then I was inside her again, filling her wet, needy cunt with cock. "YES....YESSSSSSS ....HARDER...MORE...FUCK ME, "she demanded, each shout spilling from her mouth in concert with every deep thrust I made.
And then, as her urgent cries echoed back at us from distant mountains, I was spurting my manhood, my thick creamy seed, inside this welcoming young woman, flooding her with my cum.
"You're a monster," she accused when I finally pulled my softening shaft from her.
"He loves you," I answered as I lifted my dripping cock and pointed it upward towards her staring eyes.
"He's so ugly!"
"Kiss it," I urged.
"You're awful."
"Taste me Maddy...taste me."
"I don't want to," she declaimed even as her hand replaced mine on my cock and she slipped to her knees in front of me. She slowly ran her hand up my cock, milking its suddenly hard again body as she squeezed the last drops of sperm from its opening.
Her tongue flicked out like a snakes, then drew back into her mouth, pulling with it a large, white strand of my cum. "Baby," I groaned when she slid her moist lips around my cockhead and took me into her mouth.
It just took minutes for Maddy's tongue and mouth and lips and throat to induce my cock to dump another load of cum into her mouth. She swallowed hungrily.
~~~~~~~
It was close to three in the afternoon when we finally got off the mountain and back to the cabin. I carried her giggling into the cool waters of the pond and then washed her from head to toe. Then fucked her as we stood entwined waist deep in the water.
"Did you really kill someone?" she suddenly asked as we lay on the grass afterward. Seeing the answer in my eyes she asked, "Who? Why?"
"You either fuck or you get fucked when you're inside," I started softly. "They thought they'd just take me, that I was just some dumb kid to use," I continued, the events of that day forever burned deep in my brain.
"Who? What'd they do?"
"A guard. They bribed a guard to leave me with the three of them. Bastards," I hissed, still angry.
"Three! But what did they do to you?" Maddy asked again, the excitement clear in her young voice.
"They thought they'd made me their toy. That they'd be able to do whatever they wanted to with me after that day."
"They fucked you? In the ass? In your mouth?"
They'd done what they wanted to that day in the showers. They'd left me naked, hurt and crying when they'd finally left. I wasn't going to tell this little girl any details. "A week later two of them cornered me again, thought they could just snap their fingers and I'd bend over," I continued.
"What happened?" she whispered.
"I had a knife that day," I answered, remembering how easily the thin blade had slid into the fat bastard's heart. "One died," I added, thinking of how the red stain had spread over the thick, blue fabric of his prisoner's shirt.
"And the other one?" the engrossed teen demanded.
"I left him alive?"
"You did?"
"Yeah...sorta," I laughed, the insanity of those few minutes twenty years ago still alive in me, "They found him an hour later with both his hamstrings severed and his buddies cock rammed down his throat."
"They deserved it," she finally said, more to herself than to me.
"Are you mad enough at me to cut off my cock little Maddy? Slice it off and stuff it in my mouth?"
"No...make love to me instead," she said as she climbed on top of me and grabbed my penis.
And it was the blond teen who did all the work this time, bouncing up and down on me as she yelled out her desire, her need, her capitulation to my maleness.
~~~~~~
"What's with the virginity thing anyway?" I asked as I watched my semen oozing from her pink, swollen slit.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean you're nineteen, beautiful, sexy...Christ, every male within fifty miles must have been dying to get into your pants since you were fifteen. I still don't know why my brother didn't fuck you."
"I wish he had, he shouldn't have died so young," she muttered sadly, but then went on, "I just didn't...I wanted to...there was a boy in high school...one last year at university."
"Waiting for me I guess," I laughed.
"Yeah right. Like I was just waiting to save it for the drug dealing murderer to come along and rape me."
"You're made for a big cock."
"I'm not," she protested.
I put her on her hands and knees and fucked her until her echoing groans proved my point.
~~~~~
"You could come to Florida with me," I offered that evening as we ate the t-bone steaks I'd just grilled.
"Hah, I don't want to ever see you again."
"Liar."
"I'm glad...about this I mean, the sex," Maddy explained. "But you're old...I have school in the fall...my mom...I have a boyfriend."
"We have just tonight then...and tomorrow," I said as I moved to pull her against me.
"Animal," she accused with welcoming arms and smile.
~~~~~~~
"Where's your dad anyway? Adams...what does he do? All you talk about is your mom," I said as we lay side by side the next morning.
"I don't even remember him," Maddy answered. "His name wasn't Adams. I was a mistake, an accident. Mom got pregnant when she was a student; he was just a nobody, a one night stand. Mom married Jerry Adams after she'd graduated, after she'd joined the State Police, when I was four. He was a cop too."
"You make it sound like he's gone too."
"Mom divorced him later...when I was nine," she explained.
"Your moms hard on men," I said but it didn't really interest me. I changed the subject. "Come to Florida with me," I offered again.
"You're old...I have a job...university in the fall...you're a rapist...a murderer," she stammered, clearly surprised that I'd offered again. "Besides, how will you live? Money? What can you do? What would we do?"
"We'd fuck. I got money, Jim left me lots."
"He did? What about his family?"
"Shit, his wife got a fortune when they divorced. He was royally pissed," I said, remembering the visit to prison he'd made years ago, regaling his imprisoned brother for the whole visit about the evil bitch who was bilking him. As if I didn't have any problems.
"He set up trusts for his two girls in his will, but still left me lots. The cabin, a condo in the city, a couple of million," I said with a wave of my hand.
"So you'll just be a bum?"
"Come with me."
"Why are you going to Florida anyway?"
"My moms down there...she and dad moved to Miami after dad retired. Then he died."
"I'm sorry," she started.
"Enough talk," I said, then rolled on top of her.
"You're always hard," she complained as her hand slipped between our bodies and grasped me.
"Put it in," I ordered. She did. I filled her with more of my cum.
~~~~~~~
Later I picked up my camera, a new digital that had been part of the package of stuff I'd gotten my lawyer to buy and which had been ready for me when I got out.
"Don't," Maddy complained as the flash lit up her naked body. I simply ignored her protest as I snapped picture after picture.
~~~~~~~
Later, drenched in perspiration from our latest coupling, she asked, "Do you want to see some old pictures of me...when I was young...my graduation picture, my mom?"
"Sure."
"Grab my bag then," she said pointing to her knapsack sitting in the corner.
"Yes maam," I said and jumped out of bed naked.
"It's in my wallet, in the top pocket" Maddy instructed.
Turning back to her with wallet in hand the flash of my camera almost blinded me. "It's my turn," Maddy giggled as she continued to snap pictures. "Make it hard," she ordered as I stood at the edge of the bed.
"That's your job," I laughed as I opened her wallet and was faced by her driver's license. "Ugh, who took this picture?" I teased even as I noticed her date of birth - June 15th 1987. "Hell, it is your birthday next week."
"I told you that. Now make it hard, I want some good pictures," she insisted as her hand not holding the camera cupped my balls.
I was fully erect by the time I slipped out the plastic picture case. Then I couldn't stop the wail of, "Jesssus Christtttttt," that exploded from deep inside of me.
"What? What is it Sam," Maddy asked, worry suddenly in her young eyes. She watched as the pictures tumbled out of my hand and fell toward the floor.
"Oh Sam, I'm sorry," she said as she knelt down and lifted a picture from the floor. "I forgot I had one of your brother." Her hand was still grasping my thick, hard cock.
She didn't realize it was the other person in the picture who'd stunned me. Didn't realize I was franticly working the dates. Born June 15th...her mother would have been impregnated around September 15th 1986...three weeks before I was arrested...that fucking bitch, I screamed inwardly.
I felt Maddy's lips slip over my cockhead and slowly swallow me. "Nooooooo," I groaned, suddenly wanting to escape her hungry mouth. "Stop," I tried to order as her head bobbed up and down.
She finally slowly pulled back, releasing my throbbing cock inch by inch, covering me with her lubricating saliva.
"Fuck me," she demanded, her hand grasping me as she lay back on the bed, her legs open and inviting.
"No," I protested even as I moved between her legs. Then roared in despair as I lunged forward, burying my fat shaft in the soft folds of the daughter I'd never known I had.
~~~~~~~~~
"Are you ever coming back?" my daughter asked the next morning as she stood holding her bike. We'd woken early. I'd fucked my daughter again, desperately fucked her as my mind recoiled. Then I'd put her bike in the pickup and we'd driven towards town. Stopped at the town limits and let her out.
"Yes," I promised.
"I don't know if I want you to."
"I love you. I'll be back in a couple of weeks."
"Okay," she whispered as she mounted her bike.
~~~~~~~~
"It's me," my daughter accused down the line fifteen hours later.
"So you haven't forgotten me," I laughed.
"I hate you. Where are you?"
"Now? Just crossed into Florida. Why? Would you like to join me?"
"Fuck you," she hissed back. "When did you know? When did you know you had a daughter? Before or after you decided to fuck me?"
"When did I fucking know?" I yelled back. "About twenty fucking years too late. No one thought to send me pictures of the daughter I never knew I had. What? Your mother finally decided to tell you that you weren't the product of some immaculate conception. That there was a man out there somewhere in the world who happened to be your father. Someone called Perry."



"When did you know?"
"I finally got the word after we'd been making love for three days...when you finally decided to tell me something about yourself. That bitch," I swore.
"Making love? You raped me. My father the rapist and ex-con. And you call mommy a bitch? I hate you!" she yelled, then hung up.
"CUNT," I screamed to the dead line.
~~~~~~
I slept at a 'Best Western' on the highway just south of Jacksonville that night, a motel chosen because of the sign that announced free wireless internet access. 
maddyadams@yahoo I typed into my e-mail account. 
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Sept 3rd 2007
She was smiling contentedly, idly rubbing her belly, as she moved to answer the door. But even in her hurry she had an awareness of her new responsibility, that there were now two people who depended on her every step. She couldn't afford to slip and fall.
"You!" she hissed after opening the door and seeing the boy. 'The boy'. That what she'd started to call him in her mind lately. Not Paul. Not 'my love'. Simply 'the boy'. Period.
It was easier to forget the nights and afternoons of passion that way. Much easier to forget that this beautiful man/boy now in front of her, a big grin on his face, was the father of the daughter growing in her stomach.
Get rid of him, she thought, her mind turning urgently, trying to devise some strategy. He won't notice, she tried to convince herself as she whispered, "Paul?"
"I couldn't wait...I know I should have called...I just got back today," he stammered as he moved toward her with arms open.
"PAUL!" she said, her tone stopping him dead in his tracks. "I live here...my neighbors...my husband."
"I couldn't wait," he protested, as his begging eyes found hers. Then she was engulfed in his powerful arms.
"No," she whispered just as his lips found hers. "The door," she gasped when the kiss finally ended, "close the door."
Within seconds he was in her again, his big cock housed tightly in her straining sheathe. He'd simply lifted up the yellow summer dress she wore, baring her thighs, then pushed aside her white cotton panties with eager fingers while his other hand freed his tumescent penis.
"Pleasssse Paul," she cried as he entered her, but in a tone that made it impossible to tell if she was protesting or inviting.
And then she was full of him, full in a way no other man had ever come close to approaching. For a second a vision of her husband John flashed across her brain, but then was gone, erased by the jolt of ecstasy that seemed to leap from Paul's thick, bulbous cockhead directly into her cunt and then exploded upwards into every synapse of her brain.
There were no soft words or caresses as they made love, instead it was simply a needy, animalistic coupling of two hungry humans who'd been apart four months.
She wondered what messages were being delivered to Paul's baby that was growing deep inside her stomach. She wondered if her daughter-to-be felt the bath that her lovers spurting cock was soon drenching her insides with.
"You're beautiful," he whispered, still hard and deeply embedded in her. "Did you miss me?"
"No! You shouldn't have. This is my home," she protested but couldn't stop the moist, spasming contractions her vagina was exerting on his prick. "You have to go," she ordered, not wanting him to discover her secret. God, how she'd missed his cock she suddenly realized.
"Not yet," he said as his clenching thighs forced his penis back towards her womb.
"NO!" she cried out, trying to somehow stop his fingers as they moved to undo the buttons of her dress.
"I want to see you," he insisted, then pushed the dress down off her shoulders. His hips continued to move, thrusting his cock in and out of her.
"Oh yessssss Paul," she groaned, "oh fuck me baby...hurry...harder," she suddenly groaned out, hoping to distract him from anything else. She felt his fingers undo the strap of her bra. And then her body totally betrayed her, arching upward in ecstasy as she lubricated his pistoning cock.
Locking her ankles around the boys back she forgot everything and simply let his massive pole bring her the pleasure she'd been craving since he'd left four months ago. Then she screamed out her joy, her total acceptance of his maleness, when his penis started bucking out its load of thick cream inside her for a second time.
*****
Lizzie
"Don't," he ordered minutes later when I tried to wrap the unbuttoned dress around me, "I want to see you."
I simply lay back, then let him pull the edges of the dress apart and bare me. Panting, I watched as his eyes ran over my skin, devouring me, then saw him stop, saw the shock register in his eyes.
"You're pregnant?"
"Yes," I answered shyly, keeping my eyes down.
"My baby,' he said wonderingly.
"No...its Johnnies...it's not yours," I lied, denying the father of my baby.
"Liar!" he laughed as his hand tentatively caressed my stomach. "Its mine," he insisted.
"No," I denied again.
But of course it was his baby. And as I lay watching my lover I couldn't stop the visions of memory as they cascaded through my brain...
April 26th 2007
"C'mon, we're going out."
"I can't...I shouldn't," I protested to Cathy's entreaty.
"What? You're going to go home and watch American Idol? Another exciting night in the Roberts household?" she mocked.
"It's okay for you. For you and Jill," I accused.
"Why, because I'm divorced? Because Jill never married. You're only twenty-seven for Christ's sake Lizzie. C'mon, your little Johnnie-boys out of town."
"Just dinner?" I asked, knowing it would be impossible to rebuff the entreaties of my best friend.
"Dinner and then drinks. Maybe even some dancing," she said smiling, knowing she'd won.
"I can't be too late," I continued to resist
"Okay Cinderella," she teased and then lifted her cellphone. "Jill?" she asked down the line seconds later. "We're on. We'll meet you at seven at 'Xanadu'. Yes, in the restaurant bar." I watched her as she listened to something Jill said, saw the smile as she said, "Oh don't worry, Mrs. Elizabeth Anne Roberts is hot to trot."
"I am not," I hissed angrily.
I had known Cathy Miller since we'd been in the fifth grade together, two ten year olds with braces on our teeth. Gawd, almost seventeen years since then, I thought as I looked at my friend. We'd shared clothes, talked for hours on the phone, had sleepovers nearly every week, double dated, even traded boyfriends a couple of times along the way.
The night I lost my virginity I went directly to her house after I'd been bloodied and gave her a blow by blow description before I fell asleep crying in her arms. Not to be outdone Cathy went out the next weekend and lost hers.
High school... oh gosh, they were great years...then both of us decided to go to nursing school...more good years. Then Cathy drifted into a relationship that ended up with her married at twenty-one. She was divorced just two years later!
But of course, after she'd married I'd gone looking for a husband too, then quickly found John Roberts and bingo, at twenty-two I'd found myself married too. And I was still married more than five years later. I'd never cheated.
*****
"C'mon, we'll go to your place and shower and change," Cathy ordered as she took my hand and led me towards the door.
"Can't we just go like this?"
"NO. We're not going out to dinner and dancing in our nurses uniforms Mrs. Roberts. Some perfume, a hot little dress, maybe even put on some of that sexy, lace underwear your husband is always buying you."
"Your terrible," I accused, but was secretly excited.
*****
When I was finally dressed I looked pretty good, at least for an old married lady who hadn't done something like this for over five years. Cathy had rejected the first three outfits I'd chosen.
"We're not going to a funeral," had banished my first choice. She had finally agreed to a black skirt, not a mini but it didn't quite reach my knees, and it was one of those tight skirts that just accentuate a well shaped bum (which I had), and which also did have an enticing slit. "Hot," she'd said okaying my choice as I stood in front of her topless.
She'd insisted that I wear heels. Then she picked a black, lace demi bra for me that simply lifted and displayed my still firm (if I say so myself) breasts exquisitely.
"You always had better tits than me," Cathy groused as she offered me the bra.
"Yours were bigger...and I don't need something so ....so sexy," I said, but still held it in front of my breasts and let her attach it.
"Lucky little Johnnie," she laughed as she tweaked my nipples. For a top for me she chose a spaghetti strapped, crimson, scooped neck, satin cami with lace trim.
"Don't," I complained as my nubs hardened proudly under her fingers.
"You're lucky I'm not a man. Now bend over," Cathy ordered when I'd put the top on.
"Why?"
"I want to see how much of your titties I can see," she laughed.
"Your awful," I accused, remembering the many other nights we'd dressed each other before going out man hunting, then I added, while cupping and lifting my tits through my top, "these are Johnnies now, no ones else."
"We'll see," she warned ominously.
"I shouldn't be going, John will go crazy if he ever finds out," I suddenly blurted out, all of a sudden wondering how I'd ever let Cathy persuade me to go out with her.
"He's already crazy," my best friend replied. "Besides, if old Don Juan Roberts was any kind of lover his wife wouldn't have to be gallivanting around town." My husband and Cathy had never got along, in fact they detested each other.
"Cathy!" I warned. "And I'm not gallivanting around town. We're just going out for dinner."
"It's not my fault you married a man with a tiny prick."
"It's not tiny!"
"An old man who only wants to have sex once a month."
"He doesn't. Stop that. And he's only thirty-two."
"Way too old for you," Cathy responded knowingly.
I'd met John Roberts my last year of nursing school, just weeks after Cathy had got married. During the six months of our whirlwind romance she'd been too busy with her new married life to notice what was going on in my life. I married him two weeks after graduating. He was five years older than me. A salesman then, now five years later an up and coming regional sales manager making close to six figures a year. A pretty nice guy.
And even though she'd been my maid of honor, it seemed like it took Cathy about another six months to realize I was married. "Why'd you marry that nut?" she'd asked me one night. By that time she had soured on her hubby and marriage in general.
But the truth was, if I'd been able to get pregnant I would have been totally happy with my life. But so far I hadn't. We'd tried...tried for three years in fact, but so far no luck. Johnnie, who wanted a baby as much as I, wasn't concerned with my inability to conceive. 'Sooner or later it'll work honey,' he'd say but increasingly I'd become less convinced.
I'd gone to my doctor and he'd said I was perfectly healthy...'no problem at all young lady,' he'd said smiling, but month after month I remained barren. And Johnnie wasn't in any hurry to get tested. Doubts slowly entered my mind. Doubts that were nurtured by Cathy's continued talk of fabulous lovers, of big pricked men who she claimed continually brought her to the edge and over.
And it wasn't that sex was that bad with Johnnie. I enjoyed it. He enjoyed it. Maybe we didn't do it as often as I'd have liked but...
And it wasn't that he was so small...it was more the continuous talk of big cocks and virile men that seem to bombard us in this internet age that somehow resonated in my mind and seemed to explain my inability to get pregnant.
Increasingly I'd woken up from a restless dream wondering if I was missing something in life...whether I needed a bigger man in me...a bigger cocked man...a man who'd put a baby in me...a prick that would somehow satisfy the sexual frustration I'd increasingly been feeling....
*****
"She needs a nice big, fat, roasted cock for dinner," Cathy said to Jill as the three of us sat looking at the menus an hour later. "I wonder where they're listed on this menu?" We'd all had drunk two drinks while waiting for our table and I'd already figured out I was in for a long night with these two.
Licking her lips Jill answered, "Right under the baked balls."
"Stop it you two," I ordered while trying to swallow a giggle.
"We need a thick, juicy ten incher," Cathy announced to our waiter, a pretty boy with a name tag that announced he was 'Jules'. We weren't in any danger of getting a hard ten incher from this fancy boy.
"You mean the ten ounce filllletttt mignon?" he asked with a lisp as he pointed to an item on the menu.
"Cock Jules, we're looking for a nice, long, nutty sausage," Jill insisted grinning. "Something made for pussy."
"Oh you girls are terrible," he tut-tutted laughing as he waved his wrist at us. We ended up ordering Italian and the limp strands of Jill's spaghetti provided us with lots ammunition for conversation. Jules was our new best friend by the time the coffee came.
We finished dinner just after ten thirty, and as we left Cathy announced to our new friend that we were going to the bar upstairs to find what the restaurant didn't have on the menu.
"Well if you find any, save one for me," were his last words.
*****
The Xanadu had two floors of bars above the restaurant; the top floor bar, a big open space with DJ and dance floor, a place where I'd spent many nights at in my misspent youth, a place that attracted the students from the university and the local community college. The second floor, where we headed that night after dinner, housed a trendy, soft lit collection of rooms that catered to the twenty-five to forty-five year old crowd. Soft music and expensive drinks. A pick up bar for young professionals.
And of course Cathy and Jill seemed to know everyone we passed. Then almost before we'd got settled and had got a drink inside ourselves Jill disappeared with a short, Italian looking guy.
"We won't see her again tonight," predicted Cathy as I watched Jill rush away.
"What? But he's not," I started before Cathy cut me off.
"Apparently he can fuck all night," Cathy confided with a wink. "He's not that good looking nor that well hung," she added, "but he can do it forever. And he loves going down on a girl."
"Jeeeesus," I muttered, "you mean?"
"Cunnnnnnnilinnnnngusssss," Cathy answered as she flicked her moist tongue up and down.
"Have you....with him I mean?" I asked.
"He's not my style," Cathy denied but with a wry look that seemed to belie her denial. While I'd been practicing marital fidelity for the last five years my friend had been 'testing the waters' as she had described it. She was lucky she hadn't drowned!
*****
But I found it was fun! We danced and drank, flirted with well dressed, good looking men and then returned to our table and giggled like schoolgirls. It had been so long since I'd had a night like this. It was something I knew was wrong but felt so good.
"God, what a pig," Cathy complained with a dirty smile after we'd returned from another round of dances.
"What?"
"He kept grabbing my ass...pulling me against him...his cock," she explained with a smirk.
"So did mine," I laughed.
"So?"
"So what?"
"Was it big?" she asked with a leer.
"Un huh," I agreed with a wink.
"You slut!" she laughed, but then asked, "Bigger than Johnnies?" When I didn't answer and instead got up and started to walk away she yelled out, "Where are you going?"
"To pee...then I think I'll go upstairs and see what our old college hangout looks like." I shouted back. "I'll be back soon."
"They're just babies up there," she warned to my retreating back.
*****
Of course it was louder and wilder on the third floor. The kids out partying had all just finished their final exams, and were getting drunk or hoping to get laid one last time before they dispersed back to their homes across the country for the summer. They made me feel old as I watched them from a spot against the wall.
"Gawd," I mumbled aloud when I saw two very healthy young coeds dancing topless across the room. Flashing their tits to a grinning, cheering audience. I was too intent watching them to notice his approach.
"Would you like to dance topless with me?" he asked, magically appearing in front of me.
"What?" I asked, suddenly faced by an impossibly handsome boy. His deep male voice carried a sexy huskiness that made me shiver.
"All coeds have to dance once topless tonight...it's the rule," he said with an ease and confidence that didn't match his age. Then I stood motionless as he lightly grasped the bodice of my cami and pulled it away from my skin. I didn't protest even as I watched his eyes rake hungrily over my now bared breasts.
"I'm not a coed...I don't go to the university," I finally stammered.
"You're in high school?" he teased as he let my top go but after he did he ran two fingers lightly over my right nipple through my top.
"I'm old," I finally complained, my nipples suddenly hard, stunned at my lack of protest at this boys manhandling of me.
"You're beautiful, c'mon, let's dance," he urged as he took my hand and led me towards the floor.
"Buttttttt," I said even as my feet followed him. You're married you fool...he's just a boy, I admonished myself as he pulled me into his arms.
We danced for twenty minutes before I finally came up for air. We were simply good together. Natural. We seemed to know exactly every move the other was about to make. We didn't talk, hardly touched as we moved across the floor. But the whole time our eyes hardly left the others, eyes that continually sent laser like messages to the other.
'Take me,' my eyes screamed. His answered.
What are you doing I asked myself when the music finally stopped. "I'm hot...I have to get back," I panted, ashamed at the feelings coursing through me. "My friends are waiting...downstairs,' I explained.
"I'll come," he offered, still holding my hand.
"No...please...you can't...I really have to go," I said escaping from his clutches. "I'm married," I added as I backed away from him.
"My names Paul," he said with a smile, then added, "I've never danced with someone like you."
"I'm going...I have to," I answered as I fled. Oh fuck!
*****
"Where were you? I thought you'd been kidnapped," Cathy demanded when I finally got back to our table. She was sitting next to a thirty something year old, a dark haired hunk.
"Reliving memories," I whispered, still shaken by my reaction to the student.
Twenty minutes and a couple of dances later I could see that Cathy and her friend were getting itchy. "It's getting late," she finally offered just after midnight after her friend had sauntered off to the can.
"I thought we were going to party all night?" I responded with a saucy grin.
"It's your first night out...you're probably tired...want to go home," my friend countered. "You're married."
"No, its great Cath...I'm really having fun," I teased, making it tough for her.
"Shutup you!" she finally answered, then leaned over and whispered in my ear, "It's just he doesn't have his car tonight and..."
"You guys go, I'm okay."
"Are you sure Lizzie, you really don't mind?" Cathy asked. "We could drop you on the way," she offered but I knew she was hoping I'd say no.
"I'll grab a cab," I promised. "Now hurry up, your date's getting antsy," I said, nodding at her man waiting across the room. "He keeps looking at his watch."
"You're sure you don't want a ride?"
"I've already agreed to take Lizzie home," suddenly boomed out behind us in a deep male voice. The student's voice. Paul's voice.
"You have?" Cathy asked as she looked up and then slowly ran her eyes over my student from downstairs. And then, after turning to me with an inquisitive and maybe even approving smile, she accused, "So, you're still keeping secrets from your best friend, are you?"



"I just met him...downstairs...he's just a boy...I never said I was going home with him," I stammered, my legs trembling.
"I'm Cathy," my best friend announced to the boy, then added ruefully, "Liz never wants me to meet her boyfriends...we could stand here all night and she'd never introduce us."
"Paul," the handsome teen answered confidently as he took Cathy's hand and the bent over and quickly kissed her cheek. "She left me downstairs," he said, indicating me, "said she had to go upstairs and get rid of her nosy friends and then we could go." He had picked up immediately on Cathy's teasing, fun nature.
"You slut," Cathy mouthed silently at me.
The laughing, teasing delivery of Paul's words had belied what he said but still I rose to the bait, "I never did."
Cathy departed laughing, her final words a warning to me as she waved a finger, "Now you go straight home young lady."
"You shouldn't have said that," I admonished Paul when we were alone. "Besides, I told you not to come after me. I have a husband."
"Tell me about it while we dance," he answered as he took my hand.
Yeah sure. Except we were in the pick-up bar now. It was almost one a.m. The DJ was only playing slow dance, fuck me, music. And as soon as I was in Paul's arms I felt it. Felt it between us...a long, hard alien presence that seemed to want to imbed itself in my stomach. I was shaking from head to toe. I didn't say a word about my husband.
"Ohhhhh," I groaned softly in his ear as our stomachs trapped his shaft, unable to stop wondering what it would feel like buried deep in my womb.
"Ohhh what?" he whispered as I felt his fingers lightly move over my bum. I knew he could feel the sudden hardening of my nipples through his thin silk shirt.
Oh fuck, I thought as I gloried in the feel of his body against me. He seemed to fit me perfectly. Well over six feet tall, he was at least four inches taller than Johnnie and fit against my tall frame in a way few men or boys ever had. My head fit perfectly in the crook between his shoulder and cheek. Then I giggled aloud.
"What?" Paul demanded.
But I wasn't going to tell him the thought I'd just had, the thought that, not only was he was four inches taller than my husband, but that he also had to be at least four inches longer in another part of his anatomy. The part that was poking relentlessly against my stomach. "Nothing," I answered as I cupped his ass in my two hands.
Christ you're twenty-seven, married, you're not some innocent virgin, I told myself as I melted into Paul's body. He's like every other man; it's nothing special I tried to convince myself as I felt every inch of his length. He tried to swallow my tongue when our mouths finally met. I really wanted to feel it curled around my clit! I knew he'd be better than any man I'd ever had.
Two dances later we fled the dance floor and hurried out toward the parking lot.
*****
"A motorcycle?" I asked, aghast at the prospect. "I don't think I want to..."
"Just get on behind me and hold on," Paul answered with a grin.
Oh gawd, I thought as I spread my legs and climbed on. As soon as Paul started the engine I felt the machine purring and throbbing between my legs. "I don't think I'm dressed for this," I complained, unsure what to do with my arms as the bikes vibrations coursed up through my pussy.
"You're fine," Paul said with a laugh. "Now hold on," he ordered as he grabbed one of my arms and curled it around his flat stomach.
"But," I started to protest as he grabbed my other arm and wrapped it around his waist and then accelerated away from the curb.
"Noooooo," I squealed as I struggled to hold on to Paul as the heavy machine bucked angrily between my legs.
"Not so tight," he yelled back over his shoulder and into the night.
"What?" I cried but then realized what the fingers of my left hand were curled tightly around. I squeezed his hardness once, then slowly explored its full length before sliding my hand under his shirt.
"Where are we going?" I shouted in his ear as we sped through the near deserted streets. "I live the other way." Minutes later we pulled up in front of a small, three story apartment block deep in the student quarter.
"You live here?" I asked, but not in protest, when the deep roar of the bike was finally stilled. My arms were still tightly wound around the muscled torso of this strong young man. I'd made no move to lessen the contact between my breasts and his back. Somehow both my hands had got under his shirt as we rode and I found my fingers lightly playing over his smooth, hard skin.
My legs were still shaking from the constant vibration when Paul finally hopped off the bike and offered me his hand. If his strong arm hadn't supported me when I tried to stand I would have stumbled. "C'mon," he laughed encouragingly, leading me towards the door to his apartment building.
He didn't know that my panties were sopping wet and scrunched up into my crack and pussy from the wild ride. I stumbled again on my heels as he pulled me after him, trying to adjust my underwear as I moved. There was absolutely no question that I was going to follow him. There was no question that I wanted to make love with this boy/man.
"Kiss me," I suddenly begged as Paul fumbled with the building key.
*****
We embraced and he kissed me as he pinned me to the glass outer door. Pushing my tongue into his mouth I probed and tasted his moist saliva even as I felt his hands lift my little skirt above my hips and then struggle to lower my damp panties. Frustrated he finally simply ripped them from my body and pushed my now bare ass against the cool glass.
As his left hand slipped under my cami and cupped one of my breasts I snaked my hand downward between our bodies, then urgently forced it under his belt and then down onto his cocks already sticky, bulbous head.
"Christ Lizzie," he groaned as the fingers of my other hand undid his zipper and pulled his straining manhood out into the dark night air.
"Fuck me, fuck meeeeee," I groaned, desperate now to feel him inside me.
"Christ, not here, oh shit, somebodies coming," he suddenly warned as looking over my shoulder into the building he saw somebody approaching the front door. Letting my skirt fall back over my bum he pulled me away from the glass and them embraced me as two female students, curious grins on their faces, pushed open the door.
"Hi Paul," the girls trilled as they passed us.
"We forgot our key," Paul explained to the bemused coeds. I could feel Paul's cock between my thighs as he held me close. I kept my face averted, turned into my lovers neck.
"Oh, I don't know about that Paul," one started, giggling, "It looked to me like you were just getting ready to put your big key right into the lock."
"Well we gotta go," my lover, his face red, announced and then walked me backwards through the door. His cock bounced nakedly between my thighs as he duck marched me across the lobby.
"Hurry," I ordered.
He simply lifted me up into his strong arms and started to carry me towards the stairs. As I looked over Paul's shoulder I could see the two through the glass, both were laughing now, and I knew they were watching Paul's penis as it flapped outside his pants. Then I watched as one of them bent and lifted my torn, lacy, black panties from the sidewalk where Paul had dropped them and then held them up flapping in the wind.
And then we were through the door of his second floor apartment and before we reached his bed his cock was inside me. Hot...and thick...impossibly long...so much more than anything I'd ever experienced. As we bounced down upon his bed he totally penetrated me. I could feel my insides struggling to stretch wide enough...then felt a gurgling spasm of my female essence spew out and lubricate his massive piston.
"You okay," he asked as he slowly withdrew.
But I knew I'd never be totally okay again even as I lifted my hips to meet his next thrust.
"More," I demanded, even though I'd never been filled like this before. I was stuffed.
"Again," I screamed after he pulled back from a near pussy splitting penetration.
"Oh gawd yesssssss," I wailed as the cadence of his hips sped up. For minutes he fucked me, leaving me finally nothing but a trembling, blubbering, spasmising, slave. My pussy was stretched impossibly wide.
Then suddenly I felt the first contraction of his prick, then actually felt the warm sperm as it exploded up his bucking cock and then splashed deep into my womb.
Again...and again...and again....thick, hot ejaculations of his cum flooded up inside me. I could feel my inner body pulse open and shut, drawing each creamy spurt deep into my centre. "More," I groaned.
And then almost immediately he was starting again, slow, long, sticky pumps of his still hard pole.
And then it started. Deep inside me. And then the waves of orgasm started to pulse outward. Small at first...like the orgasms I'd had before. Not often...but once in a while my husband had made me come like this, but usually only after I'd begged him to use his mouth, his lips, his moist tongue on me.
Paul continued to stroke through my orgasm, his big prick unrelenting as my vagina pulsed around him. "Hurry," I begged, afraid he'd miss me, "I'm coming."
"We have lots of time," he said, then pushed in til his cock was at the door of my womb, then simply left it there, huge, filling, massive, as my orgasm broke around him.
"Oh Paulllllll," I groaned, my ecstasy tempered by his not sperming me.
But then he was moving again, forceful, commanding, his cock and hands and mouth playing my body like a world renowned musician might play his instrument.
A second time I came, an orgasmic eruption unlike any I'd ever felt. Still he held off, then slowly worked me up to a third eruption, into an unknown area of exhilaration and total female sexual slavery that I'd never even guessed existed.
Then he exploded inside me again, pushing great gobs of hot, virile male lava into every nook and cranny of my cunt. I was screaming, a mindless animal who wanted every inch of this male prick as my brain was buried in a billion explosions of pleasure.
*****
I moaned out a protesting, "noooooooo," when he finally pulled his softening shaft from my pussy and rolled off me and lay panting next to me on the bed. It was like a part of my body was being ripped from me.
There was a strand of cum hanging from his cock's head, a strand that lured me downward towards where it lay among his bed of dark pubic hair. To taste him. Unable to resist I leaned over and gently sucked in the filament of male essence and then popped his bulb shaped cockhead between my lips. Tongued it clean.
Then I fell back and looking down at the juncture between my legs, I watched spellbound as the jism he'd deposited inside me leaked out and oozed slowly from my now bright pink, distended slit. My triangular patch of pubic hair, full of white, sticky droplets, seemed to glisten in the light from the bedside lamp.
And then, for the first time that night, I thought of the implications of our deed, and then embraced the idea of the pregnancy I knew was to come.
*****
I was lightly touching Paul, first cupping his heavy balls and then squeezing the last drops of semen from his again hardening penis when my cell rang. "Are you nuts? It's three-thirty in the morning," I squawked into my mobile phone. I knew it was Cathy.
"I just wanted to check...make sure everything's okay," Cathy apologized. "You didn't answer your home phone."
"Some of us try to get a little sleep once in a while," I said gruffly and then after ten seconds of silence added challengingly, "besides, I'm not home."
"WHATTTTTTTT!" I didn't answer. Just let the silence hang in the air. As I waited for my friends next question I straddled the thighs of my beautiful lover and again cupped his balls.
I heard Cathy take two or three deep breaths before she asked, "Where are you?" Then rushing on she added, "You're married. Happily married... Are you alone? .... Talk to me Lizzie," she begged.
"I took your advice," I finally said.
"I didn't tell you to go crazy," my friend screeched.
"It's all your fault," I accused as my palm closed around the thick, hard maleness of my lover and slowly started running his cockhead up and down my oozing, sticky slit.
"It's not!" Cathy protested.
"You were right though."
"About what?" my friend demanded as I lifted my hips and then lowered myself onto Paul's throbbing, hot cock.
"About big cocks ....ohhhhhhh godddddd yessss...," I suddenly groaned, now unable to concentrate on anything except the pole that was penetrating me.
"What are you doing?" I heard my friend shriek just before I dropped the phone.
I was noisy, in fact screamed out my passion as I lifted and lowered myself atop my lover. At first, it was partly to shock Cathy, who I knew would listen to every sound, but later all thoughts of my friend were gone as I yelled out my helpless need.
I picked up the phone five minutes later, and with Paul's cum seeping down my legs, I asked, my voice gasping, "Cath, are you still there?"
"YES I'm still here."
"I won't be in to work tomorrow. Could you let the powers-that-be know?"
"Are you crazy? Where are you going to be?"
"In bed," I purred.
"You can't. You're married. I didn't think you'd go nuts. When's Johnnie coming home anyway?"
"Tomorrow night."
"Is it that boy?" she asked. "The boy from the club?"
I ignored her question and asked back, "Do you remember what you wanted to order in the restaurant?"
"What do you mean?"
"What you asked pretty boy Jules to serve us?"
"What?" but then remembering she asked, "Do you mean the ten incher?"
"I found one," I said smugly.
"That boy...he has a ten incher...the boy in the club," my friend stammered out just before I turned off the phone.
*****
Paul fucked me once more before we fell asleep in each others arms. Simply rolled me over on my stomach and then, after lifting me to my knees, mounted me like a dog might a bitch. He had me yelping before again finally emptying himself deep into my squirming depths.
But as I lay sleeping in his arms that night I dreamt of the baby I somehow knew he'd put inside me. And knew it would be a girl. Our daughter. I'd call her Paula Cathy.
We woke late the next mornig...and made love...and ate...and talked...and showered together...and fucked again...more talk...then more cock.
He was a freshman, here from Chicago, he'd written an exam yesterday before going to the club...had only one more to go ( the next Thursday), and then he'd be returning home for the summer. He'd only be in town for another six days. And my husband was due home that night!
He'd dated that year at school but had no real steady. But he had a girl back home, a high school sweetheart who'd spent the year at Northwestern, a girl he was pretty serious about.
We made love but we didn't talk about love. We marveled at how well our bodies worked so well together. Talked about sex...and cock...and cunt...and breasts. We talked about lovers we'd both had...and both of us conceded it had never been like this. But we didn't use the love word. We both knew we had no future.
The two of us were still naked and in bed when my cell went off just before three in the afternoon. I'd been trying to convince Paul that I had to go for the last twenty minutes. He'd just kept licking me! All over.
"Johnnie," I answered, recognizing the area code for Charlotte from previous calls that week. Johnnie was down there making a major sales presentation. I silently signaled my lover to be quiet.
"You weren't at work," my husband complained, "I tried the hospital."
"I felt crappy this morning...I took the day off," I explained while watching Paul's tongue flick out and circle my nipple.
"Noooo," I mumbled softly.
"No what?" Johnnie asked from five hundred miles away. "Where are you anyway?"
"I'm at the butchers....I'm getting you a nice thick steak for your dinner... I didn't like the piece of meat he offered," I said as I stuck my tongue out at Paul. "When are you going to be home?" Paul had now slid down my body and his head was between my thighs as his two hands slipped under me and grabbed my butt and pulled me up towards his tongue.
"There's a problem," my husband admitted after a couple of seconds of silence.
"A problem?" I asked as I furiously signaled Paul to stop.
"We have to stay...for the weekend...maybe Monday and Tuesday...I don't know, maybe Wednesday. The boss is flying in tonight. These bastards are dicking us around," he complained.
"It's the weekend," I almost shouted. "You promised...that we'd have the weekend together," I complained petulantly even though I was ecstatic at the news. Paul's tongue had reached my clit...his thick middle finger had slipped inside me. The thumb of his other hand was riding along my ass crack.
"Honey we got to entertain these jerks. We're taking them deep sea fishing for the weekend...Christ, we've got to get their signatures on this contract...it's worth twenty million to the company. Listen sweetie, with the bonus I'll get from this deal I'll be able to take you to Hawaii for Christmas."
"We were supposed to try to make a baby this weekend," I said huskily, all the while watching my lover as sat up and positioned his cockhead at the pink, distended lips of my pussy. His thumb had forced its way into my anus.
"Ohhh baby, wait til I get back," my husband promised as Paul's thick shaft was pushed remorselessly inside me.
"You'll fuck me...hard?" I demanded.
"All night baby, just wait...Johnny will put his big hot cock inside his beautiful bride."
"Unh...unhhh...unhhhhhh...ohhh baby," I started to groan into the phone as my whole body started to tremble under Paul's deep strokes.
"God Lizzie, I love it when you talk dirty," Johnnie interrupted.
"Touch yourself," I ordered my husband. "C'mon, touch your big cock," I demanded as I arched upward off the bed to meet Paul's every thrust. Then I started to yell out my sexual excitement.
"Oh god Lizzie, I'm coming, I'm fucking coming," I finally heard groaned down the line from my husband's far away hotel room. I smiled, imagining his penis squirting out its load of cum into his palm. Weak cum I thought almost contemptuously, understanding now what a real man could do.
"Call me Sunday lover boy," I purred, "And make sure you make that sale. Mommy will be waiting for you," I promised before quickly hanging up. It was another five minutes of almost mindless ecstasy before Paul's sperm flooded inside of me.
*****
Sunday morning at ten Cathy arrived at Paul's door with coffee and breakfast for us. She had called three times on Friday and five times on Saturday. Always wanting updates. Wanting to know if I'd gone home yet. Threatening me. Cajoling me. Berating me.
*****
"Stop calling," I'd ordered when she woke us Sunday morning at eight thirty.
"I'm worried," she pled.
"Then bring us breakfast," I said and gave her a food order and Paul's address.
We had time to make love again before Cathy rang the apartment an hour and a half later. We'd hardly been out of bed since Thursday night.
I answered the door naked, the smell of Paul's and my sex permeating the room and my body.
"Oh my gawd!" Cathy groaned as her eyes flicked over my body and then past me and into the room beyond.
"We're starving," I greeted my friend, then gave her a quick peck on the cheek as I took one of the three bags of food from her and invited her into the room. "C'mon, we'll eat on the bed," I directed.
"But," Cath protested as I sat down cross legged on the bed. Paul was sorta under the sheet and mostly covered up to his waist.



"Hi Cathy," he said cheerfully as she tentatively perched herself on the very edge of the mattress.
"Hi Paul," Cath mumbled back as her eyes moved nervously between us. But it wasn't easy to keep my friend down long and she rallied, asking, "So I guess we aren't dressing for dinner?"
Then she wanted to know all he details. Called me a slut. Called Paul a home breaker. Finally lifted the sheet and took a good long look. "Just checking," she announced to a bemused Paul, "just making sure she wasn't lying."
She finally left at one p.m. It wouldn't have taken much to convince her to stay. But I hadn't been ready to share Paul with anyone! We only had a few more days...
*****
Johnnie finally made the sale. On Thursday! I met my husband's flight just after eleven Friday morning. Just after I'd seen Paul off at his gate.
Paul and I had been fucking almost nonstop for seven days. Still I'd given him a blowjob as we drove to the airport. We hadn't discussed the future. Didn't say we were going to write...or e-mail...or phone. "Maybe I'll see you in the fall," had been his last words before disappearing into the tunnel.
"Maybe," I'd answered softly, and then had walked the two hundred yards to the gate Johnnie was soon to emerge from.
"Hi sweetie," I'd welcomed when I finally saw him. And you know, he tried his hardest to put a baby inside of me for the next three days. Unfortunately he was just a little too late!
Seven weeks later I told Johnnie I was pregnant. He was ecstatic. "I told you baby that we'd do it," he hooted as he crushed me in his arms. And for the rest of the summer I tried to forget the feel of Paul's penis as it plowed deep into my moist furrow. He slowly had became 'that boy' in my mind....I tried to forget the feel of him inside me...
Sept 3 2007
...until he showed up at my door and made me remember!
"Is it a boy? Or a girl?" he asked wonderingly as we lay entwined on the living room rug.
"Your daughter is four months old today," I answered, unwilling to deny Paul a third time. "She's due February 2nd."
"You're so beautiful," my love whispered as he placed his cheek next to my stomach.
"Fuck me again," I ordered, unwilling to deny myself the pleasure.
Johnnie had insisted that we stop having penile/vaginal sex as soon as he had learned the news of my pregnancy. "We've got to think of the baby," he'd insisted, promising we'd do other things to satisfy each other. Paul only wanted to fuck!
*****
Autumn 2006
We'd meet two or three times a week. Paul and I. Sometimes at his apartment on a cool fall day. Entwine our naked bodies as we pleasured each other.
Or a lunch on campus or in the hospital cafeteria. Cathy would often join us. I encouraged her to seduce him.
"He's yours"...or "he's too young"...or "he's not my type," she'd protest to me when I suggested it.
"He likes you...he's so big," I'd coo enticingly in her ear as we made our rounds at work.
"Even though you're married," she'd respond haughtily, "I don't want to steal your boyfriend."
"We've always shared," I'd laugh back.
"How big?" she'd tease back.
Neither of them announced it to me when it happened...but I knew.
"So?" I finally asked my friend in mid October.
"So what?" Cath answered blushing, then laughed and told me all the details.
*****
Feb 1 2007
At 9: a.m. on February 1st a beautiful seven pound nine ounce baby girl slid almost effortlessly down my inner channel and landed with a soft splat in the arms of my doctor. It had been an amazingly easy birth! As Doctor Kramer held up the baby to show us I could hear Johnnie ask, "Is that it? I mean I thought it as supposed to take hours..."
"Your wife is made for having babies," the doctor answered with a laugh.
"I knew it," my husband announced proudly, beaming at everyone in the room as if it was due to him that my labor was so easy.
I slept, then Johnnie visited for a few minutes in the afternoon, his arms full of flowers, his pocket full of cigars. Then I slept for three hours before a stream of visitors arrived between seven and nine. Cathy, in her nurse's uniform, directed the flow of traffic, finally shooing out Johnnie, the last visitor, at nine.
*****
"Are you still awake," I heard hissed from the door ten minutes later.
"Cathy?" I asked and then watched as my friend entered the room with Paula Catherine Roberts in her arms trailed by a sheepish but obviously excited Paul.
"It's your kid, its father and the kid's fairy godmother," my best friend announced as she passed me my daughter.
The two of them watched raptly as my child's hungry lips latched onto a fat nipple and started to contentedly suck her mother's milk.
"God, they'll get all saggy," I groused as I cupped a hand under my free breast, now engorged and bursting.
"They're huge," Cathy complained, "they're even bigger than mine."
"Finally," I said softly, almost lost in the joy of feeling as my daughter sucked sustenance from me.
"Some for me?" Paul teased, the pride of being a father for the first time evident in every movement he made. His hand was gently stroking my hair.
"Anything you want," I welcomed, then drew his head to my chest.
"I was kidding," he laughed.
"Taste me, please baby," I pled, then felt his tongue curl across my straining nipple and then greedily suck.
Then I let Cathy feed. She'd tried to refuse but I wouldn't let her. It was as important to me that she drink from my body as it was that Paul had tasted me, more important really. We'd always been friends...and we'd always be friends.
*****
"What are we going to do with him?" Cathy asked after Paul had finally slipped from the room.
"Are you pregnant with his baby?" I asked, already sure of the answer.
"Two and a half months," she admitted proudly. "A girl. I just had an ultrasound."
"They'll be best friends, just like us," I said, thinking of the future of our two girls.
"Half sisters too," Cath laughed.
"Gawd, you are a slut girl. Sleeping with your best friends botfriend," I accused.
"Yeah, like my old marrrrrried friend's young lover. A girl who used to be a nice virginal, chaste woman. A believer in fidelity."
"Until her slut friend took her out and got her drunk and then left her supposedly best friend in the clutches of a wild satyr just because she was too horny to drive said friend home."
"Right, Miss Fidelity who invites her best friend to breakfast and welcomes her naked, makes the poor friend see the huge cock of her boyfriend, wakes lusts she never knew she had," Cathy answered back.
We were both giggling uproariously by this time, both of us perhaps happier than we'd ever been in our lives. We lay side by side on my bed, comfortably together.
"So, you didn't tell me what we should do with Paul," Cathy finally said.
"He's got two more years til he graduates," I said suggestively.
"I guess we'd be stupid to waste him," Cathy smiled.
"Share and share alike," I agreed. "I think maybe next spring I'll let him put another baby in me."
"I'll see how my first one works out before I decide on a second," Cathy said pensively.
"It's good that we practice though," I suggested.
"Very good, very, very good," my friend agreed. "But what'll happen after he graduates?" We both knew that Paul wasn't really in our future, that eventually he'd have to leave and live his own life.
"We'll find somebody else."
"We will?"
"Un huh. Probably a freshman at the university... handsome ...kind....intelligent...a man who'll be able to appreciate two thirty something year old women..." I started.
"He'll probably be fairly well endowed," Cathy suggested.
"Beeeeeeg," I agreed.
"Huge?"
"At least massive or maybe even elephantine," I giggled.
My friend simply hugged me tightly as our laughs echoed around the room.
"And Johnnie?" she asked minutes later.
"He'll be a wonderful father," I answered truthfully.
"You know, I think he will," Cath admitted.
"You know," I suggested, "you and he just might become friends, especially if you bring your baby around and suck up to him a bit."
"Yeccchh."
"Your girl will need a Daddy," I insisted, a plan for the future clear in my head.
"I'm not sleeping with your husband!"
"I didn't say you had too," I said huffily, pretending anger while knowing I'd be able to bring my friend around. "But what if I could convince Johnnie to let you and your baby live with us."
"You're crazy. He hates me."
"He wants lots of children."
"I am not sleeping with Johnnie."
"If I soften him up...and if you tried to be a little nicer," I started.
"You do have a nice house," Cathy agreed pensively.
"And if you maybe gave him a blowjob once in a while..."
THE END
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*MONDAY*
He'd been only twelve when she'd won her first gold medal in Sydney. As he watched her standing in front of the crowd at the town pool almost exactly six years later he couldn't help but remember the elation that had swept through the town of Orange Beach, Florida that sultry fall day so long ago.
A local girl, a pretty, happy, perennially smiling girl everybody knew, his next door neighbor and ex baby sitter, she had exploded the last few meters of the Olympic pool and with one last desperate lunge had out touched a big shouldered swimmer from Germany and won gold for America. Gold for the people of Orange Beach!
A tall, bubbly blond from Florida, she somehow represented everything that makes America great. Looks yes. But it also was her openness, her ability to laugh, her kindness, all combined with hard work, perseverance and a willingness to learn, that made her the embodiment of the American ideal.
As he watched her talking he could see she was surprised at the size of the crowd who had appeared on what was her first day at her new job, her job as head coach of the Orange Beach High School Swimming Team as well as director of the Orange Beach Swimming Club. It had supposed to have been just an informal introductory meeting between the new boss and the staff and the swimmers.
But the mayor and full town council had appeared, Mayor Brown with speech in hand. The principal of the high school, the woman who had replaced his father just one year ago was also there. So was the publisher of the local paper. And about another thousand curious citizens of Orange Beach had turned up. They'd all greeted her with a standing ovation.
America's swimming darling had decided to come home. It had been heralded in the weekly Orange Sentinel -- perhaps the biggest story in the town paper since the parade that had been held for her six years earlier. It had been almost four years since the boy had last seen her.
And every person in the town of seven thousand people knew what had brought her back. The story had been headline news on Fox and CNN and ESPN and the COURT channel for weeks. They'd all heard the 911 tape to the Las Angeles Police Department...the cry for help from a battered wife!
She'd married Kenny McGuire one year after returning from Sydney, a beautiful, double gold medal winning athlete who'd fallen in love with the star first baseman of our favorite team, the L.A. Dodgers. It was the perfect match -- the gold medal winning swimmer and the baseball player with matinee idol good looks.
And of course, Kenny, being a Dodger made it even better. Just about every Orange Beacher was a Dodger fan. How could we not be with Vero Beach and Dodgertown, the spring home of the Los Angeles Dodgers just twenty-one miles away to the east. She'd met him the spring after she'd won the Olympic gold.
It had seemed like a fairy tale when they'd married. Now, Kenny McGuire wouldn't have lasted ten minutes if he walked down Main Street of Orange Beach today. And the tall teen knew he would have been at the head of the avenging pack! The boy was going to be captain of the high school swimming team that year. His name was Donald Graham. He thought she was the most desirable woman in the world!
* JACQUELINE ANN MERRYWELL - Jam *
"So, little Donny Graham is on the high school swim team," I teased, a big welcoming smile on my face as I looked up at the boy, then added, "Except he's not so little anymore."
"You remember me Miss Merrywell?" he asked shyly, a blush spreading on his cheeks.
"Miss Merrywell? Yeah, like I'm going to forget my favorite neighbor, the little monster who always gave me a hard time when I was babysitting him?" I answered, grinning, watching this cute boy who'd become such a handsome teen. The boy who now meant so much to me.
"I never did," he protested, grinning like an idiot, his face now beet red. It was a lovely contrast to his blond hair and blue eyes.
The crowds had finally left and now I was surrounded only by my two assistant coaches and the thirty some members of the high school swim team, the number one program in the state. And yours truly, battered wife or not, was determined to keep it there.
****
"Hey you, are you heading home?" I called out to Donny who was looking back at me as he talked to a beautiful, dark haired teen by the pool gate. Our meeting had just broken up.
I watched him as he gave a quick kiss to the girl and then turned and walked over to me.
"Yup...soon," he answered, his eyes flitting back and forth from mine to the girl by the gate. "Are you staying at your house tonight Miss Merrywell?"
"What happened to Jam? Isn't that what you and your crazy sister used to call me?"
"You weren't famous then," Donny responded with a grin.
I had always liked little Donny and his sister Gail. But who was this cute boy/man? This boy who could blush so easily while turning teenage girls knees to jelly? "My furniture doesn't arrive til Sunday. I want to check the house though," I added. "Gosh I've got so much I want to do before it arrives."
"I'll help," Donny promised.
"I'm going out now to see what work I have to get done. Want a ride?"
"Yeah, sure...please. Let me talk to Kim first for a second," he said as he looked back at the cute teen waiting thirty feet away. Lucky little girl I thought, a wave of nostalgia for my teenage years sweeping over me.
"Is your daddy home?" I tried to ask nonchalantly ten minutes later as I turned my Audi into the short, tree lined private cul-de-sac that held the Graham and Merrywell houses. But as I asked Donny a shiver of fear coursed through my body.
"You haven't heard?" he demanded looking over at me in surprise.
"What?" I asked as Donny started laughing.
"I thought you knew. He got married. Just last Saturday. I was his best man."
"What? Your father? To who?"
"You won't believe it," he promised with a huge grin.
"But he's too old," I stammered, completely rocked by the news. But I also knew Robert Graham would never think he was too old for any woman.
"She's hardly older than me," Donny added.
"Who is?"
"Do you remember the Collins family...they lived over on Poinsettia Road?" the boy asked.
"Yeah sure, I went to school with Glen," I answered, completely mystified. Did he marry Glen's mother I wondered.
"Do you remember his sister Marjorie?"
"The younger sister?"
"Yup," Donny agreed, "she's twenty-two now. Just graduated nursing school. She married dad on Saturday."
"But...gosh, your daddy's got to be sixty now."
"Sixty-three. He's taken her on a six week tour of Europe for their honeymoon." I could see he was amused at my surprise.
"But why would she marry him? I mean, she was such a pretty little girl." But as I spoke I remembered the feel of him when he was inside me. Remembered how he had made my body thrash in ecstasy. For a second I felt a tinge of jealousy towards little Marjorie.
"You should see her now," Donny said, then gave a wolf whistle.
Thoughts and emotions flooded through my mind. Relief surely was the strongest but surprisingly I also felt jealousy and regret. "Who's taking care of you then?" I asked, offhandedly, completely lost in thought.
"Isn't that why you came home Miss Merrywell?" he asked me daringly, a grin on his face, "to baby-sit little Donny?"
"If you call me Miss Merrywell again I may put you across my knee young man," I joked back even while knowing that the only reason I'd come back to Orange Grove was the Grahams -- father and son and daughter. "How's Gail anyway?" I asked as I thought of Donny's sister, stalling, still trying to catch up to my whirling mind.
"She left for Gainesville right after dad's wedding. First year...wants to study engineering," Donny answered, a certain disdain for the university choice of his sister clear in his voice.
"U.F.? Yuck," I groaned, my Florida State background and dislike of everything Gator showing.
"I know," the boy agreed, "She's turning into a loser." But watching him and remembering the two children from my babysitting days I knew how much they loved each other.
****
I actually laughed when I saw the two houses; delighted they looked exactly as I remembered them. They stood side by side, two-story houses that stood framed by the palm trees and lush Florida vegetation that surrounded them. They were sentinels for the vast orange groves that marched outwards behind them.
I hadn't been back since I'd convinced my mom to rent the house and move to California to live with me and my baseball playing husband four years ago. God, don't think about mom, I admonished myself even as the wave of sadness started to flow through my body. Mom, already dead six months.
"You okay," Donny asked, somehow sensing my pain.
"I was thinking of mom," I whispered, then wiped the tear from the corner of my eye.
"We wrote you...Gail and I...when we heard...your mom was always nice to us," Donny replied sadly. "She used to sneak us ice cream when dad wasn't looking."
"She liked you guys," I agreed and then ruffled Donny's blond curls.
Donny followed me as we toured from room to room in the large, two-story, deserted house. "I had cleaners in last week," I said offhandedly to Donny, my mind still trying to digest the news of his father.
"Yeah, we saw them. Gail was hoping you'd get here before she left."
"I was hoping to get some painting done this week, my bedroom, kitchen, living room, dining room, bathroom," I added as we walked. "I'll never get it done now."
"Why not? We could do it. It's only Monday...school doesn't start for a week."
"You have better things to do than that."
"No I don't. And I'll call up the team ...we can have ten people here painting tomorrow morning."
"I don't have any paint, any brushes...anything," I protested, waving my arms helplessly.
Thirty minutes later we were on our way to Vero Beach and the brand new Loews that had just opened, a list of room measurements and preferred colors in hand. Donny had simply run roughshod over all my objections. Why not, he'd asked.
Then he used his cell non stop as we drove and had six commitments from teammates to be at the house at nine the next morning even before we'd pulled into the two acre Loews parking lot that was less than five minutes away from the Dodger complex I knew so well.
An hour and a half later my trunk was brimming with supplies and I led Donny to a local eatery for dinner.
"Maybe we shouldn't have come here," Donny mumbled through a hamburger.
"How come?" I asked as we ate.
"I don't know...your husband and all," he said, shy again now, "you guys probably ate here all the time...when you were going out I mean," he added hesitantly.
"Guess I'm pretty famous around here eh? Everyone feels sorry for poor little me...," I started, still mad that my problems and the awful tape had been played all over America.
"He should be shot...horsewhipped...if he ever shows his face," the boy interrupted.
"It wasn't all his fault Donny."
"You don't hit a woman," the boy replied with a force that surprised me.
"No, you don't," I agreed, remembering the hurt my husbands fists had rained down on me. The bastard, I thought to myself as I tried to keep the tears from flowing.
****
We were quiet, both of us lost in our own thoughts the rest of dinner, but as we drove back towards home I finally roused myself and asked, "So, tell me about this Kim."
"What?" he asked and then immediately reddened.
"C'mon Donny. The dark haired girl. The one you kissed, your girlfriend?" I asked with a grin.
"She's just a friend. In my class. On the swim team..." he said, a boys embarrassment clear in his tone. "We're not serious or anything."
"Does she know that?" I teased. Boys didn't have a clue.
****
We unloaded the car quickly when we got back to my house. I was surprised at how excited I was at the prospect of actually getting the painting done.
"Thanks Donny...for everything...I really," I started as we stood on my front porch, me ready to jump in my car and head for town. Gosh, I realized, I'd almost leaned over and given him a kiss.
"Where are you going to stay anyway?" Donny asked.
"I'll get a room at the Comfort Inn for a couple of days."
"Crikey, don't be crazy, you can stay in Gail's room," he insisted, "Why waste the money?"
"But...I can't...I mean you're all alone," I stammered, the thought of entering the Graham house daunting.
"C'mon Miss Merrywell...Jam," he said with a cocky smirk. "Besides with all the money you save you can hold a big bar-b-q for the team when we've finished painting. You'll owe us."
"Oh can I?" I asked but smiled saying it, then finally agreed, my desire to enter the Graham house again outlasting my fear. Besides, Mr. Graham was in Europe. But then, later, for hours I lay trembling between the sheets of Gail Graham's bed. Remembering other nights, other days, other beds.
I dreamt. Of an evil man. But as I lay writhing on the bed, groaning in my sleep as I was despoiled, as I was torn in two, the devils face slowly morphed into his sons. You can't have him Jacqui, part of me tried to warn.
*TUESDAY*
Donny and I had eaten breakfast and were setting up the supplies by the time the teens starting arriving around nine the next morning. No one even bothered to ask where I'd spent the night as I handed out assignments. Fifteen teens eventually arrived, and although the atmosphere was more party-like than business-like, by two in the afternoon a first coat of paint was put on every room in the house.
The boys had also carried down the furniture that had been stored in the attic for the last four years; a dining room table, a couple of sofas that would be okay in the den or on the porch, my parents old bedroom furniture, and finally some bookcases and other odds and ends I thought I could use. It was starting to feel like a home.
Then I herded them grumbling to the town pool for a late afternoon practice. If you guys want to be number one...
****
Swimming is serious work! I mean it. Oh it can be fun too but to be a top swimmer takes dedication and long hours. Hour after hour of laps. Weight lifting. But you know, kids like it. Unlike football or baseball its coed so the hard work is tempered by the chance to socialize. Then there's the bathing suits!
It's hard to be modest about your body if you're a serious swimmer. Let's face it, there's just nowhere to hide when you have a racing suit on. Breast size, the exact outline of your nipples, gosh, you can even tell if a girl shaves down below when she gets out of the water and her wet suit is sticking to her like a second skin. Sticking up the crack of your butt.
And the boys! Through the thin, red, nylon suits you could follow every vein that ran up the young cocks, you could see the ridge as each shaft thickened into circumcised bulbs. There was no reason to guess about penis size, every girl on the pool deck could give you a rundown on every boy.
You just got used to it. Lived with it. Or you got out. Male swimmers always claimed that the most 'endowed' athletes came from their sport, a claim that could be easily verified at one glance at any meet. Small cocked boys invariably quit.
And of course Donny lived up to that reputation. And more. I'd been watching my first practice from the tower at one end of the pool, just trying to get a first impression of the styles and strengths of the some thirty people doing lap after lap under me.
He was the last out of the water, and stood stretching languidly for seconds as the water streamed off his muscled body. Tall, with broad shoulders, he shook his head once and then bent over and touched his ankles. His stretched hamstrings led up to a tight, round butt that pointed directly up at me.
As he stretched back up and turned to answer one of is buddies my eyes momentarily caught Kim and another girl across the deck. Oh, oh, I thought, recognizing the hungry stares both were directing at this young god. Then I turned back to Donny.
I almost fell out of my chair and tumbled off the tower into the water below. Christ, I'd known he'd be big, shit, the genetics had promised it. Still, anyone watching me would have seen the surprise etched on my face, would have seen how my eyes hungrily devoured him. I watched transfixed as one of his hands moved to his groin and adjusted himself. "Jeeesus," I mumbled half aloud, "like father, like son."
****
"I'll sleep at my place tonight," I insisted as we ate the steaks Donny had just grilled. It was just past nine-thirty but the heat of the Florida day still lingered oppressively around us. Without the screens of the Florida porch on the Graham house, the humming insects that seemed everywhere would have dined on us.
"Don't be silly. You won't be able to breathe with the fumes." For a second I heard the steely authority of his father's voice in his son's tone. Still, I didn't argue. I liked the thought of sleeping in the same house as this young man.
We were sipping wine with our meal. A hearty red which went perfectly with the thick sirloins we were eating. I had tried to refuse him when he suggested that he also should partake of the wine.
"You're too young...what would people think if they knew the swimming coach was offering her charges the demon drink?" I asked.
"I'm eighteen. Besides, Daddy serves us wine. Me and Gail," he argued.
"He does not. Does he?"
"Yes," Donny insisted as he reached for the bottle.
"Before or after he seduces and marries twenty-two year old girls?" I asked, curious to know more about his father's marriage.
"She says she loves him," Donny said as I let him pour himself a glass, "that he's everything she wants."
"What did her family think?"
"Daddy can make people do what he wants," he suddenly spat out, an unsuspected venom for his father clear in his words.
"I know," I whispered back but I don't think Donny heard.
I slept fitfully again that night, endless dreams, dreams of two men, of two men fighting to possess me. Of two cocks, large, thick cocks, cocks that became sabers that dueled to own me.
*WEDNESDAY*
"So which one is it?" I asked Donny the next night around ten. We had started painting a little later that morning but still, by four in the afternoon the second coat was finished and the job was done. It was party time. On me.
And so I found myself as chaperone for a group of sixteen, seventeen and eighteen year old teenagers. I'd bought soda, burgers and hot dogs and bags of chips which we ate around the backyard pool. For the next five hours, until they finally had started to wander off, I'd acted the adult, supervising them. I knew if I hadn't been there they'd have been drinking beer. Smoking dope?
And the whole time I'd wanted to be one of them. To be young again. To not have a care in the world. I was too young to be the adult.
"Which one is what?" Donny asked in answer to my question.
"Kim or Mandy?" I asked. Amanda was the name of the other team member who'd showed more than a little bit of interest in my young neighbor. I'd cracked open another bottle of wine after the rest of the kids had left. Both of us were sipping as we dangled our feet in the water.
"What do you mean?" he stalled, reddening.
I swear, I meant only to ask him which one he liked, which one was his girlfriend. They'd both been hovering around him all day. Pushing their bikini clad bodies against him. But I asked instead, "Which one have you slept with?" And then added, "Or are you sleeping with both?"
He didn't answer, instead simply pushed gently on my back and propelled me into the pool.
"Donny!" I chided with a laugh when I finally surfaced.



****
Later, both of us now moderately high, I raised the subject of Donny's mom and her death some two years earlier.
"I hate him," Donny suddenly hissed.
"Who honey?" I asked, having no idea what he meant.
"Daddy...god he can be a bastard."
Did he know about us I wondered? Did Robert Graham's son know what his father had done to me so many years ago? How?
"He hit her. Hit mommy," was suddenly ejaculated from his angry young lips.
"Your father? He hit your mom?" I asked, astounded.
"I didn't do anything...for years...not until it was too late,' he spat out, the tears now flowing down his cheeks. "He hit Gail...me too...I should have protected them," he cried.
"You were just a boy. You couldn't have done anything," I tried to comfort even as I realized I should have guessed. "He was so big, so strong Donny," I said as I remembered how his father had so easily manhandled me.
"I finally fought him...I was scared Jam...so scared...but I couldn't do anything. He'd been hurting her for so long."
"What happened?" I asked, trying to imagine this boy facing his father.
"It was when I was fifteen. Three years ago," the now strong eighteen year old started. "He hit mom...slapped her right in front of Gail and I...I had to Miss Merrywell...I had to stop him."
As I listened, wondering how a thin fifteen year old could ever have hoped to match up with his father, I couldn't help wishing that I'd had someone to protect me the many times I'd been mauled, been forced to accept his ugly body.
"He broke my nose, messed up my knee some," Donny added, but with just a touch of pride in his voice now.
"Oh my gawd, the evil bastard," I hissed, irate, forgetting for a second the boy as I remembered the father.
"I gave him a black eye."
"What?"
"And two broken ribs...it sorta ended up even." There was a man's pride now in the Donny's eyes.
"You beat your daddy? Oh my gawd Donny, you were so brave," I said as I pulled his head to my chest.
"I waited so long," he answered, the tears still streaming down his cheeks.
"You were just a boy," I said, trying to console this boy/man. I gently ran my hands through his blond mane.
"It was my mother. My sister. I should have protected them...I was scared," he admitted.
"Of course you were...but you still faced him. Like a real man. You were brave Donny, so brave."
"He can be so bad," Donny wailed.
"Can I tell you a story," I suddenly asked, knowing I was about to tell this boy the story I'd never told anyone.
"About what?"
"About me...about your dad."
"But," he said, confusion in his eyes.
"When I came back from Atlanta, my first Olympics," I started. "Oh I thought I was pretty good, seventeen years old, had won a bronze medal in the 200 butterfly, we'd won a silver in the medley relay...my picture had been in Sports Illustrated."
"I remember how excited the town was," Donny interjectied, watching me intently, his tears forgotten.
"I was pretty full of myself those first few weeks back at school...I was a bit of a bitch," I admitted.
"You?"
"Uh huh. Then one day I was sent to your daddy's office. He hurt me."
"What?"
"When he started to talk to me I sassed him back, let him know how important I thought I was."
"You sassed daddy?" he asked, knowing from long experience how dangerous that was.
"He just grabbed me and bent me over his desk and started to spank me. With a thick wooden paddle. It hurt...so much."
"I know," Donny agreed and I knew he too had felt his father's hand.
"I fought him...screamed...tried to get away," I told the son. "Then I told him I'd go to the police...tell everyone." The memories of the day were still so fresh in my mind as I panted out my confession. "He just laughed and told me I was suspended for two weeks. That I should transfer somewhere else if I didn't like his discipline, that he didn't want me back, not with my attitude."
"What did you do," Donny whispered.
"I begged him...told him I was sorry...that I'd never be bad again."
"He let you go?"
"Bend over, he ordered me. And don't say another word he added. I was scared Donny," I told the teen, "So scared."
"You let him?" Donny demanded.
"I had no one to protect me. I was so scared. It was just mom and me then. What could I do?" Donny held me as I told him how his father had lifted my short plaid skirt and delivered blow after blow atop my thin, white, cotton panties. He held me when I told him how I'd finally fled from his father's office, red blotches of blood staining them.
"He's a bastard," Donny growled. "Did he ever do it again?"
"Not for the rest of that year," I hedged, still unwilling to tell the whole story. "But I was so scared of him...scared that he'd call me back to his office. Or that some night when I was baby sitting you he'd come home early and do it again."
For minutes afterward Donny cradled me in his strong arms as I cried softly. But I couldn't help but notice the hard-on that was straining against its confinement in his shorts.
It was Donny I dreamed of that night. Tossing and turning in his sister's bed I dreamed of his long, hard cock filling me in that most forbidden of couplings.
*THURSDAY*
Donny was off to Palm Beach Thursday with his summer league baseball team, their last regular game before the playoffs. "I'll be home for dinner," he promised, "Wait for me, I'll bar-b-q some chicken."
"Don't worry about me. What about Kim and Mandy? You've been ignoring the poor girls," I teased with a smile, flirting shamelessly with a boy I could never have.
"Don't eat without me," he threatened back, grinning madly, in love.
I spent the day doing the hundred little chores that always need to be done when you move. Electricity and phone and mail and internet and cable and...
I positioned my parents old bedroom furniture in the large back bedroom, the bedroom that overlooked the backyard and pool and gave a view of the orange groves that started at the edge of our yard and wound for miles towards the west. There was also a large side window that faced the Graham house. That in fact faced Donny's room just thirty feet away. I made the bed; I'd decided to finally take up residence in my home.
Then I went out and bought some groceries...some more wine. Later, I had just hopped out of the shower when I saw one of his friends drop Donny off in front of his door. Quickly pulling on a cream colored silk cami and rather tight yellow shorts I realized how badly I wanted this boy to find me attractive.
I quickly brushed my still wet hair. Dabbed perfume onto my body. Then rushing I reached my back door and opened it just as he was about to knock.
"How'd you guys do?" I asked the startled teen.
"Great, we won. You haven't eaten yet have you?" he blurted out.
"I'm baby sitting you," I teased. "I'm not allowed to eat before you."
We talked and drank as the chicken cooked. I drank more than I had the night before. I knew if I didn't I'd never have the courage to tell him part two of my story.
"He spanked me again," I started three hours later. We'd eaten and drunk our fill in the preceding hours. Replete and sitting with my legs tucked comfortably under me the urge to confess drove me on. Donny was sitting watching me from the other end of the couch. The only light came from a few stars twinkling in the southern sky. It was easier to talk not seeing his face.
"Daddy?" he asked.
"Un huh. The next September...I'd just turned eighteen the month before...had spent the summer with the national team...it was just the second week of school. I hadn't done anything wrong Donny...it wasn't fair."
"What did he say?" his son asked me.
"He called me to his office. After last period. I was scared Donny. He was nice at first...asked me how my summer had been. How I'd liked traveling to South America for the Pan Am games. I thought everything was okay." The wine and my memories suddenly made me weepy.
"Are you alright Jacqui?" Donny suddenly asked out of the darkness and then I felt his arm slip around me. It was the first time he'd called me by my name. I loved the sound of it on his lips.
I nestled my head against his chest as I started to speak again. "I have to spank you again little girl, he said to me when I finished telling him about my summer. I asked him why...told him I'd been good...that it just wasn't fair."
Donny knew from long experience that reasoning with his father never did any good and so simply held me tighter and let me talk.
"C'mon here, he finally ordered me, his anger and impatience obvious. I thought...oh Donny, I thought okay, it'll hurt but it's just once, then it'll be all over. It was my last year there. I just went to his desk, bent over, I was crying."
Donny saw the tears on my cheek as I recounted my tale, lightly brushed one off and then, both afraid and excited about what I was going to say, tried to give me a way out, "You don't have to tell me Jacqui, its okay."
"He said come here little girl, then grabbed my hand and pulled me toward where he sat. But sir, I protested as he forced me across his lap. He held me down on him and then I felt him lift my skirt. I felt his hands on my panties...tugging them down...he was baring my bottom Donny. Right in his office."
"You were naked, on his lap?" Donny asked almost breathlessly.
"He used his hand. Once...twice...three times...again and again. Then it stopped...my bum was burning...he touched me Donny," I stammered.
"He touched you where?" the boy whispered.
"My bum, the crack in my bum...and then under...in my hair, my pubic hair...then he tried to push his finger inside me. I cried, told him to stop, that it hurt...he just laughed. I could feel it Donny."
"Feel what," Donny asked hoarsely.
"His thing, it was hard...so hard...I could feel it against my thighs."
"His penis?"
"Yes Donny. His big, fat, hard penis."
"What happened?" Donny asked, his curiosity palpable in the darkness.
"I told him I was a virgin...that I'd never done it. He didn't believe me until he felt it."
"Felt what?"
"My hymen. Then he laughed and just said that's perfect. Then he started to spank me again. It seemed to go on forever."
"But he let you go? Without -"
"He pushed me off his lap. Let me fall to my knees between his legs. My bum was stinging Donny...I started to back away. He stopped me. Grabbed my head so I couldn't move."
"Why?" the boy asked but he already knew. His own cock was now throbbing between his legs.
"He lowered his fly," I said. "He pulled it out...his penis," I added as I burrowed further into the warm arms of his son. "Kiss it Jacqui, he ordered as he waved it in front of my face. It was so big Donny, so big. There was a drop of liquid at the end of it. Lick it little girl, he ordered as he pulled my face towards it."
"Did you?" Donny asked, as I pushed a breast against his side. Down the gaping top of my cami I knew he could see a thickened nipple. My aureoles were puffed out in need.
"He made me. I couldn't stop him. I was just a girl, a virgin, eighteen years old," I cried. "It tasted terrible! Then he made me open my mouth...he pushed it in. It hurt...I gagged...he didn't care Donny. Suck me, he kept saying...lick me little girl ...swallow me," he ordered.
"The bastard," Donny mumbled even as he slipped a hand under the waistband of his shorts.
"It suddenly spurted, a great, thick strand. His sperm...in my mouth...then again...and again. I was choking Donny, I pulled back. He spurted again...in my face...then in my hair...on my tunic. He was panting, groaning, but then, when he was finished...when his penis was softening he made me take it in my mouth again. He made me lick it clean."
I was finished, drained and ashamed as I trembled in his son's arms eight years later. Simply sat quietly in his arms as he gently held me. I knew Donny could see my breasts but didn't care. I knew my story had excited him, I could sense the hardness of his young prick just inches from my hand. I wanted him but knew I couldn't have him.
"I'm going to bed," I finally announced.
"But...but what happened? Later I mean, with daddy," he asked.
"I shouldn't tell you...you're too young, he's your daddy," I said, denying him, but knowing he'd eventually hear every gruesome detail.
"Please," he begged.
"I'm too tired, maybe later."
"Tomorrow?"
"I can't... I have a date."
"WHAT? He almost shouted.
"It's Friday tomorrow. You must be going out with Kim. The kids said there's a big end of summer party tomorrow."
"I don't need to go," the boy protested. "Who are you going out with anyway?"
"I met Mr. Campbell in town today, the music teacher, he asked me to dinner. I knew you'd be busy...I said okay."
"He's like fifty yeas old," Donny protested.
"He's not. He's not much older than me." I was secretly thrilled to have heard the jealousy in Donny's voice.
"He's bald!"
"It's just dinner Donny. We're not getting married."
"Still..."
"You'll have a good time at your party."
"Then can we talk some more Saturday?" he demanded.
"Sure," I agreed quickly.
"We could go to the beach...just you and I...a picnic," he proposed.
"Maybe," I offered. "Now go to bed."
"Yes Miss Merrywell," he finally agreed, then added smiling, "Is my baby sitter going to come and tuck me in?"
Of course I didn't! I may have wanted to but...Instead I was nestled naked between my sheets five minutes later. I watched silently when Donny appeared in his room directly across the yard ten minutes later. He had just showered. For minutes he moved around his brightly lit room naked. His cock was half hard and bright crimson. As I watched the proud, big cocked teen I knew he'd just masturbated under the hot, wet pulses of the showerhead. Knew he'd been thinking of me when his cum splattered angrily against the shower door. He was beautiful! And he knew I was watching him.
*FRIDAY*
I answered my bedside phone the next night just before midnight. I'd had a fun dinner with the music teacher but had retired early. Donny had been right -- he was too old for me! It had been impossible not to look at his receding airline and slight paunch and not think of the young teen off somewhere with his sexy little friends.
"Are you alone?" I heard whispered down the line. It was Donny.
"Yes, and I was happily asleep," I answered grumpily. But I was elated to hear his voice. "Are you at your party?"
"No, I'm home. Over here," he said and then I saw the lights in his bedroom flash on and off three or four times.
"Where's Kim?" I purred down the line.
"I'm alone," he replied, a touch of anger in his voice. Then he flicked the lights once more and then left them on. "Can't you see me?"
"I'm not blind," I answered as I stared at Donny. He was just wearing a pair of white boxers. "You're not very modestly dressed," I chided.
"Hah, you see me in less every day at the pool. Can I come over?" he asked.
"No, it's late. I was sleeping. Now go to bed."
"I'm not tired. Can't we at least talk on the phone?"
"I thought that's what we were doing," I teased, now that I was awake I was in no hurry to end the call.
"Turn on your light then, so I can see you," he asked as he sat back against the headboard of his bed.
"I'm don't have anything on," I answered but my tone was more an invitation than a refusal.
"You sleep naked?"
"Uh huh." I knew he could hear the smile in my voice.
"Then stay under your sheet. Tell me about daddy...please Jacqui," he pled.
I held the sheet up as I leaned over and turned on the bedside lamp. "Okay?" I asked down the line as I sat back against my headboard. The sheet barely covered my breasts. "Can you see me?"
"You're beautiful," he complimented.
"I was so scared after your daddy made me do those things," I started softly, ignoring his last words.
"After you sucked him," Donny asked eagerly. My eyes followed his hand as he slipped it into his shorts.
"Yes...after I sucked his big penis," I agreed, unable to keep the excitement out of my voice. "But for the next couple of weeks he didn't do anything. The next time I sat for you and Gail he was so nice. Asking about mom and school as if nothing had happened."
"You thought he'd want to do it again?" Donny asked. He did nothing to disguise the fact he was slowly stroking his cock.
"Yes, that or something else," I whispered. I let the sheet slowly fall to my waist.
I could hear the sudden intake of his breath and then the question, "Something else?"
"He knew I was a virgin."
"But nothing happened?"
"Not for three weeks...not until your mom went to visit her sister." My left hand was now moving rhythmically over my breasts. My nipples ached in need.
"What happened?"
"Your daddy asked me to baby sit one night. Told my mom he might be out late, til two or three, that I'd probably be late coming home."
"And," he encouraged, his penis now sticking proudly out through his fly. He closed one big palm around the fat shaft. It covered only half its length. He slowly moved his hand up and down.
"I went over at about six, fed you and Gail while he dressed. When he left he said he'd be late...that I shouldn't worry. I bathed you guys, read to you, put you to bed around eight-thirty. Then I waited."
"You waited? For what?" Donny asked.
"I knew he was coming for me." Donny looked up as he heard the whimper in my voice, watched spellbound as I tossed aside the sheet. Slowly spread my legs.
"You're a real blond," he tried to joke but I could hear the nervous catch in his voice.
"Yes, are you?" I dared.
"Why didn't you leave?" he asked as he slipped the boxers down his legs. He was a natural blond.
"And leave you guys?"
"Did he come?"
"He raped me...for hours," I said as I slipped a finger inside myself.
"I hate him," Donny hissed. His hand was now a blur of motion in his lap.
"It was so big Donny. He ripped off my clothes and carried me to your momma's bed. Then he pushed my thighs wide with his hands as he knelt naked between my legs. It was ugly Donny, an angry purple shaft sticking up against his stomach."
"Did it hurt?" Donny wanted to know.
I ignored Donny's question. "Yours is nicer," I whispered, a second finger now inside me.
"It is?"
"I wanted to call you...you and Gail. I wanted you to come rescue me. But I didn't say anything, not even when he brought the thick, dark bulb right to my crack. Not even when he pushed into me, splitting me."
"I would have helped you," Donny promised from his bed forty feet away.
"I screamed, I couldn't help it Donny. When he thrust in, when he tore my hymen apart."
"Did you bleed Jacqui?" the boy demanded.
"There was blood all over the sheet. I could feel it dripping over my thighs as he thrust his spear again and again into me. I think I passed out for a second. But he went on and on. Deeper and deeper. I was stuffed...sore...I hated it...hated him. I cried."
I watched as Donny stood and moved towards the window, his cock huge in his hand. "Did he come...inside you I mean," he asked.
"He made me come first," I admitted softly.
"You came? You had an orgasm?"
"It just happened Donny," I whimpered, remembering the horrors. "Suddenly my womb was pulsing open and shut and my juices were bathing his hot, throbbing shaft. And then I was flooded with cum...oh gawd, I couldn't help myself...it felt so good."
"Daddy's prick felt good?"
"Yes," I whispered back, the memory of his spurting cock fresh in my mind eight years later.
"You liked his cock?"
"No, I hated it," I denied, "but my body --"
"Wasn't he afraid of getting you pregnant?" he interrupted.
"You don't know?" I asked, looking up. "He told me later that he'd had a vasectomy ...two or three years after you were born. That he wanted to fuck lots of girls but he didn't want to get them pregnant. That he had enough with two kids."



"I didn't know," the boy said softly. "Did he let you go home after he'd finished?"
"Hah! He fucked me three more times that night. He hurt me Donny! Then made me suck him," I admitted even as I felt the tremors start deep inside me. "I came each time Donny, he made me...I'm coming now Donny," I groaned as I arched my hips off the bed. "Are you ready, hurry Donny," I urged as my juices sloshed onto my fingers.
Across the way Donny released the grip on his prick and stood with hands on hips watching me. I could see it suddenly buck upwards and watched spellbound as a spurt of white cream arched and splashed against the window.
"I want to fuck you Jacqui, fuck you just like daddy did," the boy hissed between gritted teeth as his body shook again and again. Soon I could hardly see him through the splattered cream that covered his window.
"We can't...we can never do more than this," I whispered, then put down the phone and switched off the light.
*SATURDAY*
"Why?" was the first thing he asked the next morning after knocking on the back door and inviting himself in for breakfast.
"It's complicated," I answered, trying to sidestep his question, one last secret still untold.
"You can tell me all about it at the beach," he said, a confident smile on his lips.
"The beach?"
"You did agree to go with me to the beach today."
"That was before..."
"Before I knew daddy raped you?"
"Yes," I answered, knowing I'd go to the beach with him.
"We can go anyway."
"Will you promise to be good?"
"I'll always be good to you Jacqui," Donny promised.
There are miles of beach in Florida. In fact the beach meanders continuously from Miami to Jacksonville some three hundred miles to the north. So even though you may envision crowds of bathers on any Florida beach, it's actually not that hard to find a large deserted section of beach, especially in September.
We were locals. We knew the beach. So it didn't surprise me when Donny pulled the car into a spot just north of Vero Beach that bordered the southern edge of a state park. There wouldn't be anyone within miles of us. I'd let him drive my car as a treat.
We parked under some pines and walked, fully laden with supplies, through the dunes to the deserted white sand. Then spread a large, king size beach sheet between two swaying palms. Stripped down to our suits.
"It's hot...I'm going to swim. Coming?" he asked as he stood and offered me his hand.
"No, later," I replied, stretching languorously, displaying my bikini clad body for the hovering boy.
I smiled up at him, then opened my mouth in protest when he quickly shucked the Hawaiian shorts he was wearing. "DONNY!" I gasped.
"No one can see."
"I can," I protested, my eyes full of cock and balls.
"Not now," he yelled as he turned and ran toward the breaking surf.
God, his bouncing ass drove me near crazy. I watched for minutes as he cavorted in the waves, the urge to join him almost overwhelming.
"C'MON," he finally yelled.
I rose, then walked almost zombie like towards the water that was breaking with glistening, small, white caps forty feet away.
"Take it off," he dared as he watched my approach.
"No," I refused, then dove laughing into the surf.
We spent minute after minute cavorting in the warm surf. Splashing each over, quick touches, smiles that promised everything. He lay on his back and, supported by the salty ocean water, his penis lay exposed to my hungry gaze. Bobbing proudly on his thighs as the waves swept over it. I had to fight the urge to put my lips on it and swallow him.
Finally I splashed an armful of water over him and then scrambled giggling from the surf. Heard him running after me as I ran laughing over the burning sand. A girl again, trying to lure a handsome young man. Looked back and saw him gaining on me, his cock swinging wildly as he moved. I knew I shouldn't but suddenly didn't care.
"No," I gasped laughing when his arms encircled me and pulled me against his wet body. "Please baby," I moaned as two young hands cupped my heaving breasts. And yet I pushed my rear back against the thick shaft that was growing hard and long as blood rushed into it.
"Pleasssssse," I groaned as the boys hands stripped the thin yellow bikini top from me and then slid his fingers down across my stomach.
"No Donny, we can't," I pled as he undid the knot on my hip and let my bottom slip downwards.
"I want you...so bad Jacqui," he whispered hoarsely in my ear as he slipped a thick digit inside me.
"Oh gawd...oh baby...please Donny, love me," I finally screamed, all resistance shattered by this man.
"I love you," he groaned as we slipped entwined to the sand.
"Fuck me...fuck me like your daddy did," I encouraged as I felt the huge thick hot shaft push inside me. "Make me cum," I ordered, suddenly filled in a way I hadn't been since his father had had his way with me so long ago.
He did! Almost immediately. Just his size and the anticipation that had been building since I'd returned to Orchard Beach suddenly erupted in an explosive orgasm that engulfed me.
His youthful exuberance met my orgasm with a spurting flood of potent teenage sperm. We were both lost in our orgasms, almost unaware of each other as our brains were bombarded by a million jolts of pleasure.
We slowly came back to Earth. Found ourselves still entwined and smiling at each other like idiots. "You're bad," I accused as I rolled on top of him and gave him a quick kiss. Then I settled myself over his still hard prick.
"I'm bad?" he protested as I lowered my dripping pussy down over him.
"Very, very bad," I repeated as I started to lift up and down atop him.
"Oh god yes Jacqui," he moaned as he pulled my head down to meet his lips. Again and again I rose up and down...faster and faster I moved as he tried to swallow my tongue. Urgent now, my body already opening to accept his seed, I rode this boy harder and harder until again his prick pulsed out its thick load of cum.
I fell off my lover, exhausted, then felt his and my combined juices oozing from me after his cockhead popped out from between my cunt's distended lips.
"No...I can't...not again," I complained seconds later when he moved between my legs and slid his cock up and down my leaking sex.
"I want you," he said as he entered me for the third time. He fucked me hard this time, like a man, like a master. With my ankles draped over his shoulders he pumped his meaty cylinder into me in long, powerful piston like thrusts.
Having already spent twice inside me he now was in no rush. He settled into a rhythm that made me cry out my desperate need. I came again and again as his young cock ravaged me, simply whimpered as my body shuddered and thrashed under him. A flood of cum finally filled me.
Later we lay on our backs, sweating under the hot sun, our heads turned to face the other. I could see the unasked question in his eyes. And even though he must have known he'd mastered me the question was still there.
"You are," I finally conceded with a grin.
"What?" he asked, feigning incomprehension.
"What do you think," I started to answer but couldn't keep him hanging. "Much better than your daddy," I said as I moved my hand over his stomach and onto the soft shaft lying so innocently among its blond curls. "So much better."
"I love you,"
"Good," I said, knowing I'd found the only man who'd ever totally satisfy me. Then my lips engulfed him.
I didn't tell him my final secret that day!
****
Nor did I tell him for the next two weeks.
He went to school. I started my job, organized my house.
We spent every night together. Fucking hungrily. Making love. I wanted his baby inside me before his Daddy returned.
Oh, I told him stories about his father. About how in my senior year of high school, after he'd raped me, that he'd simply take me at his pleasure. How he'd ignore me for ten days and then call me to his office and fuck me over his desk. Of how he'd sneak unbidden into my bed as I slept late into the night and then stuff his cock into me as he held a hand over my mouth. Then laugh and slip away into the night.
He was my continuing nightmare that year. Yet I loved him in me. Even as I struggled against his strength my vagina would explode into orgasm after orgasm. I'd lick his cock clean as the tears fell down my cheeks. "He used to call me his little cock slut," I told Donny.
"But after you left for university you were free of him?" Donny asked one night after I'd told him another tale of his father.
"But at Christmas or Easter I'd see him. He'd watch me with eyes that promised he'd come for me...that I'd never escape. In my sophomore year he fucked me on Christmas Eve. Mommy was in the next room."
"Bastard," Donny would hiss angrily.
"When I came home from the Olympics...with the two gold medals," I started one night.
"Yes?" Donny encouraged, unable not to listen to these tales.
"The night I came home, after the parade, do you remember the parade Donny?" I asked eagerly.
Of course he did, he told me excitedly how his whole family had watched the parade as it wound down Main Street. "Then later, when you came home you came over to our house and let me touch the medals," Donny answered, the night still clear in his mind.
"Your daddy came over later that night," I whispered to the boy.
"He did?"
"He hung the two gold medals by their ribbons on his cock."
"WHAT?" the scandalized teen demanded.
"Then he made me suck him...for hours. Then pushed one of the medals into my sopping sex. Drenchit sperm over it."
"Jeeesus," the teen groaned but his cock was hard and bucking against my thigh. We'd always make love after one of these old stories.
****
"He'll want me you know," I told Donny one night as we lay in a post sex embrace.
"Daddy?" he asked, and then after seeing my confirming nod said, "But he just got married."
"You'll have to protect me," I insisted. We both knew his father too well to believe he would ever leave me alone.
"You're mine," he said with an icy determination.
"You'll have to stop him," I warned.
****
I finally told him. Exactly one week before his father was due to return. I knew that Donny would have to know everything if I expected him to be my lover and the father of my children. Besides if I didn't tell him I knew his father would!
We'd had bar-b-q'ed steaks, made love. Then swam naked in the pool. Fucked. We had split a bottle of wine during the evening. Donny's father was due back in a week.
"Hey you," I started, "I love you."
"Of course you do," Donny agreed as he pulled me into his arms. We were sitting on the wide, comfortable couch on my back porch. Still naked.
"I have a secret." He didn't say anything, just lightly caressed my shoulder to encourage me. "You may not...I mean it's not," I stammered, not sure where to begin.
He waited silently as I gathered myself.
"When mamma got sick," I started again. "She was very sick Donny...we knew she was dying. God, the cancer was so bad honey, watching her waste away like that. And she was only in her fifties," I complained, the hurt still so raw in me.
Donny simply pulled me tighter against his warm body.
"The last weeks she was in terrible pain. They had to give her morphine...it made her talk," I said remembering.
"I don't know if she really wanted to tell me or if the drugs made her say it. But I think she wanted me to know," I said, wondering for the thousandth time what her motivation had been.
"What did she say?" Donny asked.
"Momma married when she was only nineteen. Daddy was forty-nine...it was his second marriage. He had just built this big, new house," I said softly. "Your parents were the only neighbors...your dad was in his thirties but your mom wasn't much older than mine. They liked each other. They all became friends."
"Then one day Daddy was out of town...on a sales trip. He was sales manager for Dawson's Orange Groves. He used to have to go away for a week at a time. The downstairs toilet overflowed...there was a leak or something," I told Donny, repeating the words my mother had gasped out to me through her pain six months earlier.
"She called your pa...it was like ten-thirty on a Tuesday night." I felt Donny stir beside me as I talked, the mention of his father awakening his interest.
"He rushed over with his tools...he just had on some old jeans and a t-shirt. Took him about thirty minutes to get it all fixed. He was soaking and dirty when he finished. Water was everywhere. Mom of course thanked him profusely. Even told him to have your mom bring over his dirty clothes in the morning and she'd wash them. Poor mom," I mumbled. Scared now to tell the rest.
"How come?' Donny asked, still not really interested in the tale.
"Take them now, Mrs. Merrywell, you dad suddenly said as he pulled the t-shirt over his head and then unzipped his jeans and stepped out of them."
"WHAT?" Donny demanded, suddenly all ears.
"He fucked her."
"My dad fucked your mom?" he asked, still not understanding the implication.
"Raped her, just bent her over the toilet and fucked her" I insisted. "Then he went on for hours. On the cold, wet tile floor. Just like he did to me nineteen years later."
"But..." Donny protested.
"And then later, whenever he wanted her he'd take her. For years. Until she came to live with me."
"But what about your father? Why didn't she tell him...or the police.?"
"She was scared...ashamed...he'd hit her...hurt her...just like your mom." I hesitated, then said, "she was pregnant with his child."
"But you're your mom's only child," Donny protested, but as I watched I saw complete comprehension came into his eyes "You're my sister?"
"Half sister," I whispered, then held my breath. But there was no rejection in Donny's eyes. No hate. No horror. I slowly breathed in.
"No wonder I've always loved you," he finally said, then pulled me to him. I cried as he gently made love to me.
******
I knew he was coming that night. It had slowly been building since the newlyweds had returned six days earlier. Every time I'd seen him the message was clear in the old man's eyes. A simple message -- 'you're still mine little girl and I'll come for you soon'.
Donny and I had just finished making love when we heard a creaking protest from the unoiled hinge on my back door. The light was off, Donny was standing naked in the corner opposite the bed, and I was lying naked in my bed with my lovers cum oozing from between my thighs, when Robert Graham turned the handle and creeped inside my bedroom.
"Wake up, little girl," he hissed as he walked toward me. Then again, louder, "WAKE UP," ordered as the old man let his pajama bottoms, the only clothing he wore, slip down his legs.
"Whaaaaat," I groaned, stretching under the thin sheet as I pretended to waken. Then a screaming, "NOOOOO," when Donny's father ripped the sheet from my naked body and exposed me.
"You couldn't stay away from me, could you?" he demanded in a gloating laugh. "I knew your small cocked baseball player couldn't ever satisfy you. You missed Mr. Cock, didn't you?" he asking, laughing as he took his rampant cock in hand and waved it at me.
"Its ugly...so ugly...you're ugly," I yelled, aware always of Donny hovering against the wall.
"I'll fuck you until you're crying for mercy, you little bitch," he threatened.
"I have a boyfriend now, a lover," I answered, "a man."
"You'll always be my little cock slut," he crowed.
"Look," I ordered, then quickly turned on the lamp and spread my cum stained thighs to my tormenter.
"You fucking bitch," he stormed in rage, his eyes locked on the sperm sticky in my pubic hair.
"Its real sperm...a man's cum...a man who'll give me a baby, not like yours," I spat out.
"BITCH," he threatened, his arm raised ready to strike.
"Don't daddy!" it wasn't said loudly or shouted but Donny's two words seemed to freeze his father.
"You're married," Donny said accusingly as he moved into the light. Naked. His cock hanging half filled between his thighs. A drop of sperm hanging from its end.
Seeing the two men side by side all my fears of the father vanished. The vision of the hulking, hurtful man fell away as I saw how he'd aged. How his son simply outshone him as they stood glaring at each other.
"So you're fucking this slut too now are you sonny boy?" the father asked his son. But you could see the fear in the old mans eyes.
"Go home," Donny ordered as he engulfed me in his strong arms.
"You fool, you bloody fool," he sneered.
"Get out!"
"Fuck me. Oh fuck me Mr. Graham, she used to beg me. She could never get enough son...she'll come back to me when she's tired of you, when she's ready for a man again."
"I'm having Donny's baby, a man's baby," I said laughing.
"Donny -" his dad started.
"GET...THE...FUCK...OUT!" Donny yelled as he pushed his father towards the open door.
Robert Graham inched back, his pride hardly allowing this retreat. "You know who she is don't you?" he finally blurted out, clearly ready to tell his own son the most despicable of secrets.
There was a cold anger to his son's quick answer. An anger that was unforgiving. "Do I know that you raped Jacqui's mother? Year after year. Beat her. Then raped and beat your own daughter. Is that what you're asking?"
"It wasn't like that," his dumfounded replied.
"Not another word," Donny thundered, "and if you ever touch Jacqui again I'll kill you."
****
I had Donny Grahams baby eight months later...I simply pretended it was a last surprise gift from my former husband and our last night of violence.
Robert Graham left town before his granddaughters birth. Left just three days after his new bride filed divorce papers claiming physical abuse.
I love my brother....
THE END
Thanks for reading my story. PLEASE take just the few extra seconds and send me your vote. Lately about one person in every one hundred that reads a story of mine takes the time to vote. And even though that's a lot better than what many of my confreres receive, I'd sure like to see the number a little higher. C'mon, its not that hard!
I'd also love to hear any comments or ideas you might have about this story or about a story you'd like to see in the future. Comment below or e-mail me at the address in my profile. Thanks, jim scouries
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Nude Dancing #1 -- Sis
Thursday, August 31st 2006, The 'Cock Pit'
"It's fucking crazy out there." I looked up to see Philippe standing next to me, his golden, heavily muscled torso glistening with sweat.
"You're losing it old man," I told the twenty-two year old hovering above me.
"Old man? Fuck you too junior," he laughed. "I'm telling you, they're worse than normal tonight. Don't any of these broads have boyfriends?"
"Shit, these broads, as you like to call them, are paying your way through university."
"Horny white chicks...can't keep their hands off me," he complained with a wicked grin.
"Shit, you weren't complaining when you left with those two chubby forty year olds last night."
"Forty my ass," he grunted but then added with a happy twinkle in his eyes, "Bitches couldn't leave King Kong alone. They ate him for breakfast."
"You always go after the fat, ugly, old ones don't you? Poor little girls, fall under the influence of the evil, huge cocked black man," I mocked.
"Fuck you Bobby," he laughed, "and you better watch out for the girls at table thirty-one."
"Thirty-one?" I asked, then quickly looked up at the two monitors mounted in the corner of the dressing room, two monitors that gave us a view of the club floor. Us, meaning the dancers at 'The Cock Pit', Tampa's number one male stripper club.
"A wedding stag, five broads out celebrating... they asked for Batman...and little Robin," he laughed just as my eyes settled on five girls I'd known forever.
"Jeeeesus," I moaned softly.
Looking at me and then up at the monitor, he asked, curiosity clear in his voice, "You know them?"
"No...no," I denied as I zeroed in on my sister and her four best friends.
"The skinny blond on the left grabbed my butt, mouthy bitch," Phil complained as he stood and touched the screen and pointed to Amanda Jones. "The one in the middle's getting married on Saturday...just wanted to see a big black man before she marries some dork," he added as he pointed to Chrissie Welsh. A bride-to-be sitting between her four best friends. Jacqui Weathers and Trish Samuels flanked Chrissie. My sister was on the far right.
"She's hot," I answered absent mindedly, still trying to digest what I was seeing.
"Shit, are you blind? It's the willowy, redheaded honey with the great tits on the right that's hot," my fellow dancer said as his finger tapped against the screen and the beautiful girl sitting on the right. MY SISTER!
"Yup, yours truly wouldn't mind giving that little white girl a tour of Africa," he boasted, grabbing his cock through the thin, silk pouch that struggled to house his penis. "Introduce her to King Kong here," he laughed.
"Fuck, that little thing," I scoffed, desperately trying to control my anger, "she wouldn't even know it was in her."
All of us joked among ourselves. We'd laugh about the girls, what they'd said and asked, boast to each other about our conquests. We'd hoot and jeer at each others stories, laughingly question the teller's ability to even get a hard-on. In the dressing room at The Cock Pit no insult was ever out of order.
It was okay though. To work as a dancer at the 'Pit' you had to have it and we all knew it. We were the elite, the best, and we all knew we could have our pick of the hundreds and hundreds of women who continually washed through the club.
Every night they whispered it in our ears. 'You're sexy' or 'want to come home with me?' or 'you're so big' or a hundred other lines we'd heard a thousand times.
They slipped us their telephone numbers as they stuffed five dollar bills in our thongs, copping a feel every time. So there were never any hard feelings between we dancers as we endlessly joshed each other.
Still I didn't like the thought of Philippe pumping King Kong into my big sister Natalie. Not one fucking bit!
*****
So what the heck was I, Bobby Cooper, an eighteen year old, about to start my senior year of high school in a week, doing dancing naked for hordes of horny broads? How did it ever happen...
...It was Maria Juanita Cabrera's fault. I'm serious! Her dark aureoles and long nipples fault. The fault of the golden thighs that came together in a small, neatly trimmed triangle of dark pubic curls that served only to highlight the pink lips that glistened invitingly. Her Cuban hunger for cock. It was happenstance really. What if her raft had never made it to America? Luck?
Tuesday, May 8th, 2006, Club Bizarro
"It's your birthday? Tonight?" she'd demanded saucily in a Latina accent that made your skin tingle. We'd just watched her dance on the main stage, drooled and punched each others arms as she'd slowly removed her clothes and bared herself for us and the four or five other customers strewn around the smoky club. Then she'd swaggered over to our table, tits jiggling, hoping to find one of us willing to part with some money.
Somehow, perhaps because it was late and had been a really slow Tuesday night, we'd been able to talk our way past the doorman who normally ferociously guarded the door. He knew we weren't legal of course, but the lure of the ten bucks my friend Craig dangled and the fake ID's we flashed were just enough to allow our passage inside. Myself and my two best friends. I'd turned eighteen that day.
"I'm twenty-one," I answered the girl as I sat up straighter in the chair and pulled my shoulders back.
"More like sixteen," she laughed as she undid a button on my shirt and slipped her hand onto the bare skin of my chest. Fuck, I'd still had a lingering hard-on from her dances. "I have a special for birthday boys," she cooed in my ear as she pressed her breast against my arm. She raked her finger nails over my nipples.
"Go for it man!" Craig encouraged from across the table. Jimmy was nodding his head like a fool as he stared at the tits just inches from his face. His jaw was opening and closing rhythmically.
None of us had ever been in a strip club before. Oh, we'd tried a couple of times. But up to tonight with no success. But we weren't innocents or anything. I mean we all had girlfriends. Shit, we weren't even virgins. Still, this was a little different... I mean I didn't really exactly know what to expect. You hear stories and everything...but...
"C'mon birthday boy," she urged as she grabbed my arm and started to pull me up.
"Where to?" I stammered, both nervous and excited.
"The booths in the back room, for the private lap dances, you dork," Jimmy said loudly as he pointed towards the back of the club with his Budweiser, all of a sudden a goddamn expert.
"What's your name baby?" she cooed as she led me.
"Bobby...Bobby Cooper," I answered, giving her my real name.
"Rrrrroberrrrto," she purred sexily as she squeezed my hand. "You're so cute Roberto, so sexy, so tall...and maybe so beeg," she finished, a question in her voice as she glanced down at my fly. "Very beeg," she answered herself as she ran her palm across the front of my pants. "I like beeeg," she promised.
I was in love. I was as hard as a rock. She could call me anything she wanted.
It was dark...not pitch black but you couldn't see very far in the murkiness of the back room. There were a series of small private booths that lined the wall, booths that had room only for just one person on a soft, plush, upholstered bench. Each booth was shielded from its neighbor and held a dancing stool just waiting for a naked girl to mount it.
For a second, passing an occupied cubicle, I caught a quick glimpse of the back of a naked girl, her body plastered against an unseen man, then Maria pulled me on and led me right to the back, the last and darkest cubicle.
"Sit," she ordered, then asked, "First time?" Seeing my quick, nervous nod she asked, "Is it really your birthday?" and then hearing my yes said, "How old are you really."
"Eighteen," I answered with a timid grin, not sure if that was the best answer. I definitely didn't want to be kicked out.
"I like eighteen year olds...and you're so cute," she whispered, then touched the tip of my nose gently with her finger and mounted the stool she had pushed between my knees. I stared as she slowly shucked her only clothing, a pair of red silk boy shorts. "You're not allowed to touch this," she instructed as she pulled her pussy lips apart and opened her sex. It was maybe four inches from my mouth when she uttered those words.
"I'm not?" I croaked, my head involuntarily moving towards her glistening pussy.
"Un uh," she said, then she slowly slid her body down mine. She held a nipple against my lips for seconds before I tentatively opened my mouth and flicked out my tongue. She didn't protest as I licked, even encouraged me by cupping the breast and feeding more into my mouth. Then she moved and presented me her other nipple. My hands had somehow slipped to her hips and then moved to grasp her firm bum.
"You're a bad boy," she whispered in my ear, then reamed it with a moist, probing tongue.
"It's okay to touch your breasts?" I finally stammered.
"Only because it's your birthday," she giggled throatily, and then lowered herself so her bum was resting on my thighs, trapping my cock uncomfortably.
"Ummm, mucho grande," she complimented as she looked down between our bodies and then adjusted her butt over my now throbbing cock.
"Its...its sorta uncomfortable...I have to," I started, wanting to adjust my blood filled shaft.
"I'll do it Roberrrto," she purred and I watched silently as her two hands moved down between our bodies and into my lap. Then I watched as she undid the button, watched as she slowly lowered my zipper, then gasped when she slipped her cool fingers into my briefs and pulled me out.
"Jesus, Maria!" I cried, squirming under her touch.
"Madre mia...he is el grande," she said delightedly as my prick, finally free, sprang upward between our stomachs.
She kissed me quickly, then before I could move dipped her head down into my lap. Oh fuck! Okay I had a girlfriend, and I had, technically speaking, made love to her once. In the back seat of her daddy's car. But I'd never felt a wet tongue on my cock. Never had I felt moist, painted lips kiss the end of my penis and then slowly suck it into her mouth.
I was in heaven! Shit, I didn't last long. I couldn't. Suddenly I felt the tightening in my balls that was immediately translated into an explosion of cum up my bulging, throbbing cock.
She mumbled something as I splashed the first thick strand of cum into her mouth and throat. But it didn't sound like a complaint. One of her small hands went to my tightened sack and slowly worked my balls while her other hand clenched the half of my penis not in her mouth and pumped me, timing her squeezes to match each of my bucking ejaculations.
Sweet fucking Jesus!
****
"I'm finished at one," Maria finally said, a strand of my cum dangling from the corner of her mouth.
"Finished what?" I mumbled almost incoherently, my body still trembling in the aftermath of my ejaculation.
"In just fifteen minutes," she said giggling, then kissed me on the lips. Her tongue penetrated me, pushing some of my own seed back into my throat. "Can you drive?"
"A car?" I asked like an idiot.
"Don't you want your other present?" she asked, then stood up on the bench and brought her sex slowly towards my face.
"My present?"
"Si Roberto," she said as she spread her pussy wide with her fingers and brought it towards my mouth.
"But...you mean you want to...," I stammered, knowing this couldn't be normal even for this club.
"Si Robbberrrrrta," she cooed as my nose and mouth and lips were engulfed in her sex. She hovered for seconds on my tongue, then jumped down off the bench and led me back to my table. I was shaking like a leaf.
*****
"So, how was it?" Craig demanded before I had my butt in the seat.
"Did you touch her tits?" Jimmy asked.
I gave them a cock and bull story...how I touched her ass...tried to touch her tits. I didn't mention the blow job. Shit I almost didn't believe it myself. Then I told them she wanted me to take her out for a drink when her shift ended.
"Bullshit!" The sound exploded from the mouth of both my friends almost simultaneously.
"God she must be a hooker," Craig said after I'd insisted it was true.
"Did she say how much?" Jimmy asked just as Maria walked out of the dressing room and sauntered towards our table.
"Jesus Bobby," Craig advised, watching Maria's hips sway under the thin, yellow cotton dress she was wearing, "go for it, she's worth every cent she's going to charge you."
As it turned out Maria Juanita Cabrera didn't want money, she simply wanted cock. Big hard, teen cock! And she'd decided that mine would be just perfect that night. A birthday boy's big boner. Thank you god.
I may not have been a virgin when I entered Maria Juanita Cabrera's apartment that night but I was still an innocent boy. I left the next morning a man.
"Fuck me Roberto," she'd urged as she pulled the thin summer dress over her head and then quickly lowered the silk thong that was the only other piece of clothing she wore. She lay back on the bed and watched through smoky eyes as I rushed to get out of my jeans. We'd been in her apartment about ten seconds.
Hurry...hurry Roberto," she pled as she spread her knees and exposed her pink insides to me. She was moist and ready when I pushed my thick shaft into her tight, slick furrow. I was in heaven.
What could have been embarrassing or difficult for an innocent boy she made easy. She laughed and encouraged and complimented me. Kissed me, led me, welcomed me inside her.
Then she started yelling in Spanish. Loud. Then locked her legs around my back as we bounced atop the sheets. Somehow squeezed and tightened her slippery cunt around me every time I bottomed out deep inside her.
She laughed, a joyous laugh, when my cock finally jerked and then splattered my thick cream inside her now spasming furnace.
"Si, si Roberrrrto," Maia moaned as I continued to splash hot cum inside this beautiful, golden skinned Cuban woman. I finally rolled off, my cock sticky and still half hard as it popped out. Then she really got serious about the sex.
I had a teenager's ability to do it again and again and she didn't hesitate to take advantage of all my youthful virility. She encouraged while teaching me, demanding, them whimpering in joy as her body repeatedly pulsed out its orgasmic welcome.
She never tired as the hours of darkness fled, turning me this way and that, mounting me, riding me...then let me ride her from behind, my hard cock pounding into her silken sleeve as my hands squeezed and caressed her hanging breasts.
*****
"Would you like to go out this Friday?" she asked as I pulled the jeans up my legs. We had woken at six-thirty after maybe one hour of sleep, then made love one last time before we'd showered together. I didn't want to leave but knew I had to get home before mom got home from her night shift at the hospital.
"You really want to?" I still hadn't really accepted that this beautiful woman would want to go out with me.
"If you can dance," she said with an appraising and insouciant glance.
"Of course I can," I answered.
"Salsa?" she asked dubiously, then sexually pumped her pelvis towards me.
"No problemo," I said grinning.
"We'll see," she promised and then gave me instructions on what time and where to meet her Friday night. "And don't wear sneakers Roberto," she warned. I might have been pissed off at her assumption that I couldn't dance but she'd run her fingers across the front of my pants when she'd said it.
Besides I was in love. Or at least lust.
*****
Sneakers? One thing I can do and that's dance! There's a picture of me at about eight months of age where my big sister, Natalie, twenty months older than me, is holding me up, clearly leading me in a dance.
She never stopped. For the next sixteen years I was the person she sought out when she wanted to dance. Oh there were times I'd protest. I can remember when I was about nine years old being laughed at by my buddies when I stupidly told them I was going home to dance with my sister.
"Dancing with a girl?" one had sneered as they all laughed. After that I kept my sisters dancing lessons and practice between us only.
But it was probably the favorite thing in my world. Whether innocently dancing with Natalie and even sometimes mom in my youth, or later in my teenage years when my hormones had started to explode into action, music and dancing gave me my happiest moments.
Did Natalie, or mom for that matter, understand the feelings that her fifteen or sixteen year old brother had started to feel for them? I don't think so. But my teenage dreams had increasingly featured Natalie -- I'd simply never said a thing.
And then last September she'd gone away to university, leaving her seventeen year old brother broken hearted...what I'd hoped for hadn't happened...and I'd realized at the time that it probably never would.
The weird thing however was that the hours I'd spent dancing with my sister over the years had reaped great dividends later. My buddies who'd once kidded me about my dancing watched jealously when classmate after classmate begged me to dance with them at our first coed parties.
I got to tell ya, a fifteen or sixteen year old guy who loves dancing and is pretty good at it becomes pretty popular with his hot little mini skirted classmates. But they weren't my red headed sister!
So the prospect of a night of salsa dancing at some 'in' Latino club with the lovely Maria didn't faze me at all.
******
"So you cannnn dance," Miss Cabrera complimented at about eleven-thirty Friday night. "At least for a gringo," she teased, but then added as she pushed her breasts into me, "Almost as good as you make love Roberto."
We spent the night in Maria's bed. And most of Saturday. Mom was gone for the weekend for a long planned visit with her sister in Atlanta. Natalie was working at Disneyworld in Orlando for the summer. So I had no reason to go home, no one was checking up on me.
"I'm taking you out somewhere tonight," Maria promised as we lay side by side in her bed on Saturday afternoon.
"You are? Where?" I asked even as I pulled her willing body on top of mine.
"You'll see," she answered as she grasped my shaft and directed its head to her slit. Then thrust her pelvis downward until I was buried in her sticky warmth.
*****
"Noooo way," I protested at eleven that night when we turned the corner and I saw the line of women stretched down the block. "Maria!"
"C'mon my beautiful Rrrroberrrrto," Maria purred as she pulled me after her. She went right to the head of the line. She of course knew 'Carlos' the doorman. And when some of the women in line protested her being allowed immediately in, she turned and pointing at me announced, "He's one of the dancers."
Yeah right, I mumbled to myself as my face reddened.
"You are?" one asked.
"Why don't you dance for me right out here big boy," an overweight, thirty something year old asked. She and three of her friends had surrounded me as soon as Maria had said I was a dancer.
"Please, I'm late...I have to hurry," I squealed as I felt a hand run across the front of my jeans. Another grabbed my butt when I turned to rush after Maria who was holding the door.
"I knew they'd like you," Maria said, her eyes sparkling in delight.
"They're animals," I complained as we pushed towards the bar.
"They want your big prick Roberrrto, you'll get used to them," she said laughing.
"I'm not becoming a -" I started.



Maria interrupted, "Roberto, I want you to meet Senor Domingo. He owns the club." I watched her as she hugged a short, stocky Latino dressed in a flashy three thousand buck Armani suit.
"Juan, this is Roberto...he wants to be a dancer."
"Don't they all," he laughed as he took my hand in his. As his huge paw slowly tightened around mine he asked Maria, while staring straight into my eyes, "And what are his qualifications?"
"He can dance Juan," she giggled as she rubbed up against him.
"He's like sixteen," he answered, still trying to stare me down. Fuck him I thought, maintaining eye contact.
"He's beeg Juan, very beeg," my beautiful friend added.
"Is he?" Juan Domingo asked as he finally let my aching hand free and broke eye contact.
"Can I show him the dressing room...let him meet the guys?"
Juan didn't answer, just nodded his head and then turned to greet someone else. But then he turned back and said almost menacingly, "You know we don't fuck around with amateurs here Maria."
He smiled when she answered back in her most kittenish voice, "You look great in that suit tonight Juan...so sexxxxxxy."
"Get outa here," he ordered with a grin. I was beginning to learn that no one could resist my Maria.
"He's just a big softie," she told me as she led me towards the back of the club. The place was a goddamn madhouse! There had to be three hundred crazed women from eighteen to sixty hooting and screaming. Every table and seat was taken. A naked bodybuilder was dancing on a ten foot diameter stage in the middle of the club. He was well endowed!
There was another small stage at the back. A tall, thin black guy was swinging his dick in large circles as he danced for an adoring group of ladies. As I looked around the club I saw at least ten other naked guys dancing at tables.
"They get twenty bucks a dance," my sexy Latina informed me as I watched.
And as Maria and I snaked our way through the club to the door that led to the dancer's dressing room at least twenty, half drunk women groped me. "This is nuts," I protested when we finally burst into the hallway that led to the dressing room.
"They like you Rrrrroberrrrrto," she purred in my ear while leading me forward.
*****
Half of the ten guys lounging half dressed around the room yelled out greetings to Maria when we entered the room. I watched bemused as she moved from one dancer to the next, exchanging kisses, hugs and greetings. She seemed to know every large cocked guy in town. Finally she turned to me and said, "Hey guys, this is Roberrrrto...my friend, he wants to be a dancer."
Jeers of "maybe when he grows up", "what nursery did you find him in", "where's his mommy" etc., etc., greeted Maria's announcement. Then the insults really started. These guys were tough! And then it started to piss me off. I didn't know then that this was just a typical reception for a rookie at the 'Cock Pit'.
"Well show us your dick junior," a two hundred and fifty pound, heavily muscled giant finally ordered to the jeers of the boys. Out of the corner of my eye I saw that Juan had slipped into the room.
"Screw you guys," I said as I turned to go.
"Show then Roberto," Maria insisted, planting herself in front of me.
"Oh show us Bobbbbbby," one asshole yelled in falsetto.
"Fuck you guys," I yelled but didn't move when I felt Maria's fingers at my belt. Just watched the boys as I felt it being undone and my zipper lowered. I was suddenly afraid I'd get a fucking hard-on...that's all I needed. Maria slowly pulled him out.
"Well, he's sure got a cock on him," Juan Domingo finally admitted after my penis had been on display for about thirty seconds. "But can he dance?"
I heard some muttering from the boys about how it looked pretty small to them but Maria quickly announced that I was the best gringo dancer she'd ever seen.
"White boys can't dance," a black guy I learned later was named Philippe muttered.
"Do you have a costume kid?" Juan asked. "An act?"
"I wasn't planning on doing any act," I protested, talking to the owner with my dick hanging out my fly.
"Are there any costumes in the storage closet?" Juan asked the room.
"There might be a couple," somebody offered, "I think Buzz's Batman costume was here when they arrested him."
"Okay Maria," Juan ordered, "get the kid in costume and we'll put him on at midnight...we'll give the girls a little amateur night action. Get them to rate him. Make it a contest. See if they like Robin," he ended with an evil chuckle.
"I'm not going on any stage and stripping for a bunch of --"
"Shut up Roberto," Maria ordered as she grabbed my penis and pulled me towards the storage room next door.
"Do what mommy says Bobby," were the last words I heard from my new friends.
"Bastards," I muttered as I stood next to Maria in a room that was hardly big enough to hold the two of us. A Batman cape and cowl were hanging from a nail on the wall. Maria was trying to pull the t-shirt I wore over my head.
"I can't wear this," I finally said as I stood with the cape around my shoulders and the mask over my face. But I also knew that I wanted to go on...that I wanted to have three hundred women see me naked. See my cock.
"Lift your foot," Maria ordered and then slipped the red, silk penis sheath up my legs. R...O...B...I...N was spelled out in one and a half inch high letters the length of the cloth.
"Christ, it probably hasn't been washed," I said as Maria took my shaft in hand and started to feed it into the soft cloth.
"Stop complaining Roberto," Maria said, then slipped to her knees and after freeing my cock from the silk, popped my penis into her mouth.
I was halfway there when a knuckle rapped on the door and somebody yelled out, "Hurry up Batman, you're on in three minutes."
"We'll have to finish later Robin," Maria giggled as she struggled to stuff my saliva covered cock back into the sheath. "Now put on a good show for momma," she teased as she patted me on the butt. "And remember, you're not supposed to get a hard-on," she added as she pushed me towards the door. Towards three hundred drunk, screaming, lunatics who at a moments notice might turn on me and attack the stage. I was scared shitless.
I was a success! I could lie and tell you it was because I put on a great show, that my dancing wowed the ladies. Or that my magnificent prick turned the tables. But honestly I think it was my obvious innocence combined with my still hard and obviously just sucked cock that did it. A blushing, blond teenager with a long, saliva coated prick. They couldn't resist me.
At least fifty broads had to have rushed the stage and stuffed bills into the elastic band that held my sheath on after I'd completed my two dances. Stroked my thighs. Touched my bum. Caressed my cock. I liked the feeling. And they were feeding me money!
Maria and I counted out two hundred and eleven dollars as we sat laughing in the dressing room. Then, as she was finishing her interrupted blow job, Mr. Domingo burst into the room and offered his hand.
"You're hired kid," he announced proudly just as my penis propelled a first string of thick cum down Miss Cabrera's throat.
A little later, at the bar, over a Bud, Mr. Domingo and I (with Maria's advice) agreed to a deal. I could only work a couple of days a week for the rest of June, but once school was over I agreed to work at least five nights a week all summer.
"I can only work the nights my mom is on overnight shift," I'd explained.
"Your mom?" Juan asked dubiously.
"She works the overnight shift in the ER at County General," I'd explained.
"You live with your mom? How old is this guy anyway Maria?" he'd demanded.
*****
...and that's how come I was sitting in the dressing room at the 'Cock Pit' talking to my friend Philippe about the sexy group of ladies at table thirty-one some seventeen weeks later. I was a veteran of the sex wars by then. And I loved it!
Okay, maybe you can argue that dancing naked for a bunch of crazed, horny, half drunk women wasn't the healthiest activity for an eighteen year old boy. But what eighteen year old, sex crazed boy wouldn't enjoy getting paid for showing his penis to ladies who were all too willing to whisper invitations in his ear.
I was making over twenty-five hundred a week and so far had gone home with six women, including a forty-two year old lawyer, a thirty something kindergarten teacher and a sweet coed from the local community college.
But now, the group that I was about to go out and dance for happened to include my older, and only sister Natalie. A sister who'd almost broken my heart when she'd left for university almost twelve months earlier...
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"So, are you planning on ever working tonight?" Philippe asked, bringing me out of my reverie.
"Yeah sure...where's my cowl," I asked, looking again at the monitor that showed my sister and her friends.
"And remember," he added as I started towards the door and the club beyond, "If you're planning on fucking one of those sweeties, take the sexy redhead."
I wish, I thought as I plunged into the lights and noise that was the 'Cock Pit'.
*****
"There's Batman," squealed Chrissie Welsh, the cutest little bride-to-be, when I approached the girls table. I'd always liked her.
"Where's Robin?" Jacqui asked as all five girls measured me with their eyes.
A minute later, mounted on a stool between Chrissie's legs, with my cape billowing around her, she announced to her friends loudly, "I founnnnnd him."
She had. Her fingers had found the string holding up the sheathe and had slowly lowered it down my legs, baring my three quarters hard shaft.
"Robin's big...very, very big," she added as her fingers lightly circled me.
Christ, I thought, this is shy little Chrissie Welsh, usually the most conservative of the five friends. Okay, I knew she was getting married and all, and I saw and heard stuff like this every night, and the girls were all pretty high, but still, she's grabbing the prick of her maid-of-honors baby brother!
"Let us see," Jacqui, the wild, black haired beauty to her left demanded. "Grab that end of his cloak Natalie," she instructed my sister. Instead I simply let the cloak fall and turned towards the left and Amanda and Jacqui.
"Jesus," Amanda, the one Philippe had accurately described as the bitchy blond, moaned when she saw my now fully erect penis. I was almost never hard when I danced for clients, instead I had an ability to stay at half mast for dance after dance. It was the only way to survive the grind. Not now though. My cock was throbbing. I slowly spun around, past Jacqui who was licking her lips, past Chrissie, then past short, sexy Trish with the big tits.
"Don't look Natalie," I heard Jacqui warn my sister, "after you've seen Robin you'll never want to go out with Charlie again."
Who the fuck is Charlie, I suddenly wanted to know as I stopped in front of my sister. Her face was smiling merrily as her eyes watched the python swaying just inches from her mouth.
"Charlie's arm isn't as big as Robin," Trish agreed.
"You guys are terrible," my sister complained but even she was laughing. I turned back to the bride. I knew if I kept looking at my beautiful sister I might just start cumming. I'd never been as excited in my life. Sperming a client was definitely a no-no at the 'Cock Pit'.
I danced three songs for the bride and I must say she certainly took the opportunity to practice her penis handling skills while she had the chance. My guess was that her husband-to-be was going to get a good working over on the honeymoon. Then I was announced as the next to go on stage. The five complained but I promised to return to their table when I was done. "Good," Chrissie said, "I want you to give an extra special dance for my maid-of-honor."
"Your maid-of-honor?" I asked, pretending I didn't know which one it was.
"It's the horny redhead," Jacqui said laughing.
"I am not," Natalie protested grinning.
"She's a real cock slut," Trish said.
"You're all terrible," my sister complained, but her eyes did keep flicking back hungrily to my still hard cock.
A cock slut? This is my sister? "How special?" I asked Chrissie while watching Natalie.
"You'll see," Jacqui promised.
*****
The girls all moved stageside for my two dances, oohing and aahing throughout. But I knew there was no way I could give Natalie a lap dance.
So, when I'd finished my second and last dance I moved to the edge of the stage farthest away from them, naked, tumescent, but then turned back to face them just as I about to slip through the curtain. They were all laughing, cheering, even Amanda who'd never really liked her friend Natalie's little brother.
And then without thinking I did it, just one quick flick of my hand and my mask was pushed off my head. The girls around the stage all started screaming, all except for five young coeds, who after a few seconds hesitation, all broke into dumfounded stares as they recognized me.
The last thing I saw before I slipped away was Natalie's mouth open wide in astonishment, the question 'BOBBBBY?' clear on her lips.
I watched them on the monitor when about three minutes later they trouped out en masse. They had been talking and gesticulating wildly since the second I'd left the stage. And my dear sister Natalie hadn't looked pleased as her friends had bombarded her with questions.
*****
I finished at two a.m. that night. Then I was relieved to find the house empty when I got home twenty minutes later. Showered quickly and then slipped naked between my sheets and waited. I'd known she'd eventually come.
I was still awake just short of three a.m. when I heard the key in the lock downstairs. Listened as Natalie slowly came up the stairs. Waited when she stopped outside my bedroom door, a door I'd purposely left half open.
For seconds she hovered there; I just knew she was staring at me but I said nothing and lay unmoving. She took a few steps away, then returned, then finally hissed, "Are you awake?"
I stayed immobile, and again she turned to go, mumbling a warning, "I'll get him tomorrow," as she moved toward her room next door. A minute later I heard the shower running in our shared bathroom, and couldn't help wondering if it wouldn't have been better to have answered her.
And then a couple of minutes later I sensed her presence in my room. She'd entered silently on bare feet but peeking I saw her by my bedside, her long red hair still wet, hanging loose, her body barely covered by a virgin white, spaghetti strapped chemise that just covered her thighs.
"I know you're awake," she hissed, then after waiting seconds for a response, bent over and as she shook my shoulder ordered angrily, "Bobby...get up!"
I groaned, stretched, then slowly opened my eyes and asked with a question in my voice, "Natalie?"
"Don't Natalie me," she ordered. "I am not happy with you Bobby," she informed me.
"What time is it sis?" I asked sleepily.
"It's time you got your rear end kicked. Are you crazy? Dancing naked? Does mommy know? What's happened to you since I left?" The questions tumbled angrily from her mouth but I knew I couldn't back down. Who was it who said the best defense is a good offense?
"Me! You go away to college and all of a sudden you're going to strip clubs. Watching and touching naked men? Who's this Charlie they were all talking about?"
"Don't change the subject," she ordered as she turned on the bedside lamp.
Gawd she was beautiful. Her aureoles were easily seen through the thin white cloth. Her full round breasts stretched taut the soft satin that struggled to contain them. "You're mad at me huh?" I asked shyly as I sat up against the headboard and drank in her beauty through half closed lids.
"Of course I am! Why are you...I mean how did you ever..."
"It just happened."
"It just happened? That's your excuse? It just happened?"
"Well it's complicated...a long story," I said, trying to rouse her interest.
"I have all night," she announced, then sat down on my bed.
"But," I delayed, delighting in the sight of her body.
"TALK," she ordered as she settled herself next to me against the headboard.
So I told her a story, partly true and partly fabricated. Of course I mentioned Maria Cabrera and her involvement in my introduction to the 'Cock Pit'.
"How old was she? She slept with a boy? Seduced him?" she demanded angrily.
"It wasn't all her fault, I am eighteen," I answered gallantly.
"She's a slut... a prostitute, we should never allow those people into the country," she accused, transferring much of her anger to the lovely Latina.
"I did it for mom too, you know she works so hard Natalie," I offered quietly, opening up a new front. "With all the expenses she has and I haven't helped at all...all my friends work jobs," I added, knowing this would hit my sister hard. This had been a long term bone of contention in our family and I'd known Natalie felt as bad about the state of affairs as I did.
"I wanted to work, I offered," she protested, "you know she'd never let us work. I did get a scholarship."
"I know Nat," I said as I put my arm around her shoulder, "but I thought if I made some money I could send some to you and you wouldn't need as much from mom...and I'd not take any from her...and she wouldn't have to work so hard."
"Oh Bobby," she said softly as I pulled her into my body. I feasted on her tits which were now easily seen down her gaping top. I hoped she was feeling too worried about mom to notice how the sheet in my lap was tenting upward.
The thing about my sister is that while you might get a little advantage over her from time to time she was far too smart to completely fool for long.
"Are you conning me?" she finally asked.
"Me?"
"Bobby!"
"Well...I do sorta like it," I finally admitted with a sheepdog look.
"You like women watching you, touching you?" she asked.
"I like dancing. In front of a crowd, entertaining them. You taught me."
"Hah! You like them looking at your...your thing...your cock."
"Uh huh, I like...showing myself," I admitted with a grin.
"Do you ever...I mean do you ever go home with any of them?" she asked.
"Just once," I lied, figuring that would satisfy her curiosity. "She was a lawyer...from New York...just in town for a couple of days...I know I shouldn't have Natalie...I mean I was going out with Sandy...and I was still seeing Maria," I admitted slowly.
"Oh my gawd, you've turned into a pervert. How many girls are you sleeping with? How old was she?"
"The lawyer?" Seeing Natalie's nod I went on, "About forty."
"That's older than mom. What if she finds out?"
"You're sleeping with this Charlie guy," I answered, trying to get her off track.
"I'm not going out and dancing naked for three hundred men every night. Or sleeping with every Tom, Dick and Harry."
"You'd be good at it," I said with a little boys grin, using a tone that I'd used for years whenever I'd wanted something from her. "With your dancing ability...your looks...Christ Nat, you'd make a fortune."
"Good thought Bobby, send your sister out to become a stripper so your mom doesn't have to work so hard," she said grumpily. But there was a grin in her eyes as she said it and I pulled her even tighter against me.
"Don't smile," I teased.
"Ha, ha," she grumbled but after a few seconds started to giggle and then asked, "So, when did it get so big anyway?"
"What?" I stalled, wanting her to say it.
"Your thing...your penis," she finally mumbled.
"I don't know...it's always been -"
"Bobby, it's not always been," she interrupted. "It was never like that."
"It sorta grew. I mean you haven't seen it since I was like five or something," I protested.



"We've danced! I've seen you in a bathing suit. Besides you never said anything. Mom never said anything. All my friends...tonight...after we saw...they asked me why I'd never told them."
"I don't go around showing people my penis," I said, not thinking.
"Except for three hundred women every night," Nat said, almost bouncing on the bed in her anger.
I decided to say nothing, instead just took more quick glances at the movement of her breasts under the thin chemise while trying to look contrite.
"How big is it anyway?" she finally blurted out. "When its, you know...big."
"I don't know...just average I guess."
"Yeah right...for a horse," she muttered as her eyes drifted to the top of the sheet that just barely covered my groin. "And why are you shaved?"
"You noticed?" I asked innocently.
"Bobby," exasperation now clear in her voice, "it was hard not to notice you have no bloody pubic hair."
"Well..."
"Let me see it," she finally demanded. I nodded okay but didn't move. Slowly her hand went to the top of the sheet, then gently pushed it down across my thighs. I sprang out!
"It's hard again...I mean erect," she said as she left her hand resting on my thigh just inches from the base of my shaft.
"Uh huh," I agreed, my eyes and thoughts on the top of her nightie which, as she'd bent, had opened again and left her nipples exposed. Surprisingly thick and long pink points that rose majestically from perfectly shaped cones.
"I never did get my dance," Nat suddenly said, "you were supposed to come back."
"You guys didn't wait. Besides you have Charlie," I said, pretending to dismiss her.
"You said you'd come back to the table," she pouted and for just a second I felt a finger graze my manhood.
"Okay, I'll give you a dance now," I announced, calling her bluff, and then threw off the sheet completely and jumped out of bed.
"Noooo. You can't," she giggled, "you don't have a stool."
But I did...and quickly produced it from my cupboard, explaining I'd got it to practice with at home. I placed it in front of the sofa against the wall and with a flick of my head invited her to sit.
"I shouldn't," she said even as she moved towards her place.
"It's still twenty bucks," I said before she could sit.
"What? I'm your sister."
"Twenty bucks," I insisted again with my hand now out.
"You're terrible! Okay I'll pay you tomorrow," she finally agreed. "But I should at least get two for one. I did teach you to dance."
"Alright...for you...two for one," I agreed slowly, "but you have to pay in advance."
"That's not fair," she accused. But I knew she was as excited as I, and she quickly rushed from the room promising to be back in seconds.
It was a little longer than seconds. In fact I had programmed my ipod and had hooked it up to the speakers by the time she returned. She'd combed her hair...I could smell the perfume she'd daubed on. Her nipples were still hard as she sat on the plush couch. She had no panties on under her diaphanous shift. I could smell her excitement.
"You better give me a good dance," she ordered as she reluctantly passed over the twenty.
"What's that?" I asked, seeing she had something else in her hand. I watched as she let one end of the cloth tape measure slip from her hand.
"Well," she said when she saw my fake grimace, "the girls did want to know ..."
I was shy at first. Incredibly excited but shy. A thousand thoughts and emotions and memories rippled through my body. And yet the girl I'd danced with and loved all my life still felt somehow out of my reach.
My cock had never been fuller, never harder, never longer. But for that first dance but I didn't really force it, instead just teased, mainly staying out of contact with Natalie. I simply watched her as her eyes followed the thick cobra that I kept moving in a mesmerizing dance just inches from her face.
"Let me measure him," she said after my first dance. I brought my rampant shaft towards her, left it so that the thick bulb of its head just touched her chemise and her left breast. I could feel the excited nipple through the thousand nerve ends at the end of my prick, then watched as a drop of pre cum squeezed out and onto the soft satin.
"You're too close," she protested as she fumbled with the tape. She held one end of the tape at the base of my shaft, her hand struggling to circle the fat base to hold it there. Then she slowly unwound the tape the length of my penis. There was another thick drop of pre-cum hanging precariously from my tip when her finger finally got there.
She wiped it away absent mindedly as she read the number from the tape. "It's too big...they're not supposed to be so," she started.
"Bigger than Charlie's?" I asked, and then watched as she brought her sticky finger to her mouth without thinking. I watched as she tasted me for the first time.
"Dance like you do for real clients," she urged when the second song started, then put her hands on the back of my legs and softly caressed my calves.
"You're so beautiful Nat," I whispered as I edged forward toward her. "I've always wanted you," I added as I brought my straining penis ever closer to her face.
"You're just saying that," she protested as her hands slid up the back of my legs until her palms were cupped softly under my ass.
"I'd always dream of you...at night...after we'd danced...I'd touch myself," I said as I put my left hand around the base of my cock and then rubbed its steely length up against her cheek. Then I brought my cockhead slowly to her closed lips.
"No," she groaned but when she spoke her wet tongue licked another drop of pre cum from me. Her lips were opening just as the song ended!
"Okay, now it's your turn," I said as I stepped down.
"My turn to what?" Natalie asked softly.
"To dance for your little brother. I can't do all the work."
"I can't. I've never," she said as she nodded toward the stool.
"What happened to the great dancer?" I mocked gently.
I saw she was about to protest but then saw the twinkle I knew so well come into her eyes. "Twenty dollars a dance," she said with her hand out. "No discounts," she warned as I walked towards my money on the dresser.
"You're an amateur," I laughingly said as I grabbed a hundred from the pile of my earnings and handed it to her. "Five please."
"What? Fivvvve?"
"To start," I laughed as I sat.
She didn't even take her little chemise off that first dance, instead just danced on the stool a good foot from me. But I couldn't help but see the flashes of the red curls growing at the base of her stomach, or not smell the thick sexual aroma that wafted towards me from between her legs.
"You're supposed to disrobe," I teased when the song ended.
"Just wait," she ordered and when the music started again she quickly slipped the straps from her shoulders.
"Too bad you're my sister," I complained as I watched Natalie dance, who, while still keeping her distance, was clearly starting to get into it. I could see the moisture beading in her soft red pubic curls.
"C'mon here...closer," I insisted when the third song started. Then I ran my hands up and down the back of her thighs, exerting just enough pressure to urge her forward.
"On my lap...sit on my lap," I instructed as her stomach came in contact with my face.
"Like this?" she asked as she slid slowly down my body.
"I knew you'd be good at this," I mumbled through her breasts as she slowly lowered.
"Shutup you," she said with a giggle but moaned out a "Ohhh Bobbby," when for a second I captured a thick nipple between my teeth. I could feel her wet sex as it slithered across my stomach. The song ended just as she trapped my shaft under her bum. Our lips met.
We were still kissing when the fourth song started. And then, with my hands under her, supporting her butt, I stood, lifting her up with me. My penis was crammed awkwardly between our two bodies, straining, impatient to be driven home. Natalie tightened her arms around my neck and then locked her legs around my back as I crushed her against me.
"Don't! Stop...please Bobby," she groaned. Her pointed breasts seemed to be trying to poke through my chest.
Slowly I lifted her butt upwards, letting her stomach, then her hair covered mound, then finally her moist crack feel my penis, feel his urgent, hard need as it scraped past her.
Then when I'd finally lifted her high enough, so that now her wetness was against my stomach, my cock sprang free of her and stood arched, ready, just millimeters below her engorged opening.
I slowly lowered her until my sticky cockhead was perfectly aligned and just touching her damp hole. Then, as I hungrily devoured her lips with mine, I lowered her so that my round bulb was almost all inside her. She groaned into my mouth as I left her hanging atop me, her vagina's lips spread impossibly wide trying to accommodate me.
"Pleassssse," she finally moaned, "please Bobby....more...put it in."
I lowered her slowly, felt the head finally slip fully in and felt her pussy close behind the thick ridge and tighten around my shaft. Lowered her another three inches and then stopped. Then I slowly lifted her up and down on the cock that was inside her. Even as her vagina struggled to stretch wide to accept me I could feel the warm, slick lubricant of her female juices coat my invading piston.
"Morrrrrrrre," she cried. "More Bobby...please."
I dropped her farther, shoving another hard three inches inside her.
"It's big...so big," she moaned as she wriggled atop my pole. I walked her, always impaled, to the bed and slowly lowered her to the soft sheets.
"Fuck me...hurry...I'm coming Bobby...please, hurrrrrry," she near screamed as I pushed the last thick inches inside her. Then I felt the first spasms of her orgasm as I started to piston my penis into her in long, deep thrusts.
She was coming for a second time five minutes later when I felt the tightening that presaged my orgasm. Tried to pull out before my sauce could splash inside my sister's fiery cunt.
"No...stay," she cried, tightening her ankles around my back.
"I'm cumming...we can't -"
"I'm on the pill, I want to feel it," she demanded just as the first explosion of cum rushed up my cock and into my now screaming sister. Her repeated howls of 'fuck me', and 'more', and 'oh yes Bobby', echoed around the room.
We did it four more times before the sun started to rise. No gymnastics or crazy stuff. We had no need of oral sex or other foreplay, hell we'd both been building up to this for all our lives.
There was no need for either of us to say how good it was, or how much we loved each other. We simply knew.
"I've gotta go," Natalie finally whispered as the sun started to stream in through the window. "Mom will be home soon."
"Tonight?"
"We only have two more nights...I don't want to go back to school Bobby...I could take the term off."
"You have to. I'll visit. Every couple of weeks," I promised as we clung to each other in desperation.
*****
I woke late the next day; it was almost one in the afternoon when I finally stumbled into the kitchen dressed just in my boxers. Mom and Natalie were drinking coffee in their house coats and didn't look like they'd been up much longer than me.
"Morning," I mumbled.
"Bobby, go put some clothes on," mom admonished as I bent over to give her a kiss.
"You guys are in your nightgowns," I muttered as I kissed Natalie. On the lips. Let her feel my tongue before I retreated and sat down. "Aren't you going to cook me breakfast ma?"
"We're in a rush," mom complained but still stood and moved towards the stove. "Bacon and eggs?"
"Please mom," I answered as I slipped a hand onto my sister's leg under the table. She let me slip it slowly up her thigh, and then actually spread her legs and let my finger linger for seconds on her slit before she jumped up and said she had to get ready.
She and mom were scheduled to go to the wedding practice and dinner that night. Yours truly had to stay at home and wait.
They got back fairly late, just before midnight, entering the house giggling and happy. "You're still up," Mom said as she teetered over and gave me a quick kiss.
"I had to wait up for my girls," I answered as I pulled them both to me for a quick hug. I could smell the booze on mom's breath. "Have you been drinking?" I asked my normally tea toting mom.
"Just a little," mom answered, then gave me a kiss meant for my cheek put which somehow found my lips. Our wet tongues intertwined for seconds before she half collapsed against me.
"Did you get mom drunk on purpose?" I accusingly asked Nat as she and I helped our reeling mother up the stairs and into her room. Nat shooed me away when we'd got her to her bed saying she'd undress mom. Within seconds mom was snoring, passed out from the unusual amount she'd drunk.
Still, I lingered in the doorway, watched as Natalie stripped mom of her dress, then her bra, then finally her yellow lace panties. Then I feasted on the breasts so much like her daughters, fuller and rounder perhaps, then I let my eyes slip down to the thin blond pubic patch so unlike Natalie's. Saw the pink channel that had borne me.
"Bobby," Natalie squealed when she noticed me still lurking, then covered mom with a sheet and rushed toward the door. But I had my sister naked before we were halfway down the hallway. Then simply held her up against the wall and pushed my straining manhood inside her.
"You shouldn't have looked at mom," Natalie said even as I stroked deeply upward inside her.
But I was still seeing mom in my mind when I started to shoot my creamy cum into my beautiful sister five minutes later.
THE END of PART ONE
*
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*** Scene 1: Emergency room, Mercy Hospital, Sunday night ***
"Oh Chriiiiiiiiiisst!" I screamed, or I thought I did.
"Constable? Constable Esposito?" I heard from somewhere behind the lights that seemed to be all around me. Then I saw a huge black woman menacingly appear through the glare.
"Don't shoot bitch," I tried to scream as her hands moved towards me.
"We gave him a shot...on the way over," I heard from somewhere in the background.
"Get his clothes off," another voice ordered.
I went away for a few seconds, then came back to find my uniform off...could feel the cool air on my chest. Saw the blood soaked bandage just next to my heart. Oh fuck, I moaned inwardly, slowly remembering.
"Cut off his shorts, hurry nurse," I heard ordered in an authoritative, female voice that just had to belong to a doctor. Then I was suddenly aware of the pain coming from my groin. Watched as my boxer shorts were pulled from me. Saw the huge stain of red blood on them.
"Not my cock, please god, not my cock," I begged, then tried to lift my head to see what damage I'd incurred.
"It's still there Constable," the doctors voice said as somebody's hand tried to hold my head down.
"Don't know how anyone could have missed it though," another voice said, the black nurse I thought, a Jamaican. And even as I felt the four women hard at work on me around the table I couldn't miss the giggles that had escaped from every mouth at the Jamaicans words.
"You just may live Constable," the doctor's voice said soothingly. "They missed your heart and just nicked your...your male attachment," she finished, unable to keep the grin out of her voice.
"Your two most important organs," the Jamaican added laughing.
"Certainly your biggest," another voice interjected.
I suddenly realized I was surrounded by women. Fucking comedians. "I'm dying and I'm in the middle of fucking Comedy Central?" I protested weakly.
Then understanding what the doctor had said, muttered, "Just nicked my prick? Where?" I demanded, struggling again to lift myself so I could see.
I could feel fingers at my groin, then felt my penis and balls lifted to the side. "One bullet entered your chest and fortunately was deflected by a rib and away from your heart and out your side, a little blood, nothing too serious, a few stitches," the doctor explained. "The other bullet seems to have just nicked the tip of your penis and then entered your thigh. It's still in there."
"In my cock?" I asked, my drug addled brain only getting every second word.
"No, the bullets lodged in your upper thigh. Fortunately it missed the main artery. We're going to send you to surgery as soon as we get the X-rays. Should be a piece of cake constable."
"Where's the surgeon?"
"I'm Doctor O'Malley...I'm the surgeon," she explained.
"Oh shit," I groaned. "A broad shot me and now one wants to cut off my dick."
"Women troubles Constable?" somebody asked.
"The story of my life," I mumbled. Then I started to get a hard-on. No shit! I got a bullet in me, blood everywhere, I'm doped up and I got a friggin hard-on growing.
All five of them started to laugh, the doc, the Jamaican nurse, a small Asian nurse, a female orderly and the EMT tech, also a woman, who'd brought me in and was leaning against the wall observing.
"Looks like it still works Constable Esposito," the big black woman said between guffaws. "Still don't know how anyone coulda missed hitting it though."
"Everything's so big in America," the little Filipino nurse agreed.
"Okay people, let's get our favorite policeman into the surgery," I heard Dr. O'Malley order.
"You know what you're doing Doc?" I asked as someone started to wheel my bed down the corridor. "I mean, you've had lots of experience with penises?"
"I'm not so sure about that," I heard in a chuckling Jamaican voice, "in fact I'm not sure our doctor has ever seen one quite like yours."
"Jesus," I mumbled, my last words before I went under.
*** Scene 2: Hospital room, Monday 10 a.m. ***
I had just awoken when the gang of white coated females trooped into my room the next morning. Drowsy and still drugged I had no idea where the hell I was, let alone who these people were standing around my bed and staring down at me.
"Who the fuck are you guys?" I grumbled, my head instantly throbbing the second I'd lifted it from the pillow.
"Are you feeling better this morning Constable Esposito?" a voice asked. It sounded familiar but I didn't recognize the tall, red haired looker whose mouth had formed the words.
"Where the hell am I?" I demanded.
"Mercy General Hospital. You were brought in last night."
"Hospital?" I asked but then started to remember. "Christ, my cock!"
"We didn't have to amputate after all," Dr. O'Malley said deadpan, a cute, quizzical grin on her lips.
"You're the comedian," I said pointing, "The sexy broad with the great body who thinks she's funny." None of the ladies surrounding my bed even broke into a smile. Most frowned.
"Constable Esposito was brought in last night, bullet wounds to his chest and groin," the babe who was pretending to be a doctor said to the group of white jacketed girls who seemed to be paying a lot of attention to every word she said.
I went away for a minute, when I woke up again the tall broad was undoing a bandage on my chest while she talked. Christ, she's the surgeon, I was shot, I suddenly remembered.
I listened as she described my chest wound as 'minor' to the group I finally understood to be interns. Christ, I wondered to myself, is everybody working in this hospital female.
I tuned back into the Doc's words as she was saying, "Fortunately the assailants second shot lodged into the fleshy part of Constable Esposito's inner thigh after just nicking the tip of his penis." As she talked Doctor O'Malley was holding my cock in her hot little hand, first displaying its tip to the interns and then lifting it away from the wound below.
"Jesus doc," I muttered as the group of interns crowded even closer around my bed, all their eyes boring into the shaft that was suddenly lengthening and hardening in the doctor's warm palm.
"As you can see, the constable still has a fully functioning male member," my surgeon told the gaping girls.
"I'll say," one mumbled as the rest nodded their heads in agreement.
After a couple of minutes more going over my wounds and treatment with the interns, Doctor O'Malley gently released my now throbbing cock and left the room followed by her students.
*** Scene 3: Hospital Room, Monday 4:00 p.m. ***
When I woke up in the afternoon the first thing I saw was Maria sitting in a chair next to my bed, holding my hand in her lap. I remembered everything.
"Johnnnnnie!" my older sister shrieked when she saw I was awake. Then she jumped up and leaned over and hugged me before she started to rain down a cascade of wet kisses all over my face.
"Hi honey," I gasped as my sister's hug brought a grimace of pain to my face. "Not so tight."
"Oh Johnnie, I'm sorry," she said as she jumped back and let me go. "Oh gosh, did I hurt you?"
"No, its okay," I said with a grimace. "The doc said the one in my chest bounced off, just a scratch."
"A scratch? Let me see," she insisted as she pulled the sheet off my body and then undid the hospital gown. I had to order her to stop when she started to pull the tape off my chest wound.
"It has to stay covered honey; the doctor doesn't want it infected."
"What about your penis?" she asked. She was just in the process of lifting it off my thigh to inspect it when Dr. O'Malley burst through the door.
"What do you think you're doing," she squawked authoritatively at my sister.
Maria was not easily deterred. "And who the hell are you?" she demanded back, my cock still grasped in her left hand.
"I just happen to be this man's doctor. He's been shot if you haven't noticed yet. Now get your hands off Constable Esposito and immediately explain just who the hell you are and what you're doing here." I couldn't have helped but notice that Doc O'Malley looked darn pretty when she was angry but still felt she was in tough with my dark haired sis. I closed my eyes and pretended I was still out of it. My penis started to fill with blood as Maria continued to grasp it.
"You? A doctor? It's impossible...you're too young. Where's the real doctor? Johnnie's a policeman, he doesn't have to settle for some wet behind the ears student," my sister said indignantly. "Now go and get me someone who knows what he's doing or I'll call the police union president." Meanwhile her hand was gently squeezing my penis.
Peeking, I could see that if I didn't do something these two were going to be pulling hair and rassling on the floor soon.
"Dr. O'Malley?" I said while I waved a hand to try and attract my now irate surgeon's attention. A nurse rushed into the room as I talked.
"Nurse, who is this woman? Why is she here? Call security," the good doctor ordered.
"But Dr. O'Malley," the young nurse protested.
"No buts nurse, I want this pervert out of this room immediately."
"PERVERT!" my sweet sister screamed.
I was tempted to close my eyes again and ignore them but finally decided I didn't want my doctor and sister carted off to jail. So instead I simply yelled, "HELP!"
"What is it?" the two women asked at the same time as they turned to look at me. Their eyes were flashing in anger.
"Dr. O'Malley, may I introduce my sister, Mrs. Maria Paolina Cattini. Hon, this is the world famous penile surgeon, Dr. Katherine O'Malley."
"Your sister?"
"World famous? Her? What is she, Irish or something?" Sis asked with a sneer.
"Why was she touching your penis?" my doc demanded.
"Why is some weird looking Irish girl operating on a man's penis?" my sister shot back.
"She was touching his penis?" the young, bewildered nurse asked.
"Weird looking?" Doctor O'Malley croaked.
"I need a pain killer," I said softly, then closed my eyes.
"Get him a pill," my doctor ordered and then turned to leave the room.
"Oh no you don't," I heard Maria yell, her Italian/American anger fully roused, "I've got some questions for you lady."
I opened my eyes just in time to see my sister rushing to follow the swiftly departing doc. Then I noticed that my little nurse was staring open mouthed at my penis.
Finally she looked up and saw me watching her. "Somebody tried to shoot it?" she asked.
"It's a long story," I said with a grin.
"How long?' she asked, her eyes darting back to my groin.
Jesus!
*** Scene 4: Hospital Room, Monday, 9:30 p.m. ***
"I'm not leaving," my younger sister, eighteen year old Rosetta Lucia Esposito, insisted to the nurse who was trying to shoo her from the room. Rosie had got there an hour earlier but had been standing quietly in the corner waiting as a parade of my friends and fellow cops had passed through the room.
"Visitors hours are over Miss," the pretty Asian nurse insisted.
"He's my brother and I'm not leaving," Rosie insisted rather belligerently as she grabbed my hand and sat down in the chair next to my bed.
"I'll have to call security Miss," the nurse warned but I could tell her heart wasn't in it.
"Johnnie's a policeman...the mayor gave him a medal three months ago, for bravery... we're not afraid of some play cop," Rosie announced in an authoritative voice that belied her age and her normally sweet disposition.
"Rosie, maybe you better-" I started.
"I'm not leaving," Rosie stated, but then almost leapt from the seat and embraced me. "Oh Johnnie, what if they'd killed you?" she asked as the tears started to flow from her eyes.
Rosie stayed the night! In the chair next to the bed. At least most of the night.
Drugged I slept through most of the night but did wake momentarily sometime after two a.m. and saw Rosie was talking quietly to a nurse I didn't recognize, the two of them huddled standing at the side of my bed.
"You're sure it's all right? You're sure Johnnie's going to be able to...to you know-"
"Have sex? Father children?" the nurse asked.
"Yes," Rosie whispered, her eyes flicking to my face to make sure I was still asleep.
"Oh don't worry about that, Jenny, she's the day nurse, she told me he was hard as a rock most of the morning. All the nurses were sneaking in to get a peek."
"Why, is something wrong with it?" my befuddled sister asked.
"Honey there isn't anything wrong with your brother's penis. I mean look at it," the nurse said and then I felt her hand circle my cock. "Haven't you ever seen it before? How many penises have you seen anyway?"
"I've never seen any," my innocent sister protested.
"Well you're not going to see many nicer than this one," the nurse announced, then offered, "here, put it in your hand."
"But he's my brother," my sister protested even as her fingers reached for me.
Oh fuck I thought, my innocent little eighteen year old Catholic School going sister is touching my cock. And in about five seconds I'm going to start hardening.
"These are his balls," I heard the nurse instruct Rosie. "Here, hold them...yup, that's right. You know, I wouldn't mind jumping on your brother right now."
"He's sick," my sister protested, the last words I heard before I conked out again.
Rosie was sleeping innocently in the chair by my bed when I awoke just after eight the next morning.
*** Scene 5: Hospital Room, Tuesday, late afternoon ***
"Are they gone?" Doctor O'Malley asked with a twinkle in her eye as she watched me from the doorway.
"Who?" I asked, surprised at how happy I was to see the good doc.
"The ferocious Esposito sisters. Are there only two?" she asked as she walked toward the bed. She looked gorgeous. "I understand a second one showed up last night and ran off the nursing staff."
"You're pretty tall, aren't you?" I asked as I let my eyes roam up and down her body. It was hard to tell just what her tits looked like hidden as they were under the buttoned up white coat.
"For a woman, you mean?"
"I'd heard all Penile Surgeons were short," I answered grinning.
"Did you Constable? And how many penile surgeons do you know?" she challenged back with a smile and then lifted my sheet away and raised my hospital gown. "Well it's still there...and gee whiz, will you look at that, for once it isn't hard," she finished as she lifted it up and inspected it.
However that wasn't true for long! "When can I go home doc?" I asked as I lengthened in her hand.
"Probably Saturday, if there aren't any complications, we'll see," she answered as her other hand lifted the bandage from my inner thigh. She still had my cock held firmly in my other hand.
"It looks good, the wounds closed...no infection," she said absentmindedly as she gently touched my thigh.
"What about sex?" I asked, "I mean will I be able to do it fairly soon?"
"They told me you weren't married Constable...premarital sex shouldn't be an issue for a good Catholic boy like you," she said with a grin, then released my penis and covered me up. None too soon either as it turned out. A couple of seconds later my hospital room door banged open.
"Christ, here you are. I've been looking for you for a good half hour." It was one of those voices that just grate on you, high and whiney, and it came from a short, prematurely bald guy who stood in the doorway, an angry glare on his face.
"Who the fuck are you?" I demanded, royally pissed off at this jerk who was breaking into my quality time with the good doc.
"Oh Graham, this is the police officer who was shot, the one I was telling you about, Constable Esposito," Doctor Kathy O'Malley announced to the guy at the door. Then she turned to me and said, "Johnny, this is Geoff Moody, my husband."
"Doctor Geoffrey Moody, Head Urologist," the asshole said pompously, then added, "hurry up Katherine, if we don't rush we're going to be late for the ballet. Go and get changed and come up to my office when you're done here," he ordered, then turned and left the room.
"You're married? To him? The fuckin ballet," I spat out staccato like. "He's bald. And like five foot tall," I added. "Hurry fuckin up? What about the goddam patients," I said, quickly coming to a boil.
"He's not bald! And he's five-seven," Kathy retorted, a blush spreading on her cheeks.
"Your children will all be midgets," I said, "And why the hell is he a Moody and you're an O'Malley?"
"I kept my maiden name...for professional reasons. Now you be good, I've got to go. I'll see you tomorrow," she finished, then turned to go.
"A midget urologist? I told you most penile surgeons were short," I shouted to her retreating back.
*** Scene 6: Hospital Room, Wednesday Afternoon ***
Her long, curly, red hair was unpinned and riding wildly on her shoulders when the Doctor swept into my room the next afternoon, a ferocious scowl on her face. Her white jacket, which I'd only ever seen tightly closed, was unbuttoned and flapping open, revealing a soft, light green, cashmere sweater under which two perfectly sized breasts were moving quite delightedly.
"Hi?" I ventured, the question clear in my voice, my eyes flicking back and forth between her face and her luscious breasts.
"They're all asses. Dumb old men who don't have a fucking clue," she muttered as she lifted my sheet.
"Hospital politics?" I guessed.
"They should take a few of them out and shoot them," she added as she pulled the bandage from my chest, taking my last few remaining chest hairs off with the tape.
"Ouch."
"Sorry," she apologized. "It's just some of these idiots think we're back in the stone age. Don't they realize that in five years there are going to be more women doctors than men in this country?"
"You smell nice," I said, ignoring her complaint.
"I do?"
"Uh huh. Sexy hair too. And doc, to be a green sweater right now," I finished, then gave her a wolf's whistle.
"Shut up you," she ordered, but there was a smile on her lipsticked lips when she added, "and try not to get an erection today."
"Too late doc," I answered smiling as we both watched my penis jump upwards when she lowered the sheet to my knees and freed him.
She licked her lips involuntarily even as she muttered a protesting, "Hummmmmh."
"So how was the ballet?" I asked as she inspected my cockhead.
"I hate the ballet...I just go because Geoffrey insists."
"Me too...I mean I hate it too, well, I don't like him much either," I answered, "It's Broadway for me."
"You like the theatre?" she asked, both surprise and interest in her voice.
"You too?"
"Daddy used to take me, like from the time I was four," Doc O'Malley said wistfully. And, over the next three or four minutes, as stories of shows seen spilled from both our lips, tales of performances and performers we'd seen, Katherine O'Malley's fingers stayed circled around my penis. And in fact, at some point her hand started to gently move up and down my straining shaft, pumping me even as she was lost in nostalgic reminiscing.
Suddenly realizing what she'd been doing, she released me and jumped back from the bed.
"So, am I going to be able to have sex soon? You never answered in your rush to leave last night," I asked, a clear challenge in my voice.
But it's very hard to disconcert a surgeon, even a beautiful female one, and in seconds, composed again, she approached the bed and grasped my penis firmly in her hand and turned it so it was facing up towards my eyes.



"You'll heal completely Constable Esposito, but you'll have to wait before having any kind of penetrative sex until this sore completely heals. Probably another week," she said in her most authoritative voice as she pointed to the small scab that was on the edge of the thick ridge that separated my shaft from the bulbous head. "And tell your sister not to touch it either."
"Always the comedian aren't you," I asked, then added, "I was lucky, wasn't I?" I was staring at how close the hopped up crackhead had come to shooting off my penis.
"You were...but I'm not so sure about the female population of New York City though," Kathy countered as she arranged the sheet over me. "I've got to go," she said as she moved back from the bed.
"Hey," I called.
"Hey what?" she asked as she stood just inside the door.
"So, did you get lucky last night...after the ballet I mean? Did the midget jump your bones?" I asked with a leer.
"That's none of your business constable," she answered grinning.
"C'mon, you know all my secrets...fill me in," I cajoled.
"I don't think I do know all your secrets," she replied as she moved towards the door, but then turned and said, "but for your information he didn't."
She then stood with her back against the door, her jacket open, her shoulders pulled back so her breasts stood like pointed beacons, a challenge in her Irish eyes.
"He's a fool," I said, my eyes boring into hers.
"Yes he is," she finally agreed, the challenge still in her sparkling green eyes.
"What color underwear are you wearing anyway? Red to match your hair, I'll bet," I said, trying again to throw her off balance.
"None of your business," she answered laughing, but her body language, the slight spreading of her legs, the way she tightened her shoulders even more, the way her nipples lengthened as they fought to escape the soft wool that held them, all belied her words.
"Show me," I urged, "have pity on the poor police officer who's struggling to recover from his wounds, a man who almost lost his manhood to protect the good citizens of our fair city."
"Hah! What a load of..." she sneered back but both her hands had slipped downward to the hem of her skirt. Slowly her fingers pulled the cloth upward, first over her knees and then inch by inch up her thighs until I finally caught a glimpse of the soft red lace that sat so sexily at the juncture of her milky white legs.
"Jesus, I was right," I laughed as I threw my sheet off me and grabbed my throbbing shaft that was bobbing eagerly in the air.
Kathy held her skirt above her waist for second after second, then finally smiled, dropped her skirt, said, "Don't aggravate your wound Constable Esposito, and I hope you have sweet dreams," then turned and left the room.
They call them 'wet dreams' for good reason!
*** Scene 7: Hospital Room, Thursday, 9:30 p.m. ***
Visiting hours had just finished and only Maria and my two year old nephew Ricardo were still lingering in the room when Doc O'Malley entered it the next night. She hadn't been in all day.
"I was afraid you'd abandoned me," I said reproachfully as she approached the bed, but I knew she could see how happy I was to see her. To my eyes she seemed to get prettier every day.
"Good evening Mrs. Cattini," the good doctor greeted my sister, ignoring me. The two talked back and forth for a minute or so but it was clear their perfunctory words didn't contain much warmth.
Finally my sister turned to me, her child in her arms, and said, "I better go Johnnie, it's getting late for Ricky. Here baby, give your uncle a kiss," she told her son as she held him so his face was inches from mine.
Then after I'd given him a quick kiss she bent over and brought her lips to mine. Wet, urgent lips that she pushed hungrily against mine. Lips that opened and released her tongue that first probed, then penetrated deep into my mouth. Warm, moist lips and tongue that were met eagerly by mine.
When we finally broke apart, Maria looked once defiantly at Kathy, then quickly left the room. After seconds of silence Dr. O'Malley finally asked, "Is she really your sister?"
"It's sorta complicated Doc," I answered, unable to stop my cock from tenting upward under my sheet.
"I'll bet," she answered angrily but then when I didn't answer she finally said, "Well c'mon, I got lots of time, I'm dying to hear all about it."
It was a story I'd never told anyone before but for some reason I had no trouble telling this beautiful woman. "It was three days before my seventeenth birthday, Maria had just turned eighteen, Rosie was just eleven," I started, the memory of that night so sharp in my mind it could have been yesterday. "It was a Friday night and mom and dad were driving back from a Broadway show."
"Your parents?" Kathy asked, clearly confused.
"A salesman, who'd been out entertaining some clients, drunk of course, crossed into the oncoming traffic and smashed into my parents Honda Accord at about ninety-five miles an hour with his fucking tank. They were both dead before their car had stopped moving."
"Oh Johnnie," Kathy said as she put her hand gently against my cheek.
"Of course everyone wanted to split us up, send me to Uncle Joe in the Bronx, Rosie to Philly to live with mom's brother's family, Maria somewhere else. We said no...we fought them...we got a lawyer. Anyway, in the end the judge finally agreed...Maria at eighteen was old enough for the judge and we had the house, some insurance money...some money from Dad's pension. We sued the prick of course."
The Doc had been absentmindedly examining the wound in my chest as I'd talked so I interrupted my story to ask, "Will I live?"
"Yes Johnnie," she said gently.
"You won't understand," I started, "I mean how the three of us felt...how fucked up we were. Maria and I had to try to be brave for Rosie, be positive, but it was all an act doc. I started my senior year of high school that fall, Maria was in first year at the U...we both worked nights."
"Christ, I didn't go out on a date the whole fall term, shit, neither did Maria. We were like zombies. It wasn't I couldn't have got a date doc, I mean there were quite a few girls that let me know...well you know," I said with a small grin. "I just didn't want to."
"I know exactly what you felt," the doc said with compassion, then slowly slid her hand across my stomach and then through my thick, dark pubic curls before circling my penis at its base.
I knew she couldn't really understand but slowly started to talk again, and as the words started to flow from my lips I slid my left arm from the bed and on to her leg. "It was in the spring, a week after my eighteenth birthday, Maria had just finished her last exam," I explained as my hand slipped under her skirt and moved slowly up the back of her silky thigh. The doc had one hand cupping my balls as her other stroked me almost absent mindedly.
"What happened?" Kathy whispered, her eyes never leaving mine.
"She agreed to go out on a date. With a guy she liked...from school. She was all excited, her first date in over a year," I said, the memory of the night still crystal clear in my mind six years later. "I waited up for her...she got home pretty early, she didn't seem too happy," I said as the fingers of my hand moved onto my doctors firm, round, laced covered derriere. I pushed under the bottom edge of her panties and lightly traced her crack.
"Johnnnnnie," Doc O'Malley groaned in pleasure as I slipped a finger under and then into her slippery, juicy center.
"Maria said it had gone okay, that she'd had fun, but I knew from the way she talked it hadn't been great. I just assumed it was one of those dates where it didn't click, that's all. She went up to bed after a couple of minutes and I grabbed a shower." As I'd talked I'd been working my finger inside Kathy in an insistent rhythmic motion and her fingers had been becoming increasingly tight around my throbbing cock.
"And then what happened," Kathy groaned, the muscles of her inner vagina pulsing around my finger.
"I came out of the shower...with just a towel around my waist. Maria's door was open when I passed, she was sobbing. I went in, she was dressed just in a short nightie, she threw herself into my arms," I told Kathy softly. For a second I didn't want to go on, didn't want to tell this woman what I'd done.
"Tell me," my doc demanded, her hand now moving urgently up and down the length of my penis even while she took care not to touch the raw wound.
"We kissed, then again and again," I admitted. "My towel slipped off... I was hard against Maria's stomach...my cock. I could feel her breasts doc, her hard nipples against my chest. We shouldn't have, I know doc, but-"
"But you wanted her so badly," Kathy panted, her own need clear in every syllable, "and you loved her".
"Yes...we didn't think. Suddenly Maria was naked. We were on her bed...I was on top of her. Fuck, we didn't know anything, we were both virgins," I admitted. "I lifted her bum...pushed in, I had no idea. She screamed, shit, I still don't know how we didn't wake Rosie. Maria was bleeding, crying...I tried to pull out but she'd locked her legs around my back," I said remembering every second of that night.
"Then I started to cum. I'd only got in half way, had only thrust three or four times before I was spurting inside my sister, pumping shot after shot of my sperm inside her." And just as I was describing the moment when I'd lost my virginity, I felt the same, almost painful, tightening in my balls and felt the first rush of creamy sperm up my shaft and watched as it arched upward through the air before it landed with a wet plop on my stomach.
The doc's hand milked every thick, creamy strand from the shaft she was holding as her eyes watched my cum arc through the air.
"Is this part of your therapy doc?" I finally asked, trying to release some of the tension in the room. "You didn't mess up my wound?" I pulled my sopping finger out of her at my last word and slowly brought it to my lips, inhaling her scent as I slipped the sticky digit between my lips.
"I was very careful Constable," she answered then bent her head and brought her long, probing tongue to the pool of creamy cum that had accumulated around my navel.
"Jesus doc," I moaned.
Like a kitten lapping up a saucer of milk, Kathy licked in long greedy strokes until my stomach was clean, then lifted her eyes and asked, "Then what happened with your sister?"
"That night? We did it a second time, then a third. We sorta figured it out together," I confessed, remembering the urgent couplings. "We woke the next morning entwined, shit, we were both embarrassed, didn't know what to say. We finally agreed it was a mistake...not our fault, it just happened...but that we couldn't ever do it again."
"But you did, didn't you?" Kathy asked me, a drop of my sperm still hanging from her lips.
"I wasn't going to; hell I knew it was wrong...but on the way home from school that day I bought two dozen condoms."
"Two dozen?" my doc asked with a grin.
"They didn't last long," I admitted. "We became lovers...week after week...month after month-"
"You two didn't date anyone else?" It was a question but somehow I knew my answer would be no surprise to her.
"Un uh. Not for a long time. She was my first...I loved her. Hell you've seen her, she's everything I could ever want."
"What about Rosie? She must have found out?" Kathy had put her hand back around my still hard penis as she asked the question. Her excitement was palpable.
"She was still young...we tried to be careful. By the time she'd grown up Maria was dating her husband to be," I explained.
"Why'd you let Maria marry someone else?" Kathy asked eagerly.
"Hell we knew doc...we knew we couldn't live together for ever. It's funny, he's a nice guy, a little older than Maria, an accountant now, she met him when she was in her third year."
"He's not like you is he? Not sexy? Not big?" she asked as her hand squeezed my cock as she ran it from my thick base slowly up the hard shaft."
"No, but he's not queer or something...he likes sports...on TV anyway...they make love-"
"But you were always her real man weren't you? Even when they were dating? There was no way she was going to replace you was she?"
"How do you know?" I asked.
"And after your sister got married?" she asked, ignoring my question. "Did you still want her?"
"I'll always want her," I admitted, my eyes locked on hers.
"And you still sleep with her don't you? Fuck her? Your prick belongs to her, doesn't it?" Kathy insisted even as her fingers tightened around me. "And the boy?"
I simply gave a quick nod of my head, acknowledging the parenthood of my nephew.
"You made your sister pregnant...fucked her and made her pregnant," she accused harshly.
But as I watched her I didn't sense disapproval; instead I knew my story had excited her, not disgusted her. "Since their marriage I've sort of drifted the last three years. I've slept with a lot of women...shit doc, too many."
"You're looking for someone, a wife, aren't you?" Seeing the acknowledgement in my eyes she rushed on, "But your wife will have to share you, won't she? With Maria? Maybe even Rosie," she added.
"Not Rosie," I protested as my balls tightened for the second time that night under the doctor's ministrations and a strand of cum hurtled up my cock and then up and out into the air. Kathy released me before the second bucking ejaculation of my penis. We both watched as my prick bobbed in the air shooting out line after sticky line of white cream.
"What if I've finally found her?" I asked as my cock slowly softened.
"I'm married," she answered having understood my meaning.
"So let's hear your story," I said, grabbing Kathy's hand, "what's with the midget husband? Who's he a substitute for?"
"What do you mean...no one," she denied as she backed towards the door, but there was a crimson blush spreading on her face as she lied.
"Hey!"
"What?" she asked timidly.
"I'm an idiot, aren't I? I probably shouldn't have told you...about Maria I mean. I know you don't understand, about how it felt to be all alone...it's not an excuse Doc but I love her. I want you-"
"I'm married." I watched her as she said those two words and couldn't help but see the sadness they caused her reflected in her face. Then, as she stood watching me from near the door, I saw a change flash across her features, could almost hear the click of a decision made come from somewhere deep in her brain. "My mother died when I was seventeen Johnnie, slowly, from cancer," I heard, the pain that lay behind the words striking me almost like a physical blow.
"Kathy-" I started, meaning to offer some solace.
"I know how you felt Johnnie, how you and your sisters felt. About your parents...about everything...about sex." She stopped for a second, looked at me searchingly and then went on, "I lost my virginity on my eighteenth birthday...to my father." And then Kathy turned and fled from the room.
* * * * *
I didn't see Kathy on Friday, she was away at a conference for the weekend, and so I was officially released on Saturday at around noon by one of the hospitals residents. Although able to walk with the help of a cane, I was wheeled out of my room in a wheelchair by my two sisters, feeling foolish as I held an armload of flowers in my lap.
Rosie had received a list of instructions for my care and she and Maria almost drove me crazy for the rest of the day, flitting around me trying to anticipate my every need. Christ, they wanted me to stay in bed and piss in a milk bottle instead of using the toilet.
But I couldn't get the look on Kathy's face as she fled from my room out of my mind. I couldn't wait to see Kathy again...couldn't wait to hear about her father...couldn't wait to feel her body as I slipped inside her...
TO BE CONTINUED...
Thanks for taking the time to read my story. Part 2 should be out in a couple of days – In it Kathy tells Johnnie her dark secret...Rosie lures her recovering brother...Maria finds herself pregnant...
Hey, it's your votes and comments that make writing stories fun. Without your feedback it wouldn't be worth it to post my stories here on Literotica. Please, VOTE and/or make a public COMMENT and/or send me an E-MAIL. thanks, jim



        

  
    Just A Cop's Cock Ch. 02
  
  Just A Cop's Cock Ch. 02

        Red haired doc and his sisters help policeman heal.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/just-a-cops-cock-ch-02

Title: Just A Cop's Cock Ch. 02

Author: scouries

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Red haired doc and his sisters help policeman heal.

Tags: father, daughter, sister, brother/sister, father/daughter, brother, pregnancy

Series: Just A Cop's Cock


The following story is the second and final part of a fictional tale of Romantic Incest that features sexual intercourse between a brother and his sisters as well as a father and his daughter. All the sexual intercourse described involves only people 18 year old and older.
Please enjoy...and I'd certainly love hearing your opinions of the story (vote or public comment or e-mail), thanks...
*** Scene 8: Esposito home, Sunday night, One week after the shooting ***
It was just after eleven Sunday night and I'd been laying naked and contemplating sleep for over an hour when suddenly I felt the sheet that covered me lifted and a body slip onto the mattress beside me.
"Rosie?"
"I wanted to talk to you," my little sister whispered as I stretched to turn on the bedside lamp.
"You've been taking to me for thirty-six hours straight," I complained, but I couldn't keep how much I loved my little sister out of my voice. "I'm tired, and I don't have any clothes on... we can talk tomorrow," I grumbled.
"I've seen you naked before."
"Well you shouldn't have...You know sweetie, I think it's time Maria and I went and talked to the Mother Superior about your religious vocation." Rosie was dressed in a satiny, ivory colored sleep set that did absolutely nothing to hide her teenage beauty. And given her sexy dress, for any man to even suggest that she might become a nun was almost sacrilegious, even if it was coming from her brother.
"Ha, ha, ha, you're so funny," she replied as she snuggled up against me.
"Stop that," I ordered when Rosie lifted the sheet and peeked under.
"I'm just checking to see if it's okay. The nurse showed me how the other night."
"Showed you what?" I demanded with mock anger.
"The wound...on your... your little thing."
"My little thing?"
"Yes, I'm supposed to check it from time to time," she lied with a girlish giggle.
"You're not supposed to see one until after I've escorted you down the aisle to your husband young lady. Like in about five or ten years. Now skedaddle back to your own bed."
Rosie wasn't going to be dissuaded that easily! "I'm still a virgin Johnnie," she whispered.
"Of course you are. What else would you be? What are you taking about?"
"I'm growing up...even if you haven't noticed," she said in an exasperated teenager's voice, then nestled even tighter against me, pushing her full ripe breasts insistently against my side while she lifted one of her thighs on top of mine. "I've been on dates you know. Been kissed. Even been-"
"Even been what?" I interrupted. "If someone's been fooling around with you I'll kill the little bastard-"
"Johnnnnie!"
"Well," I mumbled, "you're only fifteen."
"Ha, ha, ha. You know I'm eighteen. I'll be going to be in university in like three months." Then after watching me for a couple of seconds asked, "Don't you think I'm pretty?"
"Of course, you're beautiful, you're an Esposito," I muttered just as Rosie slipped from the bed and stood so she was facing me. "What are you doing? Are you crazy?" I yelped as Rosie lifted her top over her head, then quickly bent and peeled off her panties. For seconds she stood facing me, proudly naked.
"I'm a woman...even if you haven't noticed," she finally announced, then jumped back under the sheets and slid next to me. The image of her dark triangle of thick pubic hair was burned forever deep into my brain.
"Of course I've noticed. Christ Rosie, what do ya want, I just got shot twice-"
"I woulda killed myself-"
"What are you talking about?" I grumbled, but I couldn't stop the blood that was rushing in to fill my cock.
"If you had died...I would have killed myself Johnnie," my little sister said gravely.
"Are you nuts," I almost yelled. I took her head in my hands, held her so her dark eyes were just inches from mine, "Listen Rosie, you have a sister who loves you. A nephew. A boy out there somewhere who'll love you so much honey...you'll have babies. Don't ever say something like that again, don't even think it," I ordered.
"I almost slept with a boy three weeks ago," she suddenly blurted.
"Are you trying to give me a freakin heart attack?" I groaned. "I'm sick baby."
"I think of it a lot...sex, I mean...and you shouldn't swear," she admonished with some more girlish exasperation.
"But you didn't?" I finally spat out, every one of my senses aware of Rosie's sexual ripeness.
"I told you I was still a virgin," she said with a teenagers pout, then completely changed the subject again. "Do you like that doctor?"
"What doctor?" I stalled.
"Ha, ha. The tall redheaded one...O'Malley...with the great body."
"Rosie, I almost died for crying out loud. I wasn't checking out the bloody doctors. Besides, she's married."
"Well all the nurses and doctors were checking out you," she accused with a grin on her lips, then added, "and all the nurses think your sexy doctor is far too nice to be hooked up with her hubby. Did you see him? He's like five feet tall."
"He's an ass," I agreed quickly.
"So you do like her?"
"She's okay," I admitted.
"Johnnie, do you think I have a good body?" Rosie asked, changing the subject yet again.
"Honey, I've got to get some sleep," I complained but Rosie simply ignored me and pushed the sheet down our bodies.
"My breasts?" she asked as her two hands moved under them and lifted them. They were full, round breasts, and had the perfect combination of firmness and ripeness that only a young girl has for those first fleeting years of womanhood.
"My nipples are too big," she complained as she slowly ran her fingers over the hard, dark red nubs. "They show through my sweaters, my shirts...when I get excited."
"Well don't get excited then. Gosh honey, you're going to an all girls school for crying out loud," I complained, but my eyes were glued to her breasts. "And your breasts are fine," I said nonchalantly, my disinterest belied by my shaft which was dancing proudly upward in the air.
"You get excited," she accused, then grabbed my hand which was lying between our bodies.
"I'm a man, we can't help it," I said as I watched her bring my hand to her breast. I didn't resist. I softly squeezed the satiny smooth skin then let my fingers close on the dark nipple that sat so proudly atop it.
"No ones ever touched them, at least not when I was naked," she said as her hand released mine and then slipped down and across my stomach. "Ohhhh," she groaned as I stretched the fat bud, "definitely not like that."
"Did someone touch them when you were dressed," I tried to demand fiercely but she wasn't fooled.
"I want you to be my first," she said softly as her fingers circled my penis. My hand seemed to have a life of its own as it moved over her chest, cupping, then caressing, her virgin breasts.
"You're first what honey," I groaned.
"And no ones ever touched me here Johnnie," she whispered as she guided my fingers that had been caressing her breasts downward until she pressed my palm against her thickly pelted mound. I immediately felt the stickiness as my middle finger ran up and down her slit.
"Rosie, I'm your brother," I groaned, my cock throbbing in her hot, damp palm.
"When you're better...I know you can't now," she said as she leaned over me so that her lips were just inches from mime. "I want you to be my first...like you were for Maria...I want you inside me."
"Maria? What do you mean," I asked, trying to stall even as my blush gave me away.
"We'll talk about it tomorrow Johnnie, you're sick, you need your sleep," Rosie answered as she gave my penis one last squeeze, then released me while nestling her body closer to mine.
"We won't talk about it ever again," I said, "Now c'mon, get out of here, your poor sick brother has got to get some sleep."
"The nurse told me I should stay close to you...all night, just in case you need anything," she said as she pushed even tighter against me. "I love you," she whispered then captured my lips in hers.
It took a long time before we finally fell asleep in each others arms.
*** Scene 9: Doctor O'Malley's Office, Monday 5:15 p.m. ***
"You're late," Doctor O'Malley accused when I was escorted into her office by her receptionist late Monday afternoon. I was walking with the help of a cane.
"I've had a crappy day too doc...hell, I still can hardly walk and my sisters want me to pee in a bloody milk bottle. And the last time I had sex," I grumbled, but with a smile on my lips.
"You can go Sally," the doc instructed her giggling girl, "I'll clean up; just lock the outer door when you leave."
"You sure Doctor O'Malley?" the girl asked but I could see she was relieved she didn't have to wait til I was done.
"Hi beautiful," I said to my lovely, red-headed doctor when Sally had finally left.
"Always trying to be the charmer eh?" she complained but with a smile in her eyes. "So, how're you feeling,"
"How do you think? My sisters are both driving me crazy and this girl I've got a crush on only likes short guys. And I haven't made love with a woman in two weeks," I teased.
"Abstinence is good for the soul Constable, now go in the examination room and get naked," she ordered.
"Is it?" I asked. "And when was the last time you made love to a man anyway?" I said as I hobbled to the little alcove that held an examination table.
When I was stripped I stood with my butt leaning back against the table, my knees spread, my cock standing at attention.
"You're supposed to wear the robe," Kathy chastised as she moved towards me. As she removed the bandage that covered my chest she was standing between my knees, close enough that my penis was lightly bobbing against her stomach. "It looks good," she said as her fingers traced along the mostly healed pink line that showed the path of the bullet. "This looks much better too," she said as her hand circled my penis and she bent and slowly examined my cockhead.
"It does?"
"But you'll still have to wait a couple more days," she answered to my unasked question. "And for your information officer it has been over a year since I've been with a real man," she then added, answering my original question, then she gave me a gentle squeeze.
"That long? Who was he? It certainly wasn't your hubby."
"None of your business."
"Was it your dad?" I pressed.
"I shouldn't have told you anything," she answered, blushing as she delayed. "It would never work with us...it'd be just sex," she added, a plea in her green eyes that were boring into mine.
"And what's wrong with that?" I asked even though I knew it wasn't ever going to be that simple between the two of us. "No, now c'mon, tell me the story; I've been waiting all weekend. Ya tell me you sleep with your dad and then you just walk away?"
"No, I shouldn't," she refused but I sensed she wanted to and just waited. And she finally did, hesitantly at first, then more and more coherently. She told me how her mother had been diagnosed with breast cancer the week she'd started her junior year of high school.
"They operated...she lost a breast. Then radiation...chemotherapy...we hoped, daddy and I, that it would be okay. But it had already spread, just after Christmas they found more." There were tears on Kathy's cheeks as she talked.
Fucking cancer I thought to myself, realizing at the same time that she'd probably had it worse than me. "She was sixty-eight pounds and in continuous pain when she finally died seven months later," she said as tears poured down her cheeks. "It was a week before my senior year of high school was to start...I was seventeen and a half...a virgin..."
"I know now that what we did wasn't wrong, that it wasn't my fault," she continued seconds later, her sad eyes watching mine. "It's perfectly normal. There are a hundred studies on the subject...it's normal for a daughter to-" she said almost defiantly.
I put my hands on Kathy's head, then quickly undid the knot that held her long, curly red hair up and let her tresses tumble down and over her shoulders. I cradled her head in my hands. "To what?" I asked even though I already knew the answer.
"When mom was sick I did all the cooking, the washing up...all the little jobs. I didn't go out once my junior year of high school...I almost failed my courses. Then when she died-"
"You were lost, I know," I encouraged, remembering the loss I'd felt, then I gently caressed her cheek.
"We were like you when your parents died...we were so unhappy Johnnie. I tried to do everything mommy had done...I tried to replace her for Daddy. God, my senior year was shitty, all I did was study and then rush home and clean the house, do the laundry, cook, think about boys-"
"What about them?" I asked softly as I pushed open Kathy's white doctor's jacket and then slowly undid the buttons on her black silk blouse.
"BOYS! I didn't have a goddam clue. I'd lie in bed...I'd touch myself Johnnie," Kathy cried, then moaned softly when my hands found her breasts through the soft, white, lace trimmed bra I knew she'd worn specially for me.
"On my eighteenth birthday Daddy took me out to dinner...at some fancy place. He even let me have wine," Kathy said remembering. "God, it was a disaster...we were both so unhappy...we were both crying when the waiters brought the special birthday cake daddy had ordered and started to sing Happy Birthday to me."
"You're beautiful," I said reverently as I slipped the bra off her breasts and lightly moved my fingers across her puffy aureoles and onto her straining pink nipples.
"Later, after we got home," she started, ignoring my comment even as she arched her chest harder into my hands, "I was lying in bed thinking, I was touching myself, I knew I had to do something...I was wet...I wanted to help daddy so much... Christ, I was a clueless virgin and daddy hadn't had sex in over a year," she said as she shook her head sadly.
"I won't lie...I'd been thinking of it...of sex with daddy...I'd dreamt of him Johnnie...in me...fucking me," she admitted softly. "I wanted to replace mommy...to be daddy's lover...to have his cock in me...to really be his wife."
"I took off my nightgown, dabbed on some of mom's old perfume...then I walked down the hallway to daddy's room. I was naked...my nipples were tingling I was so excited. His door was partly open Johnnie," Kathy whispered, clearly reliving the night. "I pulled down his sheet...then I undid his pajamas. I could see it in the moonlight that flooded the room...lying there on his thigh. I'd never seen one before Johnnie," she insisted as her fingers slid down onto my penis.
I undid Kathy's skirt as she talked, then quickly glanced down and could easily see the red pubic strands that were escaping from the edges of the thin white panties that matched the bra I'd already stripped from her.
"Daddy was asleep and he didn't stir when I touched it. It grew Johnnie...like yours," she added as she looked into my eyes and gave a possessive squeeze to my now throbbing cock.
"What happened?"
"I climbed up onto the bed...then I crouched over him, astride his legs, not touching him, my rear just above his thighs. I slowly moved my hand up and down...I was careful Johnnie...I was afraid he'd wake. He got so big, almost as big as you," she marveled, remembering the feel of rubbing her fathers smooth, hard cock even as she pumped mine. "I slowly lowered myself until the head of his penis was just touching my slit, my hair...I was wet, so wet...so excited, I wanted it inside me," she moaned as I moved my hands over her mound.
"You fucked him?" I asked as my fingers found her clit and then softly caressed it.
"I lowered myself, his big cockhead got stuck, I didn't think it could go in Johnnie...then it wouldn't go any farther."
"Your hymen?"
"Yes. Then Daddy started to wake...I was scared...I didn't know what to do...I rose up, then pushed myself down so hard...it hurt...oh god, I yelled out in pain...I was bleeding...daddy woke...he recognized me. He tried to push me off...oh god, he tried to fight me...but I kept lifting and lowering myself...again and again. As I rode him I could feel my blood trickling down his penis. He was suddenly all the way in, filling me. Then he started to move...he'd stopped fighting it. He rolled me over, then he started to thrust into me. Ohhh Johnnie," she moaned as I slipped a finger up into the doctor's molten, moist cave.
I kept yelling, " Fuck me daddy....please...fuck me...more...yes daddy...ohhh yesss..."
"I came that first time, I was bleeding and sore but suddenly my insides were spasm-ing, squeezing his big cock as my juices lubricated it. Then he started to shoot his seed inside me...it was like a showerhead pulsing a warm liquid stream right up inside me Johnnie. Deep inside. Again and again he spurted...it felt so good...I loved it...loved everything about it. His thing inside me, his cum, the way my orgasm shook me...oh I love him so much...I still love him," she groaned, tears again in her eyes.
I stayed silent when she finished, I knew she had much more to tell.
"We lived together as man and wife for two years, my last term of high school and my first two years of pre med," she said softly when she resumed. "We were insanely happy. I'd rush home from school...as soon as he got in the door we'd tear each others clothes off. I'd suck him, suck his big cock Johnnie. Then we'd fuck...everywhere... on the carpet...in the kitchen...in the shower...we were perfect together," she ended with a wistful tone in her voice.
"What happened," I prompted after she'd remained silent for seconds.
"It was crazy. We loved each other...but we were ashamed. Both of us. We couldn't talk about what we were doing, what we were feeling. It was guilt and shame and a hundred other things," she said sadly. "We started to have little arguments...over nothing. At first they'd just be small outbreaks that we'd end by making love. But they got worse as the months passed. One night we finally had a huge argument. I accused him of raping me, of being a beast, an animal, the worst father in the world. He called me a slut, a little whore who'd stolen the memory of his wife from him. Who'd seduced him almost before mom was cold in her grave."
"I said I hated him."
"Oh baby," I consoled, then moved to lift her into my arms.
"It was horrible, hateful, it was an argument we could never forget. Making love didn't help. The ugly words we yelled at each other hung in the air for weeks. I transferred schools a month later."
I lowered her and placed her bum on the edge of the examining table and spread her knees, exposing her pink insides. "You can't Johnnie, you're penis," she warned as I moved between her legs, my cock swinging high and hard against my stomach.
"I want to taste you, taste your sex," I said as I bent my mouth towards the engorged lips of her vagina, towards the unhooded, naked, now bright red clit that beckoned.
"We shouldn't," she protested, but then leaned back and moaned in pleasure as my wet tongue licked up her moist slit and then found her trembling bud.
"What happened with your dad, afterwards I mean," I asked after pulling my lips from her clitoris. "Did you ever-"
"Have sex with him again? I went away to school...tried to forget him. I was almost twenty-one, in med school...I was studying hard," she said as her hands moved to the back of my head and pulled me even harder against her mound.
"We hardly talked, we'd phone each other every couple of months, but usually one of us would slam the phone down in anger before we'd said ten words. I had sex with maybe six or seven guys over the next two years. I'd pick them up...in bars, fuck them, then use them for a month or two-"
"You were trying to replace your dad?" I asked after lifting my head momentarily from her now slippery trench, knowing how I'd felt after Maria had married, remembering the countless girls I picked up night after night. Impersonal fucking that never came close to what I'd felt with my sister.



"No. I pretended to myself that I was normal, that I was over daddy, that I wanted a real man. Yeah right, so how come I always picked guys who were weak? Losers. I always picked men I knew couldn't satisfy me. Small men, not like you or daddy," she admitted as I raised my eyes and stared into hers. "Daddy's like you."
"He is?" I whispered.
"When he comes into a room every woman knows."
"Knows what?"
"They know that he's a man. Know that he'll be better than whoever they're sleeping with now. They know he has a big cock. They react to him just like they do to you. They're scared of what he'll make them feel."
"Do I scare you?" I asked.
"You scared me from the second I saw you in the emergency room," she answered, then continued her story, "Daddy married some woman six months after I left. Then he divorced her a year later. I came home for Easter when I was in fourth year, just weeks after his divorce. I hadn't seen him in over a year. I didn't get six feet past the front door before he grabbed me and threw me to the floor. Ripped my clothes off me."
"He raped you?"
"Shit, I ripped the buttons on his shirt I was so hungry for him. We raped each other. We were like animals rolling around the living room, fucking and sucking and yelling and...oh Christ Johnnie we screwed non-stop for three days. I was hungry for him...for his maleness...his big cock. It was so good."
"Good? So you and your dad were ok after that? Got back together?"
"Yeah right," she answered almost contemptuously, "I went back to school and didn't talk to him for six months. Dad married and divorced a second time. Meanwhile I dated some more guys that couldn't in a thousand years ever replace him."
"That's when you met the midget?"
"No, it was later. After I'd graduated and was working in the hospital. He was here...we dated...we each had something the other wanted." Seeing my quizzical look she went on, "He wanted a wife...respectability, I wanted to marry, to prove I was finished with daddy."
"But that's stupid."
"Of course it is. And he's gay."
"What? Your husband's queer?"
"He's never said anything...We've never talked about it. I don't even think he's ever acted on it. I mean he does try to sleep with me from time to time but it's hopeless. He knows. Having me has let him not have to face the truth. He's the successful doctor with the beautiful wife."
"Poor bastard," I mumbled.
"And I don't have to face the fact that the only man who has ever made me happy in bed is my father. That the only penis I've ever wanted-"
"So far you mean," I threatened, moving forward so that my hard cock was trapped between our stomachs.
"We did it again...one more time," she admitted, her confession not quite finished. "A year ago...the day of my wedding. I was at home...dressing for the wedding. He came into the room...watched me for a minute as I stood blushing in my bra and panties. Then he slowly undid his belt...lowered his pants. Then he just pulled off my panties, bent me over and fucked me. Hard. Made me come. It took like two minutes. Then he made love to me...slowly...but hard, deep. Neither of us said a word the whole time."
"Christ, we got to the church late. As he walked me down the aisle I could feel his sperm oozing between my legs. His last words to me, whispered just before he delivered me to my husband, were, and I quote him directly, that 'we'll always want each other honey, we'll be making love long after you've left this little prick'"
"Sweet Jesus," I mumbled.
"So now you know my story. Little miss perfect doctor. Except I walked to the altar pantyless, dad's cum dripping from me. Except I'm married to a bossy little queer with a small dick and the only man I still want to sleep with is my dad. And maybe you," she added, looking deep into my eyes. "We're two real losers aren't we Johnnie? Fucking our fathers, our sisters...we're abnormal."
"You know we're not," I insisted as I pulled her naked body even tighter against mine.
And then, as I held her in my arms, my cock hard against her stomach, I told her what had happened the night before...about how Rosie had slipped into my bed, of what she'd said.
"You're going to sleep with her too aren't you?" Kathy asked when I'd finished.
"I can't," I protested.
"You will," she accused but there was no disapproval in her voice.
"But-"
"You'll fuck us both," she predicted. "And I'm finished with little boy fucking Johnnie, I've had enough of those," Kathy promised, then grabbed my balls and gave them a hard squeeze. "I want a hard fucking... a Johnnie Esposito big cock fucking...a daddy fucking," she hissed, then let my sack slip from her hands. "I want to know...know if there's someone else in the world besides daddy who can make me cum-"
"You'll cum," I promised, "This weekend...we'll make love all weekend...come to dinner Friday night."
"Friday?"
"We have a family dinner every Friday night...Rosie, Maria, me... Bring a toothbrush," I ordered.
"A change of clothes too?" she asked mischievously.
"You won't be wearing any clothes til Monday morning Doctor O'Malley," I warned with a growl, then captured her lips and kissed her.
"Promises, promises," she laughed when I released her.
"I love you."
"You do not...you're just a horny old cop who wants to take advantage of a poor married woman," she teased.
"Hah, poor married woman, an over sexed little daddy's girl is more like it," I teased back.
We kissed for a while before I left...
*** Scene 10: Esposito house, Monday night to Friday evening ***
...And I spent the next three days being ministered to by Rosie, Rosie who'd taken the week off from school with the blessings of the nuns at her school, all of whom had promised her they'd pray for me daily. Little did they know!
She slipped into bed with me again Monday night. And Tuesday night. Then Wednesday night. Thursday night.
"We can't honey," I'd protested the first night.
"What did the doctor say?" she demanded, her meaning completely clear when her soft little hand slipped possessively around my penis.
"She's coming Friday night to give me some tests. I invited her to dinner."
"Did you? What tests?"
"You're far too nosy little lady," I admonished as I slipped a hand onto her breast, "But just to warn you, she said she may have to stay over all weekend...that these modern medical tests can be quite complicated."
"Penis tests?"
"She is a penile specialist honey."
"I'll bet," my beautiful sister mock complained. "And until then?"
"She said I'm still sick, that I can't do anything too energetic, just 'dry runs' so to speak."
"Does this count as a 'dry run' Johnnie?" she asked as she flicked her tongue over one of my nipples and then moistly licked down across my stomach towards the penis stretching urgently in her hand.
We spent the next three days and nights exploring each others bodies. Every inch of the others skin was explored. Touched, caressed, kissed, licked...enjoyed.
She tasted my sperm for the first time Tuesday night! I'd been carefully and slowly sliding my penis between her breasts, making sure not to aggravate my injury even while pushing her ripe, teenage tits together to form a perfect warm channel for my cock. The first spurting ejaculation splashed onto her cheek and neck, but the second and third she caught in her open mouth after she'd adjusted her head. "More," she demanded after I'd finished and so I held my softening penis inches above her mouth and milked a last couple of thick, creamy drops between her lips.
Wednesday night she felt a man's tongue slide moistly between her legs for the first time. I ate her until she was a writhing, whimpering, begging wreck. "Fuck me...please Johnnie," she cried as her juices spewed out over my face. Then I ate her a second time...while I pushed my middle finger into her puckered anus.
We kissed endlessly...slept entwined...she carefully sponged my body clean every day...I'd sit by the tub and soap her perfect body as she languidly soaked.
Friday almost seemed to come too soon...
*** Scene 10: Esposito home, Friday evening ***
"Rosetta Esposito makes the best Veal Parmesan -- Sicilian Style - in the whole world," I said as I held the chair for Doctor Katherine O'Malley that Friday night at seven forty-five.
"Good, I'm hungry," my good doc replied, a friendly smile for Rosie on her lips.
Rosie, already sitting at one end of the table with the steaming platter in front of her, beamed at my words. Her sister, sitting opposite her, bristled momentarily and seemed ready to protest when I added, "Of course she learned everything she knows from the best cook, and most beautiful one, in New York, the lovely Maria Paolina Cattini."
The girls, on their best behavior, tried to make Kathy feel welcome, but there was a sexual electricity in the air throughout the meal, a meal I hastened to end. My sisters knew I was about to make love with Kathy. I knew they both wished it was they who were going to spend the night with me.
"We better go," I finally announced to the good doctor as I stood up from the table.
"You haven't had your dessert yet," Rosie complained.
"The doctor has a lot of tests to run," I said, trying to sound serious.
"I'll give him some dessert," Kathy promised with a cute smile.
"I'll bet, probably some Irish cream for his coffee," Maria groused as I pulled Kathy from her seat and then lifted her into my arms.
"Don't, you're leg Johnnie!" Rosie screeched.
"Night girls," were my last words to my both exasperated and jealous sisters.
******
It worked! Sometimes it does and sometimes it doesn't. But we had both known it would. Quickly we undressed each other the second I set her down on her feet at the edge of my king sized bed. We had no need of foreplay; the last ten days had provided all the foreplay we'd ever need. She was sopping wet when I lightly brushed a finger down her channel, her nether lips already engorged with blood and open. My cock was achingly hard and long.
"Hurry," she urged as she fell backwards onto the bed, her palm clasped tightly around my blood filled shaft.
And then I was in her...surrounded by slippery pink flesh that struggled to open wide enough to welcome me. "More Johnnie...more," she groaned as I pulled back and then thrust deeply again, my plunging penis met eagerly by a pelvic push that lifted her hips six inches off the bed. "Please baby," she cried when my third push towards her center almost completely buried my cock.
"Hurry...hurry Johnnie," she demanded when my cockhead finally bottomed out against the end of her vaginal channel, then she simply started to grunt in pleasure as my prick pistoned urgently inside her.
After flipping her ankles up onto my shoulders I was able to somehow reach an even deeper place within her, a place I knew from her screaming, groaning almost animalistic noises, that no man but her father had ever reached before. Her cunt was spasm-ing in orgasm when my cock spat out its first hot stream of spewing lava. After emptying myself inside Kathy in a series of thick spurts, ejaculations that almost seemed sucked from my throbbing cock by the clenching, greedy muscles of her cunt, I finally fell back and off her.
"More," she demanded huskily, then leaned over and licked my dripping one-eyed cockhead, then hungrily drew the perfectly shaped bulb into her mouth as my penis jumped to attention. Seconds later she spat it out and then quickly sat astride my thighs and guided the saliva covered pole towards the gaping gash from which my first creamy outpouring still oozed.
She rode me hard, like a Panamanian jockey might ride his only horse of the day, not caring if he killed the nag as long as it got to the finish line. I squeezed her firm, cone like breasts, pulled her nipples mercilessly as she bounced wildly atop me. All either of us were aware of were the jolts of pleasure that exploded up our sexual nerve ends and then through our bodies.
She was screaming in joy when we both finally orgasmed together. I hadn't been quiet either over the preceding minutes and as I lay on my back, my cock still hard and buried in the good doctor, I hoped my sisters had gone out to see a movie or something and weren't kneeling with their ears to my bedroom door. Couldn't help but smile at the thought.
"What are you smiling at? Think you're pretty good don't you?" Kathy asked as she looked down at me.
"You mean I'm not better than the midget?" I teased as she slowly started to rise up and down on me.
"We just started...you haven't proved anything yet," she challenged.
I tried to prove it four more times before we finally fell asleep sweaty and sticky in each others arms.
******
It was after eleven the next morning when a tapping on the door and the aroma of freshly made coffee woke us. We were both naked, our bodies covered in a sticky film of our sexual juices, bodies that carried the thick musty smell of our couplings. The top bed sheet was lying on the floor in the corner, discarded sometime during our mindless fucking.
"Johnnie?" I heard Rosie call through the door as she tapped her fist more insistently against the door. "I have orange juice...coffee...are you awake? Should I come back later?"
"NO!" Kathy called, then leapt from the bed and hurried towards the door which she quickly threw open. "I could die for some coffee," she told my startled sister. "C'mon in, put the tray on the bedside table," she instructed, then hugged Rosie after the tray was safely settled.
"But," she stammered, her eyes racing from Kathy's body to mine.
"And Johnnie's hungry too. We both are. Can you make us some breakfast...pretty please," she implored as she hugged my sister again.
"Omelets okay?" Rosie finally asked.
"And French toast," I added, "And bring some for you too. You can join my new bride and me as we celebrate our first morning together."
"You're crazy you," Kathy accused as she flung herself atop me. Rosie fled to the kitchen.
She soon returned with a heaping tray of omelets and toast and cinnamon buns and jams and marmalades and more coffee...And my shy little eighteen year old sister settled herself on the edge of the bed and ate breakfast with her naked brother and his equally naked girlfriend.
And somehow, as we ate and talked and laughed, without my even being aware of it, without them even speaking of it aloud, in some female ritual both incomprehensible and invisible to a male member of the species, Katherine O'Malley and Rosie Esposito decided to become friends.
"She's nice," my sexy doctor whispered in my ear seconds after Rosie, in giggles, had left the room.
"Of course she is," I agreed as I pulled her on top of me.
"Oh no you don't," she laughed as she scurried down my body, "I haven't finished breakfast yet."
And to prove it she dipped her finger in the jar of strawberry jam and then liberally applied it to the end of my cock and then immediately slipped her lips moistly over my cockhead and clamped them shut tightly around my shaft just behind the ridge that only days earlier had been almost shot off. Then started to lick the jam off.
"Hey stop that," I mock complained, "I'm too tired, I'm an invalid, still recovering." However the thickening and lengthening that was occurring due to her tongues lapping caresses soon belied my words. And she simply kept swallowing every expanding inch of my cock until she somehow had managed to do something no women had ever done to me -- take it all into her mouth and throat.
"Marry me...please marry me," I begged, joking but also serious, as her head slowly bobbed up and down between my legs, her eyes locked on mine. She had just mumbled out a garbled reply when the first blast of my milky cream jetted from my throbbing penis and bathed her tonsils.
After her lips had forced the last sticky dollop of cum from my softening shaft she finally crawled up my body, my seed oozing from between her shiny teeth. "I'm already married," she said, then forced her lips onto mine. Pushed my strawberry tasting cum back onto my tongue. "You taste good though," she said with a smile, then jumped up and fled towards the bathroom.
Of course as soon as I heard the shower running I rushed to join my sexy doctor under the warm cascading water. Soaped her from head to toe. Then fell to my knees and pulled her red curl covered mound towards my lips and proceeded to finish my breakfast. I made her squeal in pleasure. Then pinned her against the shower door and proceeded to make love to her as the water flooded over us.
...We spent the rest of the weekend in bed with only short timeouts for the shower that invariably turned into soap filled, slippery couplings. Rosie served us our meals in bed and always stayed while we ate.
My wife-to-be finally agreed sometime Sunday that she loved me. She didn't say she'd marry me but did mention that yes, she did accept my opinion that perhaps it was time to divorce her hubby. She also agreed to come back and give me some follow up tests the next weekend. In fact warned that me that my treatment might have to last quite a few months, maybe even as long as a year.
"That long?"
"Oh I'll make it last long," she promised.
"I guess you know best doc," I'd agreed with a smile.
Her final words before leaving for work Monday morning were, "And you better be nice to Rosie. Be gentle for once, you big bully."
*** Scene 12: Esposito home, Monday ***
Monday I made love to Rosie. We started gently...
Rosie had gone back to school that Monday morning, but when she'd explained to her teacher, Sister Immaculata, that her brother was still bedridden, she was hustled off to the school office where the Mother Superior, on hearing her story, immediately insisted she go right home and care for poor Johnnie until he was fully recovered.
"Don't leave his side Rosetta," were the last words of instruction Rosie received and I must say she certainly took her instructions to heart!
"What are you doing home?" I asked when Rosie slipped into my room just after one thirty, her girlish beauty only accented by the plaid, mini, school skirt that only highlighted her naked legs and thighs. I had just showered and was sitting against the headboard of the bed, reading a book with just a small towel covering my lap.
"It's my turn now," she announced seriously as she started undoing the buttons on the prim white blouse that contrasted so sexily with her short skirt. She took her time, stripping for her big brother slowly, checking my reaction to every button she loosened.
I had seen every gorgeous square inch during our nights together but this slow tease was somehow far more erotic. "Hurry...come here," I urged, my towel already slipping from my awakening manhood.
But she danced just out of reach of my stretching arm, then smiled as she let the blouse slip off her shoulders. I watched spellbound as she reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, a bra that hung precariously on her hard, thick nipples for seconds until a small shake of her shoulders released it and it fluttered to the floor.
Rosie was a study in contrasts to the woman I'd made love to all weekend. Though she was a couple of inches shorter than Kathy's lanky five foot nine frame, Rosie, though younger, had a fuller, more curvaceous shape than my doctor. Her aureoles were darker and larger in diameter than Kathy's, her nipples much stubbier and thicker than the good docs.
Kathy's breasts were pointed cones with puffy nipples that rode high on her chest and just begged a man to suck them. Meanwhile Rosie's, on proud display in front of me, were full, round, firm orbs that you just wanted to envelop in a warm hug, pulling them hard against your bare chest until you could feel the beating of her heart under them.



Her hips, already more rounded than the thinner doctor and her small, tight bum, was still hovering between a teen's promise and a woman's fullness. I watched raptly as she let the skirt fall down her legs, then grasped my penis as her thick black pubic pelt came into view as she rolled her panties down her thighs.
For a second she stood demurely in front of me, one hand covering her breasts, the other her groin, then she slowly dropped them and asked, a girlish quaver in her voice, "Am I pretty? Do you want me?"
"Come here," I growled, my arms wide open. "I love you," I whispered as my strong arms engulfed her.
"I love you more than anyone in the world," she whispered back, then lightly brushed my lips with hers.
We were both trembling with sexual desire but at the same time felt no need to rush. The nights we'd spent together made it easier and I definitely didn't want her deflowering to be anything like the awkward and painful ordeal I'd put her sister through.
Minute after minute we touched and kissed and whispered and licked and caressed and promised...
Just one short groan of, "Ahhhh," escaped from her lips when I finally plunged my spear through her last barrier, that thin membrane that had protected her for eighteen years. She bled; I could feel the warmth of her virgin blood as I slowly, tentatively moved my shaft inside her. She was so tight that my first thrusts made only little headway. Then slowly I widened her, my bulbous cockhead prying its way down her molten, slippery channel, my headway soon helped by the sexual female lubricant that seemed to bubble up and around the one eyed monster that had invaded her.
"It's so big...oh Johnnie it feels so good. More...please," she begged as she spread her knees even wider, then locked her ankles behind my back when I made another thrust into her depths. Again and again I pumped until one final energetic thrust of my hips buried every inch of my penis inside of her. I stopped for a second, simple left my engorged penis fully inside of Rosie as she writhed under me, skewered on my long spear as she tried to urgently lift her hips, as if she wanted even more.
Then I started to move, slowly at first, drawing back until all but my cockhead was outside of her, followed by long, slow penetrations that filled her completely. Then I pulled completely out of her pussy, and then sat back so I was kneeling between her legs, my sticky cock dangling against her hairy pubic mound.
"No Johnnie...put it back," Rosie cried as I teased her by sliding my penis until its sticky tip nudged up against her clit.
Then I was in her again, short, hard movements that within seconds caused the first rippling, clasping tremors of her female orgasm. I slowed, let them pulse over my cock as she whimpered out her need, then as she lay gasping I started to again move my hips forward and back rhythmically.
It took her longer the second time but eventually her short, urgent groans announced her approaching orgasm, an orgasm that was matched by the sudden tightening of my balls. "Unh... unh... unh... unh... hurry... please... ahh... ahh... Johnnie...OHHHH JOHNNNNIE," she screamed as the first spurting flood of my cum bathed her.
Finally emptied, my cock, softening, finally plopped out of my little sister and I fell back on my back, and then simply lay panting for long seconds trying to recover my breath. And couldn't help thinking as I watched Rosie beside me just how much better sex is with someone you love. How much better it feels than the near anonymous couplings that I'd often settled for. Now I have two true loves, god no, there are three, I thought as I continued to watch my sister.
"Was I okay?" she asked shyly, her love for me so clear in her eyes.
"C'mon here," I laughed and pulled her on top of me, grinning almost idiotically as I felt our bodies connected from head to toe.
"I love you," she promised as her lips sought out mine.
"Prove it," I answered when our lips finally separated.
She did!
*****
We made love all week. Five days of discovery. Of love. There was no shyness between us. No fear of exploring every sexual possibility. We used our mouths. She complained I was too big when she tried to take me into her mouth but then insisted that she wanted to learn. She loved it when I splashed cum into her mouth, would swallow greedily, then laugh and push a sperm laden tongue into my mouth...
She insisted I take her bum. "I want you in me Johnnie," she said, "Everywhere." I did...slowly...bathed her bum in cream while two of my fingers filled her pussy...
Marie came over to the house on Wednesday afternoon and receiving no answer to her ring let herself in. Rosie was on her stomach, kneeling with her pretty butt in the air, my penis buried in her pussy, when Marie walked into the room. Rosie and I both smiled in welcome but continued on as Marie, who said nothing, watched.
Then when we'd finally fallen apart she approached the bed and sat next to her panting sister. "So you're trying to steal my boyfriend are you?" she asked her sister with a smile.
"He's my favorite brother," Rosie said with a grin.
"Mine too," Marie answered, then bent over and took my cock into her mouth. She pumped the last drops of my orgasm into her mouth, then leaned over and kissed Rosie on the lips, then stood up and said, "He's yours this week...but after that..." She then turned and left the room. It was another two weeks before the three of us spent an afternoon in bed together.
Then Kathy came back the next weekend. Rosie left us alone that second weekend, actually went and spent the weekend with her sister and her family. "You guys should be alone, I'll play with little Ricardo all weekend while you're making love," she said just before leaving. "Maria and I have to talk lots to talk about," she added as she went out the door. I wondered what stories they'd exchange.
Kathy had told her husband during the week she wanted a divorce but still refused to move in with me. "Not yet...I'm not sure...I've just met you...my lawyer says I shouldn't leave the house until we get things worked out," she stammered out her excuses. But we made love endlessly...desperately. We didn't talk about her father even though his presence somehow hovered always in the background. I gave her a blow by blow description of my deflowering of my sister.
Monday night Rosie was happily back in my bed, and spent every night the rest of the week sleeping cuddled against me.
The third weekend Rosie joined Kathy and I in bed.
*** Scene 13: Esposito's, 3 months later ***
The three of us were sitting around the dining room table, a party organized to celebrate Rosie's last night at home before leaving for her freshman year at Dartmouth.
"I'm pregnant," my doctor suddenly announced just as we were about to dig in to the cake Maria had baked for her sister.
"You are?" all three of us asked in surprise.
"Three months," Kathy said blushing.
"Me too," Maria piped up.
"What?" I asked.
"Four months," Maria said proudly.
"Johnnie's?" Rosie asked excitedly.
"We'll have to get married...right away," I said, hardly aware of my sister's announcement, Kathy's statement having floored me.
"I'm not divorced yet," Kathy answered with a grin.
"I'm not waiting a lot longer," I promised fiercely, "If that little prick doesn't agree to the divorce soon I'm going to-"
The next day Rosie left for College...My babies continued to grow in Kathy's and Maria's stomachs.
*****
"I talked to daddy today," Kathy whispered in my ear one night four months later after we'd just finished making love. My penis was still inside of her. Now seven months pregnant her stomach was starting to become quite rounded.
"Did you?"
"I told him I was pregnant." I was too nervous to say anything, instead just waited for her to continue. "You know what he said?" she asked. Seeing me shake my head she went on, "He said it was impossible, that he didn't believe that little twerp could ever make me pregnant."
"He was right there," I grumbled, still nervous.
"I told him I just got my divorce from the little twerp...that I'd found someone else."
"What'd he say to that?" I asked, curious now about my future father-in-law and his reaction.
"He asked me if I was crazy. If I'd started taking drugs," Kathy laughed. "I told him I'd found a big twerp this time and I was hoping he might walk his daughter down the aisle one more time."
"And?" I encouraged.
"He said that I should just come home...forget whoever I was involved with...that he loved me...that he was willing to raise the little bastard himself."
"He called my baby the little bastard?"
"That's daddy," Kathy said then added, "I told him I loved him."
"You did?"
"That I missed him...that we had to resolve...resolve our problems...our sexual problems. 'So why are you getting married again?' he asked me."
"What a jerk," I complained.
"I told him I'd found someone just like him. Pigheaded...a chauvinist...a womanizer...a man...a perfect lover."
"I'm not a womanizer."
"That's what he said. And I didn't tell him you sleep with your sisters," she said with a grin. "But when I told him you were a cop-"
"What's wrong with being a cop?" I demanded.
"Why would you marry a dumb cop he asked."
"What a prick!"
"That's what I told him," Kathy said with a giggle.
"What?"
"I told him I was marrying you because you had a big prick...and that you could use it. A little better than he could."
"That must have shut him up," I said, now feeling a little more reassured.
"Not for long Johnnie. He's just like you. Always wants the last word. He started muttering about how neither of us would ever find someone better, that we should just accept it and I should come home and marry him. That no one was better than he was."
"He did, did he?"
"I finally shut him up though," Kathy said with a laugh.
"Did you Doctor O'Malley?"
"Uh huh. I told him that if he ever planned on spending any more nights making love to his daughter, and I hoped he would, then he better be very, very polite to my new husband...who has a very big gun..." she finished, her eyes twinkling.
As I started to move my 'big gun' inside of my wife-to-be I couldn't help wondering for just a second what the future held, what it would even be like, her two lovers sandwiching her between them... and what about Rosie and Maria...about the two babies...about the future...
THE END
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***Wedding Day, Tampa, Florida, Saturday, September 2nd 2006***
Natalie and I spent the rest of Friday night in her bed, making love again and again before we fell into an exhausted sleep that was only interrupted when the dawn sun splashed brightly into the room and roused us.
"You better go Bobby, mom might wake up," my sweet, red haired sister whispered in my ear.
"Too bad, I'm not finished with my big sister yet," I said with a smiling growl, then rolled on top of her and found her lips with mine.
"Bobby...don't...stop," she squealed when I finally pulled my tongue from her mouth.
"I love you."
"I gotta get some sleep...before the wedding...I'm the Maid of Honor...pleassssse," she complained as my lips captured one of her puffy, pink nipples. And then I was in her, completely filling her with my blood filled cock, slipping effortlessly up the slick, now widely stretched channel, in one long, hard thrust.
"Oh Bobbbbby," she groaned as her ankles locked behind my back, trapping me inside her.
Five minutes later I stumbled from Natalie's room, naked, my cock swinging, heavy between my legs, sticky with her juices, a six inch strand of cum swinging precariously from its tip. Then collapsed into my bed and was dead to the world until my alarm woke me some six hours later.
Minutes later I groggily tumbled out of bed and started towards the can -- butt ass naked.
"BOBBY!"
"Mom?" I squawked, my hand racing downwards to cover my penis.
"You shouldn't walk around like that," she chastised.
"Sorry ma, I thought you guys were getting your hair done," I mumbled, my face reddening.
"Natalie left earlier...then she's going to the Welsh house to get dressed...my appointment's at one-thirty."
"Want me to drive you?" I offered.
"Not with you dressed like that I certainly don't," she answered, and now there was a small grin at the corners of her mouth.
"Isn't your hairdresser called Monsieur Claude? It might just make his day," I teased, then wiggled my hips provocatively while watching how mom's eyes darted towards my groin.
"You're terrible," she answered but with a laugh. "And Bobby, don't go back to bed. We've got to leave by three-fifteen."
"Do you think I'm going to be late for a date with the prettiest girl in town?"
"Hah, hah...gosh, I've got to leave...there's bacon and eggs in the kitchen honey," she said, leaned over and gave me a quick peck on the cheek, and then, after one last quick surreptitious glance down at my groin, turned and rushed towards the door.
But if she had stayed a few seconds longer she would have seen her son in all his fully erect glory -- there was no way my hand could have disguised that. Moving into the can and then standing over the toilet bowl I wondered just how much she had seen. And what did she think of what she'd seen. God, not mom too, I thought to myself as I tried to piss through a rock hard hose...
...It was a glorious late summer Florida day, and with lower than normal humidity it was perfect for a wedding. When Mom, my date for the day, came down the stairs at three-ten I couldn't stop the appreciative whistle that escaped from my lips.
"Stop that," she said but her smile betrayed her pleasure.
"What happened to that old lady I was supposed to escort today," I teased as I watched mom descend the last couple of steps. My buddies had always claimed my mom was the hottest mother in town and if they had seen her walk down those stairs that day their tongues would have been hanging down to their knees.
At thirty-six, her tall, trim but shapely body, combined with her light skin, blue eyes and blond hair, clearly reflected her Swedish ancestry. Unlike my red haired sister there was no mistaking the common Viking heritage mom and I shared. Two tall athletic blonds. "You look great mom," I said.
"You should be going with one of your little girlfriends, not me," she answered as I took her hand.
"They'll all be jealous of me...all the men at the wedding," I promised, then bent over and gave her a light peck on the lips. "You're beautiful ma," I insisted, staring into the blue eyes just inches from mine.
"I'm an old woman," she said with a grin, then added, "Now c'mon, we don't want to be late for Chrissie's marriage."
"You should go out more...date...there must be hundreds of guys who'd die to go out with you," I argued as we were driving towards the church minutes later. But it was a discussion we'd had before. Both Natalie and I had tried to raise the subject with mom many times over the proceeding three or four years.
Dad had died when I was only nine and it was only when Natalie and I had became teens ourselves, when we had started to feel the hormones rushing through our own young, developing bodies, that we realized that mom was seemingly going without. At first she had brushed off our timid enquiries. Then when we got older, fifteen...sixteen, Nat and I worried that she was going without because of us.
Her statements that, "I'm too busy for men," or "I have to take care of you guys," or "I've got to work overtime -- you guys got university coming up," or "once you're gone I'll," and on and on, had made us feel guilty. Made us feel mom was missing out because of us. She had even refused to let us work nights or weekends during the school year, insisting instead that we study and get an education, that flipping burgers for five bucks an hour was stupid when she could make fifty or sixty bucks an hour working overtime in the ER.
It was weird. For a couple of years at least I'd been encouraging her to date, Natalie had too, but at the same time I had slowly come to realize that I dreaded the thought of her in another man's arms. Now that I'd lost my virginity, now that I had been dancing naked for hundreds of women night after night, I'd realized I had been growing even more possessive of her. Why shouldn't it be me who sleeps with her I'd asked myself more and more often in the preceding months. It should be I who replaces my father in mom's bed, I'd told myself.
"Don't you worry about me," mom answered, breaking into my reverie, "once I get you off to university I'll go wild."
"Yeah sure mom," I agreed, having heard this same line at least fifty times over the last couple of years. "I love you... even if you don't like men," I told her, when after finally reaching the church and parking, we were walking up the path to the front door.
"I do like them...but you're my only man right now," she teased back.
"That's what I'm afraid of," I answered with a wry smile. Mom blushed and I had an almost overpowering urge to take her in my arms and kiss her.
"I wish we were getting married," I whispered in her ear as we stood just inside the door of the church waiting for the usher to guide us to our seats.
"What a crazy thing to say,' she said with a little titter in her voice, and I felt her hand tremble in mine.
I got more than a few curious yet knowing looks from the girls during the wedding. It was the first time they'd seen me since they'd seen me naked at the club. I'd wondered how they'd react. Jacqui and Trish, bridesmaids, both gave me appraising glances; even Chrissie, the bride, gave me a grinning look when she passed down the aisle on the arm of her father. She looked beautiful in white and for just a second I wished it was me she was marrying.
Of the girls who'd seen me dancing nude at the club only two nights earlier, it was only prissy Amanda who totally ignored me. But that was no surprise; she'd never really liked me anyway. She'd brought her boyfriend to the wedding, a rich guy called George from Boston who was in Law School and he was one of those guys who walked like he had something stuck up his ass.
Watching her during the wedding I decided I'd have a little fun with her during the reception. I thought why not, she'd been pretty free with her hands when I'd been dancing naked for her. In fact she hadn't been shy at all with her comments when she hadn't known it was her best friend's brother whose cock was swinging in front of her.
But during the actual ceremony I found my eyes drawn again and again to the bodice of mom's summer dress. As my sister Natalie, whose bed I'd shared the last two nights, stood next to her best friend at the altar, it was the tops of mom's milky white breasts that continually tantalized me. That made my cock tent uncomfortably in my suit pants. Knew mom couldn't help but notice. Wondered what she thought...actually wanted to take one of her hands so primly placed in her lap and place it on my throbbing manhood...
*****
The reception was held at a local hotel and mom and I were some of the last guests to walk down the reception line. Bold, black haired Jacqui was the first of the girls in the line and coyly inquired if I had brought 'Robin'.
Mom, just ahead of me going down the line, turned and asked Jacqui, "Robin?"
"Oh, it's just one of Bobby's little friends Mrs. Cooper," the little minx said as she winked at me.
"I don't think I know her," mom mused aloud.
Giggling, Trish, the short brunette with the largest and most impressive breastworks of the girlfriends, butted in with, "We were all introduced the other night Mrs. C, and I must say we were all quite surprised and impressed."
Yours truly just had to smile sweetly and try to hurry mom down the line. Fortunately neither my sister Natalie nor the bride brought up 'Robin', 'Robin' who was in the process of filling with blood and lengthening in my pants.
"How come I haven't met this Robin?" mom asked after I'd escorted her to our table and held her seat for her as she sat.
"It's a joke ma...you know how the girls are always trying to kid me."
"So I won't get to meet her?" mom asked.
"Not tonight ma," I said, omitting to tell her she had seen 'Robin' earlier in the day when I'd popped into the hallway naked.
It turned into a great party after the meal finished and the dancing started. I danced with both Jacqui and Trish at the reception and neither of them, in spite of their being with dates, was shy in taking the opportunity to both tease and compliment me.
"Do I get to see 'Robin' tonight?" sexy Jacqui, Natalie's wildest friend, teased as we danced a slow one after dinner. "I think I feel him," she laughed as she plastered her body against mine.
"Do you?"
"Uh huh...and if I'm not mistaken he seems to be getting bigger."
"I guess he likes you," I teased back.
Of course I danced with Natalie and mom, although both were so popular that I only got a couple of dances from each during the party. The only one of the friends I didn't get up on the dance floor was Amanda, the three or four times I tried to get her up for a dance she rebuffed me with one excuse or another. It just made me a little more eager to get her alone. It was near eleven at night when I finally got my chance.
"Hey, there you are," I said with feigned surprise in my voice as she passed the doorway I was lurking in. "I was afraid in all the rush we wouldn't get our dance tonight." I had followed her from the reception hall and watched as she had strolled down the long hallway past various other halls on her way to the lobby, where I watched as she'd bought some cigarettes. Then I'd ducked into a doorway when I'd seen her start back.
"Bobby? What are you doing here...I mean..." I could see her shock at seeing me, saw her eyes quickly flit nervously as she looked for a way to escape. I grabbed one of her hands and led her through the open doorway.
"But...we can't go in here," she said almost desperately as I led her through into the deserted and dimly lit meeting room.
"Just for one dance," I urged as I took her into my arms and pulled her against my body.
"There's no music...George's waiting," she said as she tried to pull back from me.
"You weren't so shy the other night," I teased, holding her tight. "In fact I seem to remember you were quite happy to-"
"That was disgusting. You should have told us...dancing naked," she said scornfully.
"I seem to remember you were quite eager to see Robin...in fact I think you might even have touched him," I laughed as my palms settled on her bum and pulled her even tighter against me.
"I was drunk...I don't remember...don't...please Bobby," she stammered as her face reddened.
I slid my hand between our bodies and quickly unzipped myself, then grabbed one of Amanda's hands and led it to the gaping opening through which Robin's head was proudly emerging.
"We can't...somebody will come...George would never understand," she complained even as her fingers circled me.
"It's just one dance," I replied as my hands started to lift Amanda's dress up her legs.
"What are you doing?" she cried when her dress was above her waist and I started to push her panties down.
Not one blond hair graced the mound that I bared, not one hair camouflaged the bright red slit that lay exposed. I pulled her against me so that my raging cock was trapped between her inner thighs.
"We can't...please Bobby," Amanda protested but I knew she was as excited as me.
"When do you go back to school anyway?" I whispered in her ear as I danced her around the room.
"Thursday...not til Thursday...please Bobby, let me go," she pled even while adjusting her legs so that my penis was fitted perfectly against her now moist gash.
"So we've got a few days," I said as I released her and then bent and picked up her panties off the floor.
"I don't want to...I won't...now give me my panties," she ordered, her composure and her bossy manner restored.
"They'll make a good souvenir," I said with a smile.
"But you can't...how will I explain to George?" she asked.
"Amanda, surely you're not going to let him see you undressed tonight? You guys aren't even married. What would your poor mom say?" I asked as I twirled her delicate, lacy pink panties in the air and then turned and left the room whistling.
"You're horrible...I hate you," Amanda hissed at my back.
An hour later, Mom, Natalie and I were among the last to leave the party, all of us a little high from the excitement and the drinks we'd imbibed, mom especially.
******
"Is mom okay?" Natalie asked as I supported mom as we walked towards the front door of our house. It was just past one in the morning and we'd just got home from the reception. Mom, who hardly ever drank more than a couple of alcoholic drinks in an evening, was, now that the dancing was over, really starting to feel the champagne she'd been sipping all night.
"Yup...just a little too much to drink," I said, smiling at my sister. "You looked beautiful today Nat." She blushed quickly as she smiled shyly back at me.
"You too mum," I added as I gave my mother a kiss on the cheek. We got her inside and I sat her down on the couch in the living room. Natalie rushed off to make some coffee while I went upstairs to change.
"Bobby, help...she passed out. Mommy," Natalie called, then nodded toward the couch when I came back into the living room dressed just in my boxer shorts.
"You got mommy drunk so you could take advantage of me," I teased as I encircled Natalie in my arms.
"Nooo...she could wake," Nat cried, wriggling to escape me.
"I'll carry her up to her room," I answered as I bent and lifted mom into my arms.
"You're sticking out," Nat said, pointing to my semi hard penis that had escaped through the slit and out into the air.
"Robin's hungry for you," I said with a menacing leer.
"Mom will see...put him back," she ordered as she tried to push my penis back in my shorts even as I carried mom toward the stairs. I was rock hard and still protruding proudly when I gently laid mom on her bed.
"Take off her shoes," I told Nat as I turned mother sideways and then lowered the zipper on her dress.
"I can do that," Natalie answered as I slipped one strap off mum's shoulder. "Bobby...you shouldn't," she added, looking up at me as I slipped the other strap off and pulled the dress down to her waist.
"Ma's wearing pretty sexy underwear," I said, then gave a short wolf whistle. My cock was at full attention.
"She'll wake," Natalie warned. Then she hissed, "No Bobby," when I unsnapped the yellow, silk demi bra that held up and displayed her breasts so perfectly.
"They're almost as nice as yours," I said when I'd bared my mothers chest. For a second I was tempted to sit on her stomach and slide my now throbbing shaft between her still perfect breasts.
"They're bigger than mine," Natalie said, a touch of envy evident in her voice as she watched her mom.
I stood and embraced Natalie from behind, then cupped her breasts through her gown and whispered in her ear, "You're the prettiest girl in the world." But she was right. Although hers were firmer and rode slightly higher on her frame, moms were larger, rounder and fuller than her beautiful daughters.
"Oh Bobby, we shouldn't," she cried while she pushed back against my surging shaft that had fit itself into the crack in her bum.
"I wish you weren't leaving," I said as I lowered the zipper on Natalie's gown. It rustled as it fell around her feet. "Sexy underwear too," I complimented as she bent to pick up the dress.
"I have to hang it."
"I want to see them," I insisted as I undid her bra.
"She might wake up," Natalie protested feebly as my fingers moved to her nipples.
"Look at moms," I whispered in her ear as I caressed Natalie's body.
"We shouldn't...its wrong," she moaned as she slipped one of her hands behind her back and grasped the pole that was now pushing insistently against her bum.
"Both of us drank from them, drank momma's milk," I said softly as I gently pulled my sisters nipples. "Do you think she has any more for us?" I asked as I released Natalie and moved towards the bed.
"Don't! She'll wake...please Bobby," she begged as my lips closed over my mother's nipple. I sucked from one, then another, then slowly stood back up and kissed my sister.
"You're terrible," she lied as I bent my head and took one of her long, thick, pink nipples deep into my mouth.
"I got to hang the dress...it'll be ruined," she said as she pulled away from my grasp. Grabbing the dress from the floor she took it to mom's cupboard where she found a hanger.
I moved back to the bed and slowly peeled moms matching panties down her legs as Natalie watched. "Cover her Bobby...please," she hissed as I knelt between mom's legs. Natalie slowly slipped her own panties down her legs as she watched me. Her red pubic patch was a lovely contrast to mom's wispy blond curls.
"Soon," I promised, then lowered my head down between mom's legs.
"Please Bobby," Nat pled as she watched my nose and tongue disappear into her mother's sex.
My cock sprang upward, arching in need, throbbing as it demanded the vagina whose smell and taste were driving me wild. The vagina that had borne me out into the world so many years ago.
"BOBBY!" Louder now, Natalie cried, as she struggled to pull my head back from my mothers centre.
Angry, wild, almost crazed with lust I leapt from the bed and engulfed my sister in my arms...then lifted her up roughly and dropped her down onto my burning spear.



"Oh Bobbbbbby," Natalie moaned as I lowered her to the bed and started to pound inside her. Five minutes later I spewed my seed into my screaming, orgasming sister. Mother had slept through it all!
We spent the rest of the night in Natalie's bed. A night of hard urgent fucking that we both knew would have to last us for weeks...
...At four o'clock the next day, another sunny Florida Sunday afternoon, mom and I drove Natalie to the airport. And then for minutes I held my sobbing sister in my arms before she finally freed herself and disappeared through the gate.
"You two looked more like boyfriend and girlfriend than brother and sister," mom said as we walked towards the parking lot.
"I wish, she's so beautiful, so nice," I said.
"I miss her too Bobby," mom admitted, "so much."
"I know mom," I said as I took her hand. "Its crazy, we all belong together."
Mom and I kissed as man and woman for the first time thirteen days later...
*****
But before that I fucked Natalie's friend Amanda before she returned to school and her upper class boyfriend. My senior year of High School had started on the Monday after the wedding but I was determined to live up to the threat I'd made Amanda at the reception. She had said she was flying back to university on the following Thursday so my time and chances were limited. I gave her until Wednesday. I knew George had been scheduled to leave Tuesday night.
"Amanda?" I whispered hoarsely down the line, trying to disguise my voice and pass for the twit of a boyfriend she had. I was sitting on my motorcycle in her driveway. It was noon hour Wednesday and I'd just left my Chemistry class.
"Yes...who's calling? Is that you George? Where are you? Did you get home?"
"I miss you," I answered, mimicking George's foppish Bostonian accent.
"I'll be there on Friday," Amanda said, a girlish giggle in her voice.
"I'm so horny...I want to fuck you right now babykins," I said, using a term I'd heard the jerk use at the wedding reception.
"GEORGE!"
"Are you in your bedroom?" I whispered huskily.
"Uh huh," she said, a deep sexy pant expelled as she spoke.
"Is your mom home or are you all alone?"
"All alone."
"Take off your clothes babykins...Georgie wants to see his sexy Mandy naked."
"No...you're crazy," she giggled.
"Send big George a picture of his little sweetie," I enticed as I walked into the Jones backyard where I found the patio door wide open. Standing in their kitchen I unbuttoned my shirt even while talking Amanda into getting naked. "Use your webcam...please babykins," then added, "I just took off my pants Amanda...I'm sitting on my bed...I'm holding the big boy, he wants to see you. Georgie poo wants to see his little sweetie pie," I crooned.
"I shouldn't, you're so bad," she complained as I lowered my shorts and hung them on the staircase post.
"Are you naked?"
"Maybe," she whispered as I slowly climbed the stairs.
"Rub the phone between your legs-"
"George! No!"
"Touch yourself babykins," I urged as I approached her open bedroom door at the end of the hall. "Pretend I'm standing just outside your room, naked, about to come in-"
"I wish you were," she whispered, then screamed when I walked through the door.
"You little slut," I laughed, and as she dropped the phone, then stood and tried to dart from the room, I simply captured her and lifted her into the air.
"Nooooo....pleasssse Bobby," she pled as I pulled her naked body against mine.
"I hate you," she moaned as I pushed my cockhead into her. Groaned when I tried to force my shaft deep inside of her tight, clenching little cunt.
"It's too big," she protested but I could feel her opening up, adjusting to me. I was standing in the middle of the room, holding her aloft, her tight ass supported by my hands, impaled on my thick shaft. I simply lifted her up and down, and on each dropping of her body another inch levered its way inside her cunt. She drummed her little fists futilely against my chest as more and more of my cock was welcomed inside her.
And then she was on her back on the bed, my body covering hers, and when one final lunge buried me completely her resistance suddenly died.
"Bobbbby," she groaned as I started to move my hips slowly in and out.
"Do you like little Robin babykins?' I asked.
"I hate him," she groaned as she thrust her pelvis upward off the bed to meet my penetration, "and he's not little."
"Should I take him out?"
Her legs snapped shut around my back at she hissed her response, her need obvious. "Fuck me...fuck me Bobby...fuck babykins you bastard...yes...oh god yes," she groaned as her sexual juices flooded around my pistoning prick.
She was coming for the third time, writhing as she screamed under me, when I finally shot my thick, warm ejaculate deep inside her. Then I fucked her again. Doggie style. Then, showing a rare and unexpected talent, she swallowed me whole, hungrily sucking my cream down when I finally came. Then we made love again, a third hard fucking that finished the two of us. I finally stumbled out of her bedroom at about four thirty in the afternoon, her last words to me, "I'll be home for three weeks at Christmas...or if you wanted you could come visit me in Boston..."
I wondered as I rode away if I'd put a baby inside her.
*****
"I've got Saturday off," mom announced the next morning at breakfast. She'd just got in from her overnight shift at the hospital.
"How come? Do you have a date," I blurted in surprise, aware at the same time of a jealousy born somewhere deep inside of me.
"No...I just wanted a weekend off for once. Maybe we could do something...we never see each other any more honey."
It was true, with mom working twelve hour, overnight shifts six days a week we hardly ever saw each other. We'd breakfast together most mornings after she'd got in from work and then see each other around dinner time before she left for work. But we never really just sat around and talked. "I'll take you to dinner...we'll go on a date...you and I," I said without thinking.
"A date? You're crazy, I'm your mother," she laughed as she shook her head.
"We can see a movie afterward," I said, ignoring her protest. And within seconds we'd agreed to dinner and a movie, a family night out as mom called it.
***Saturday, September 9th -- First date with mom***
It was just a mother and her son going out to grab some Italian food and see a movie, a typical event that probably was going to be repeated in a million American households that night, but even so we were both nervous when Saturday afternoon arrived. Mom even suggested we order a pizza in and rent a movie instead.
"Unh uh, we're going out. I'm going to find you a boyfriend this year if it kills me," I promised. "This will be a practice date, a warm up for the real thing when you finally find a man," I teased.
"You're so funny," she sneered.
"C'mon, get outta here and get dressed. You're handsome date is going to pick you up in thirty minutes," I ordered.
"What'll I wear?"
"Hah! Like you've never been on a date before."
"I haven't...at least not for ten years," she said wistfully.
"Something sexy...and put on some of the perfume you were wearing at the wedding."
"Sexy? What perfume?" mom asked.
"Pretend I'm a handsome man you're trying to impress...one of those doctors you're always chasing around the hospital," I said with a smile.
"I am not," she started to protest but then stopped and smiled when she saw my grin. "Ha, you think you're so smart, don't you?"
She finally decided on a simple, off white, pleated skirt that reached just below her knees, topped by a spaghetti strapped, dark blue, silk cami. I could see she was self conscious as she slowly came down the stairs. Her breasts jiggled with each step she descended.
When she reached the bottom I handed her a bouquet of red roses I'd bought earlier.
"But...how come," she stammered, "It's not my birthday or anything."
"Your first date in ten years?"
"Thanks Bobby," she finally said, then, with a tear slipping down her cheek, leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on my cheek. She was wearing the perfume! And as she leaned over I could see the top third of her breasts and couldn't help but notice the sexy, light blue, lace, half bra she'd worn to display them. She wanted her son to see her breasts, wanted to excite me, I realized.
We had fun! It was just a small, inexpensive neighborhood restaurant but the dim lighting, the intimacy of a small, candlelit corner table, the carafe of house wine, the way our knees touched under the table, the great food, it all contributed to creating a new sense of closeness between us.
For the first time in our lives we talked to each other as adults. I found that I liked her. Liked the way she talked directly to me -- like an equal. During the hour and a half we lingered over dinner we discussed politics, her work, my choice of universities, Natalie, our hopes for the future. She was more intelligent than the girls I normally dated. She was a welcome change from the high school girls who giggled as they discussed make-up and clothes and the mall and...
We even skirted around the issue of sex. She tentatively probed, asking me who I was dating, what teenagers were doing these days, was I serious about anyone. She didn't actually ask the question I knew she wanted answered.
But I told her anyway. "I'm not a virgin mom."
"Oh," was her only immediate response, the surprise evident in her eyes and open mouth. "Do you want to talk about it?" she finally asked.
"The movie's starting soon," I said, stalling but said in a tone that indicated I just might like to talk about it in the future.
"Oh, ok, maybe later," mom answered, a cute little blush on her cheeks.
"And maybe we can talk about your sex life too," I threatened lightly as I took her hand.
"Ha. Not much to talk about there," she grumbled with a grin.
After we'd walked hand in hand across the square to the local Cineplex, I tentatively placed my right arm around my mother's shoulders as we sat back in our seats as the film started up. Ma had picked a chick flic in spite of my protestations but she made no comment when my right arm encircled her; in fact instead she leaned her shoulder against me and then adjusted herself so her head rested comfortably in the crook of my shoulder. I lightly, almost absent mindedly, caressed her upper arm and shoulder with the hand that was draped around her.
Her top was loose enough so that I could easily see most of her breasts, full, white breasts whose pink nipples were just covered by the wispy lace bra that struggled to contain them. She continued to watch the film, pretending complete interest in the characters up on the screen, when I took her left hand, which had been lying limply in her lap, into mine. For the rest of the film our hands remained interlocked, an unvoiced promise of the future total intertwining of our bodies.
****8
"A dance?" I asked after we'd finally got home just before twelve and had settled in the living room, neither of us having been quite ready to end our wonderful night.
"It's late...you should save your dancing for your girlfriends," mom answered, but the excitement in her eyes belied her words.
We danced just once, to a slow tune that just encouraged us to lock our bodies together. We hardly moved, just swayed together, my blood filled penis against her mound, her hard nippled breasts pushed urgently into my chest.
I was afraid to kiss her when the dance ended. I knew that if I did nothing could stop me from simply forcing her to the carpet and stripping her of her clothes. Nothing would stop me from forcing her legs apart and penetrating her.
"I better go," mom said. "We can't...I had a wonderful evening," her words stammered nervously as she backed towards the door. I knew as she fled she wanted me as much as I wanted her.
Later I lay in my bed for hours, naked, stroking myself softly, the still lingering scent of mom's perfume and the vision of her milky white breasts driving me again and again to a spurting ejaculation.
***Saturday, September 16th --Second date with mom***
We ate Mexican the following Saturday before heading to Tampa's number one Latin Salsa dancing club. Mom had been dubious when I'd suggested it early in the week, complaining she didn't know how to do it. She learned pretty quick!
Mom could dance! It was she who first got Natalie and then me dancing. My success as a nude dancer could be directly traced back to the encouragement she'd given Natalie and I as kids. But since dad had died her dancing had been confined to home, to laughing evenings where the three of us would dance for hours.
And while she may have enjoyed it, these fun evenings with her young children, it had been dancing without the excitement of sex, without the potential of the evening ending with a man and woman naked, thrashing entwined in ecstasy. That night, for the first time, I saw the truly sexual animal that lay at the heart of my mother, the erotic woman that had lured my father.
"I'm getting old," mom complained after returning from the dance floor, a slight pant in her voice. But it was her flashing, happy smile that really indicated her mood. She was sweating, the deep v-neck in her dark red dress gaping open, her breasts heaving and her nipples hard under the thin silk. She'd originally refused to wear it when I'd presented it to her that afternoon. I'd slowly worn down her arguments that it was too expensive, too young for her, too immodest.
"You'll look beautiful mom," I'd promised. "You have to dress like this if you're going to go salsa dancing. C'mon, try it on," I'd urged as I held it up against her body.
Two minutes later, after disappearing into her room, she'd reappeared, a small blush on her cheeks, excitement in her eyes.
"It's too..." she exclaimed, her hands indicating the bust line, the way the hem rode high above her knees.
"Ma, if you're going to go Latin you gotta go all the way."
"But Bobby...do you really think it'll be all right?"
"You'll be the prettiest girl in the room," I promised, but then added as I ran my eyes over her, "And it'll even better without the bra."
"It will?" she asked as her fingers tried to move the bra straps so they wouldn't be seen.
"You don't wear a bra with that dress mom," I instructed as though I was some fashion designer, then simply stepped behind her and undid the clasp and then smoothly removed mom's bra.
"But, people will be able to see," she started to protest.
"That's the point," I said with a smiling leer.
"BOBBY!"
"Do you own a thong ma?" I teased, then jumped back from her threatened smack.
Mom had worn the dress! And she looked more than good in it. As every male's eyes in the club attested to. And mom had fed off the attention.
She hadn't stopped dancing since we'd arrived in the club two hours earlier. The only blond woman in the club, her beauty had been like a beacon, continually drawing man after man into her light. "Hah," I complained, "just when it's my turn to have a dance you pretend you're tired."
"I'm not that tired," she laughed as she grabbed my hand and led me back towards the dance floor, "and you seemed to be doing all right young man. It looked like that last little girl you were dancing with was going to eat you."
"Mother!"
Salsa is sex! Once those Latin tunes start reverberating in your head, it's all you think about. And with the prettiest woman in the room in your arms, her love for you clear in her eyes, there's nothing else. And over the following half hour in that club, we made love to each other. No, there was no penis penetrating a vagina, but there was a man and woman who with every dance step we made proclaimed to the other (and to everyone watching in he club) our desire.
It had been thirteen days since Natalie had left. I kissed mom for the first time later that night. After we'd got home. We were both excited. Happy. Feeling sexy. We didn't talk. Instead for minutes, just inside the front door, we let our lips and tongues explore the other's.
"We can't...its wrong," she panted desperately when our lips finally separated, then Cinderella-like she fled up the stairs barefoot, leaving just two shiny, red, high heeled dancing shoes as evidence she'd been there. For minutes I stood rooted to the spot, looking upwards to where I'd last seen mom, furiously masturbating until my penis finally shot out spurting strands of cum that arced out and then downwards and onto her shoes.
***The Following Weekend --in Miami visiting Natalie***
I had organized to visit Miami and the University for the weekend of the 22nd to 24th, ostensibly to decide if I was going to join my sister Natalie there the next fall. Of course I had already decided I was going to enroll there! It was just an excuse I'd used with mom to justify my trip. The real plan was that Natalie and I were going to rent a hotel room on South Beach and then spend three days making love.
"Don't you need any money?" mom had asked me Wednesday night at dinner, the day before I was to leave.
"No, I'm still ok," I'd answered, "still got some left from the summer job."
"But you've been spending so much lately honey. Dinners and flowers for me...a dress... your girlfriends...now this trip...you haven't asked me for a cent all summer." It was almost as much complaint as it was question. "You're not still working are you?" she went on to ask.
"Just the odd job," I answered casually, not wanting to raise any of mom's suspicions just then.
"We agreed, no working during the school year," mom complained, my mom who had no idea I'd danced all summer in the strip club, instead believing I'd been working a shift at a local health club.
"It's just a couple of nights a week," I said, hoping she'd drop the subject.
"That wasn't our deal young man," mom said in her most parent like voice. "I don't want you making poor grades for some five dollar an hour job. I have lots of money."
"You work too hard mom," I answered, "and besides, if I don't take you out you'll just sit at home and watch TV."
"I will not."
"And next weekend I'm taking you dancing again," I promised as I moved towards he door.
"Is your sister working too," mom asked just before I was able to escape.
"Don't think so...she didn't say anything...why?"
"She hasn't asked for anything either. Not for books, or school, or-"
"She's got a scholarship mom...and worked all summer."
"Still," mom started, her curiosity definitely raised.
"I'll ask her, let you know when I get back," I promised, "but I gotta go now mom, I promised Karen I'd help her with our history project tonight before I left."
"Alright... but you and I are going to have a talk when you get home," mom threatened.
I went directly to the club from home, and got home just after two with enough money in my pocket to pay for my weekend in Miami. I'd danced some forty table dances during my shift. Naked. For maybe twenty different women. Young and old. Fat and thin. Good looking and not so good looking. They all wanted 'Robin'. They couldn't even begin to guess that the only person who was going to get close to 'Robin' over the next three days was my big sister!
Natalie and I didn't go anywhere near Coral Gables and the U from the time my plane landed in Miami Thursday night until I left Sunday afternoon at five. Instead we went directly to South Beach where we checked into a small, upscale Art Deco hotel as man and wife. Mr. and Mrs. Robert Cooper.
It was different, exciting to finally be able to act as lovers in public without worrying. For three days we did things that we wouldn't dare have done at home. Kissing in public, walking hand in hand on Lincoln Drive, having my sister lying topless on the sand next to me, holding her in my arms in the breaking surf, dancing wantonly together in the clubs, walking naked together down a nude beach...



And being away from home somehow the sex was even better if that was possible. We had time to explore every inch of the others body, to lick and suck and kiss and touch and...
To simply revel in the feel of Natalie's moist cunt all around my penis as I left it buried deep and motionless inside her for minute after minute.
To taste her. Lick her little pink erection until her thrashing center spewed out her female orgasm onto my lapping tongue...
To feel her moist tongue run moistly up and down my length until she took my spouting cockhead deep into her mouth and swallowed my seed...
To slide my penis repeatedly through the channel I'd formed between her breasts...
To force my bulb through her tight but lubricated anus...
And finally to push my sperm deep into her depths as her insides spasmed around my cock.
When we finally kissed goodbye at the airport gate Sunday afternoon we were more in love than ever. She didn't have to ask me what school I was going to attend the next fall. Or who I was going to live with. She knew.
But she didn't now that there would be three of us living together...I hadn't told Natalie before I left that I was going to sleep with her mother. That our future was three people, not just the two of us.
***Saturday, September 30th --Third date with mom***
We stayed home for our third 'date', mom having insisted that she'd BBQ some steaks, that I shouldn't waste all my money when we could stay home. I also knew she was eager to grill me on where I was getting my money.
"So talk young man," mom ordered as we sat sipping our wine after we'd finished eating. It was almost ten but the tropical heat still lingered in the night air.
"Promise you won't get mad," I demanded as I stood and walked towards the hot tub that sat at the edge of the patio, a tub situated so that it was protected from prying neighborly eyes by a thick hedge.
"Why? What have you been up to Bobby?" mom asked suspiciously as she stood.
"C'mon, get your suit on...I'll tell you the whole story in the tub."
"But," she started, then stopped when I pulled my t-shirt over my head and then slipped my shorts down my legs, leaving me only in a pair of boxers.
"I could tell you some other time," I said casually as I stepped down into the swirling water.
"Don't you go anywhere," she ordered in her most authoritative voice, "I'll be right back."
And she was, carrying a couple of towels and dressed in a slinky black bikini that accentuated every one of her curves. She couldn't help but notice that my wet boxers were lying in a heap at the edge of the patio.
"Its dark ma, no one can see," I said when I saw her quizzical look. Except maybe you mom, I thought to myself.
"Still, you shouldn't be naked in front of your mother," she answered dubiously as she put the towels on the table and picked up her glass and started towards the tub. "Is your story going to make me mad Bobby?"
"You better bring the bottle mom," I warned.
"You remember how I was supposed to work at the club this summer," I finally started after she'd lowered herself into the warm, swirling waters. She sat directly across from me in the six foot diameter tub.
"What do you mean supposed to? You did work there...didn't you?"
"Do you remember the night of my birthday?" I asked.
"Your birthday? What does that have to do with where you worked this summer?" mom asked as she slid around the tub towards me, all her motherly suspicions now raised.
"It's sorta complicated mom," I said, a dubious tone in my voice.
"We have all night young man," mom insisted.
"But-"
"No buts Bobby," mom ordered as she grabbed my arm as I started to slide away from her.
So, with yours truly sitting naked in a hot tub, with my penis (a soon hard penis by the way) floating in the water, with my bikini clad mom sitting so close to me that our bodies almost seemed connected from hip to ankle, I started to tell mom the story of where I'd worked all summer and how I'd got the job in the first place.
"You went to a strip club on your eighteenth birthday?" mom demanded when I'd told her how I and my two buddies had snuck into the club. "That's disgusting," she said when I told her I'd had a girl dance naked for me.
"She took you home to her apartment?" mom screeched when I told her the next part of the story. Then she really exploded when I explained who the girl was and what happened.
"A whore? A Cuban whore? Twenty how old? Seducing my baby? Is she one of those illegal's?" mom spat out at the top of her voice.
"Ma...the neighbors...they'll hear."
"Fuck the neighbors," ma answered loudly, then swallowed her full glass of wine in one gulp. I was stunned. I'd never heard mom swear in my life, let alone use the 'F' word.
I waited until she finally mumbled out an, "I'm sorry."
"It's OK mom," I said as I put my arm around her shoulder.
"It is not OK Robert, in fact it's very much not OK. Now I wonder son if you could tell your mother how your sleeping with a diseased, immigrant prostitute has anything to do with where you worked this summer?"
"Maybe we should discuss that tomorrow," I delayed.
"ROBERT!"
"No more shouting?"
"Tell me," she ordered quietly but with steel in her voice.
It was weird. I was sitting naked in a hot tub, with my arm around mom, and with a hard-on throbbing painfully against my stomach, and I was about to tell my mother I'd been working as a male stripper for the last four months. I realized I wanted to tell her, wanted her to see my cock.
It didn't go that well!
The story took a while to tell. It was interrupted numerous times by angry comments and by demands for clarification. Mom finished the bottle of wine.
I at last came to the end of the story, the final confession being that since school started I had still been working Wednesday and Friday nights at the club.
"So, let me just see if I've got this straight," mom finally started, her eyes boring into mine. "My eighteen year old son, who I believed was an honest, loving child, has for months been lying to his poor mother. His mother who's been working sixty and seventy hours every week so he won't have to." Getting no immediate response from me she demanded, "Is that right?"
"Yes ma," I admitted.
"Sleeping with foreign prostitutes?"
"She wasn't exactly a prostitute ma."
"And spending his nights in some dive taking his clothes off for a bunch of sick, perverted women?"
"Yes ma," I agreed, knowing there was no point in arguing.
"Get out...go to bed."
"What?"
"Bobby if you don't immediately get out of my sight I may just drown you."
My, "But ma," was simply met by a stony glare and her arm pointing towards the backdoor, a place she obviously expected me to disappear through ASAP.
In spite of my trying to cover myself with my hands, she couldn't miss the hard-on I was sporting as I hopped out of the tub and scrambled towards the door. Her ominous words, "We will be talking about this again young man," were directed at my back as I disappeared through the door.
*****
The next day, Sunday, was difficult for both of us. We both stayed in bed til almost noon, our plans to not see each other foiled by bad timing when we both arrived in the kitchen at the same time.
Mother made breakfast. Silently.
I told her about the money later in the afternoon.
"How much," she demanded when I'd told her how much I'd made over four months.
"Over forty thou ma," I answered softly.
"You gave some to Natalie didn't you?" Seeing my nod she went on, "And she knew where it came from?"
"She wasn't much happier than you...about my dancing I mean," I added. "I had to convince her to take it. I told her you wouldn't have to work so hard...that maybe you'd finally get some rest...be able to go out..."
"You used me as an excuse? God Bobby, I want you to quit...no, I'm ordering you to quit."
"No...I won't," I refused as I stood and then left the room.
We started in again at dinner. "Why not?" she asked after she'd banged down my plate in front of me.
"It's not just the money...I mean sure that's the most important thing," I tried to explain. "I like it," I finally admitted quietly.
"You like dancing naked?" she asked incredulously. "Why?"
"I like performng...I like it when they look at me...touch me...I like it that they want me..."
"Its just sex! That's not what I taught you...it's not love," she cried.
"It makes me feel like you felt the other night at the club...when you were dancing...flaunting your body...showing them all your-"
"I wasn't naked! Men weren't touching me," she yelled back.
"I was. They all wanted to. I wanted you, I love you!" I yelled, then stormed away.
*****
"I know you do," mom said an hour later. She was standing in the doorway of my room.
"How many men have you slept with anyway...since dad died I mean?" I asked. I could see the anger flash across her face, then a wry smile appeared as she walked across the room and sat next to me on the bed.
"I've maybe had sex ten times in nine years...with three men," she finally admitted.
"Do you like it? I mean did you and dad-"
"Yes, we loved it," she said as she put her arm around me. "I miss him so much honey," she added as we hugged.
We rested in each others arms silently for a good ten minutes before mom finally broke the silence by asking, "So, are you going to stop dancing?"
I countered with, "Are you going to start having a little more of a sex life?"
As she wiped a tear from her cheek she answered, "Yes, I think I just might. Especially if I can get you out of the house once in a while."
"Well, I'll be dancing some nights, maybe you could-"
"Bobby," she warned.
"Well, come and watch then. Wednesday. You can see what it's really like."
"I certainly have no plans to go to any club where men take off their clothes," mom promised.
I fell asleep imagining what it would be like to slide the stool between mom's knees, to mount it naked, to let her see what her son had become...
***Wednesday, September 20th -- The 'Cock Pit' Club***
She had disguised herself but there was no way I wouldn't recognize mom, black wig and dark framed glasses notwithstanding. She had slipped into the club just after eleven-thirty and chosen a small table in the back up against the wall. She had arrived just in time to see me go up for my turn on the stage. I'd known she'd come.
I pretended I didn't notice her as I went through my routine; instead I concentrated on the screaming women who surrounded the stage. But I was surreptitiously watching every move she made as I danced around the stage... as I slowly let my Batman costume cape fall off my shoulders and fall to the stage...as I peeled the red, silk cock sheathe tantalizingly down my penis while the women chanted, "ROBIN... ROBIN... ROBIN...," until my cock was swinging free in the humid, smoke filled air.
When the second song of my set ended, after pulling on my immodest penile covering, I descended the two steps from the stage to the club floor where I was met by a throng of excited, giggling women, who as they stuffed dollar bills under the elasticized cord, didn't hesitate touching my muscular, sweat covered body.
Anonymous hands and fingers that shamelessly ran over my groin and butt. Married thirty year olds who fought to squeeze and caress my naked teenage flesh. I finally broke away and headed for the area where mom sat, but stopped on my way and grabbed a dancing stool before continuing towards her table.
"Don't Bobby, go away," she hissed when I slipped the stool between her knees, her eyes darting everywhere to check who was watching.
"They'll call me to another table if I don't pretend I'm dancing for you," I explained as I hopped up onto the stool and knelt in front of her.
"I didn't know...didn't know they'd be so wild...crazy," mom stammered, struggling to keep her eyes on mine and not letting them drift lower.
"They're just having a girls night out...just having a little fun," I said as I pulled the bills from my where the women had stuffed them.
"Its disgusting...they shouldn't be allowed to touch you," mom said but now her eyes were avidly following my fingers as they pushed aside the thong and released a cascade of dollar bills. "Is it like this every night?" she asked.
"Pretty much."
"And that's why the girls were asking about you Robin at the wedding?" she asked as she nodded her head at the letters that spelled R...O...B...I...N the length of the material.
"Un huh. I told you that you might not want to meet him," I said with a smile. I could feel my cock starting to grow.
"You and the girls making me think it was your girlfriend," she complained.
"They were more surprised than you ma. When I took off my mask and let them see my face I thought they were going to have heart attacks."
"Does it ever get," mom started, then stopped.
"What?"
"Get hard...I mean erect...when you're dancing?" mom asked as her face reddened. I was already stretching, lengthening as she asked the question, a process that only sped up at her words.
"Not often...the boss doesn't like it. I did when the girls were here though."
"The girls saw it? Natalie?" she asked as she stared at my thickening snake.
"Yeah. It was weird, I wanted them to see it," I answered as my cock bobbed upward against my stomach, now fully erect. "I want you to see it," I added, then moved even closer to her.
"You're like your daddy," she finally said after seconds of silence.
"Am I?"
"Yes honey," she whispered, seemingly mesmerized by my penis which was bobbing just inches from her stomach as I knelt on the stool between her legs.
"I love you mom," I whispered back as a drop of precum dripped from the tip of my cock and fell stickily onto her hand which rested in her lap.
She left a minute later, blushing as she nervously escaped, her final words a stammered, "We'll talk later...not tonight...I don't...oh, you can't keep doing..." Her last words drowned out by the relentless noise of the club.
She was lying on her back on the top of her sheets when I entered her room just after two in the morning. She was naked, her legs spread wide, and even in the dim light I could easily see the pink opening of her sex through the thin blond curls that did little to mask it.
Though she didn't move and though she was trying to control her breathing, I knew she was awake. I watched her silently for minutes before I finally tip-toed away but I heard a low moan escape from mom's lips as I left.
****Loving****
I woke before mom the next morning -- quickly showered and then filled the bath tub with water and bubble bath.
"What?" mom squealed when she came awake as I lifted her out of her bed and started to carry her across the room.
"BOBBY!!!!" my naked mother shrieked as I carried her into the bathroom and stepped into the tub.
"Don't," she tried to order as I lowered her slowly into the warm water.
"You're terrible," she accused as she looked up at me standing above her.
"Am I? I asked.
"No honey," she finally whispered as she reached up and circled my straining penis with her hands, pulling me down to join her in the soapy water.
"Oh mommy," I moaned as I slowly slid down to my knees and then kissed my mother's lips. It was the hungriest kiss I'd ever tasted, mother's almost desperate need clear as her lips crashed against mine, as she pushed and forced her wet tongue deep into my mouth.
Her fingers were still clasping my penis tightly as our bodies came together in a wet and soapy embrace that sent a flood of sudsy water cascading over the side of the tub. I grabbed her still firm bum in both my hands, lifting her upwards as I spread her wider. Her hand desperately guided my penis until my bulbous cockhead was perfectly placed to split her. I pushed upward as I forced her hips down over me.
"Oh Gawd...Bobby...I've been waiting so long baby...soooo long honey," mom gasped as my penis slid smoothly inside of her tight but lubricated channel.
We were oblivious to our surroundings, the water, the bubbling suds, the hard surface of the tub, as we coupled urgently. Mom's cries of passion echoed between the tiled walls as we both rushed towards orgasm, an orgasm soon arrived at by both of us. It had hardly taken a minute inside mom before I was uncontrollably spurting my sperm into the woman who'd borne me.
But I knew I had no reason to apologize for my premature ejaculation, knew her orgasm was unlike any she'd had in ten years.
"Leave it in," she cried as our bodies separated.
Laughing I drew her up with me as I stood, kissed her even as her hand captured my still rock hard manhood.
Guided back inside her I stood, holding her against me, then stepped out of the bath tub and started to carry her towards her bed. Her legs locked around my back as her tongue slid in my ear.
"It's beautiful," she whispered. "Your cock...it's so beautiful."
"You're the beauty," I insisted as I set her down on the bed on her back with me on top of her.
"Fuck me...fuck mommy...fill mommy up," she demanded as her nails penetrated my back.
I did, but this time I didn't hurry. Slowly pushed my full, thick length to the bottom of her depths, then slowly retreated, making her feel every fat inch of my manhood. "Nooooo," she moaned as my cockhead popped out of her, leaving her empty. Then took first one, then her other nipple in my mouth and stretched them with my teeth.
Then I slowly penetrated her again as my fingers found her pink, clitoric erection. Again and again I slowly filled her, accompanying each slow thrust with kisses and caresses. Finding her clitoris and rubbing it with the lubricated head of my cock each time I pulled completely out of her.
"Please...please baby...leave it...faster...yes honey," mom demanded when I started to thrust in hard, short, deep strokes. Then I lifted her legs onto my shoulders, opening her completely, as my cock started its bucking ejaculation inside of her.
Then she licked me from head to toe. "Aren't you going to cook me breakfast?" I teased as her tongue inched towards my erection.
"Eat me," she ordered, then swung her hips so that her engorged, oozing gash was above my mouth. Then she slowly lowered her mouth over my straining shaft, swallowing me as her fingers found my testicles....
An hour later she was sitting impaled in my lap at the kitchen table, naked, spooning the omelet she'd just cooked for me into my mouth while she slowly raised and lowered herself on my cock.
Then, replenished by the food, we got serious about the lovemaking. For like twenty-four hours straight.
"You're bigger," mom groaned as I rode her doggy style on the living room floor sometime in the afternoon. I pulled her back into me by her breasts each time I thrust my hips forward, grinding every inch of my thick sex into her depths. Her sounds muffled somewhat by the fact her mouth was buried in the thick pile of the rug, she was squealing in pleasure when my hose splashed out its thick load of cream...
In the late afternoon, as a rain cloud poured down a teeming shower upon us, we sat entwined in the hot tub, making love slowly as the sounds of thunder roared in the distance...
Later, as I lay on my back in our bed, mom spent an hour eating me. Licking me, sucking me, then stopping each time she sensed I was close...then slowly starting again. Then finally bringing me to orgasm, she held her mouth open, welcoming the strand after strand that spurted from my cockhead....
"I love you, I want your baby inside me," were mom's last words to me that night as we lay panting after one final coupling.
"You're my wife now," I whispered.
******
It was easy after that first day and night. It had simply been so good that neither of us even questioned what we were doing. There was no moral dilemma that faced us. There was no chest beating or recriminations. Any hesitation mom had previously had was washed away by the lovemaking -- lovemaking she'd gone without for close to ten years.



I moved into her room. Within two weeks mom had changed her shift so that she was working days, and although she still worked twelve hour shifts, she only worked five days a week. We spent our night's locked together, making love with an intensity that almost scared me.
I finally told mom about Natalie and I three weeks later.
"Your sister?" she gasped, still panting from the bout of lovemaking we'd just finished.
"Yes."
"Does she know...about me?"
"No."
"Maybe she won't want-"
"We'll always be together...it was destined, fated...you're both my wives now," I promised.
"Put your baby inside me," mom demanded as she rolled on top of me.
****Thanksgiving with Natalie***
Natalie knew three minutes after she'd walked in the front door on the Wednesday night of the long Thanksgiving weekend. She'd gotten a drive home with one of her classmates who also lived in Tampa.
She knew when I engulfed her in my arms like a lover seconds after she'd arrived...as she felt my tongue hungrily slide between her lips her eyes widened in surprise as they sought out mom...
She knew when I lifted her in my arms and started to carry her up the stairs to her bedroom...
She knew when, as I was urgently stripping the clothes from her body, she looked up and saw her mother standing in the doorway...watching silently...
She knew when I knelt between her naked legs as she lay open on the bed and brought my throbbing penis to her already engorged and moist gate...
Natalie knew when she cried out a needy groan of, "Ohhhh Bobbbby," as my cock slid inside her...
Knew when she saw her suddenly naked mother sit down on the bed next to her and take her hand in hers as my penis pistoned inside her...
"Mommmmmmmmyyyyyyy," she screamed as I completely filled my sister.
She knew when, after I'd ejaculated my cum deep inside her, I pulled my still hard penis from her and slowly inserted it into her mother...
The next morning, all of us still sticky and sweaty from our night of lovemaking, we started to make plans for the rest of our lives.
THE END
Thanks for taking the time to read my story. I welcome, no, I need, the nourishment of your votes...of your comments and e-mails. I'd love to hear what you thought of the story, comment below or e-mail.
But, even if you don't want to comment, please VOTE! Unfortunately, only about one in 200 of you take the time to click the button. It doesn't matter if you're Democrats or Republicans or Independents...all of your votes are appreciated.
I'm now working on a story about a terrorist plot to subvert America -- should be out in a couple of weeks.
Thanks, Jim.
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HALLOWEEN NIGHT - OCTOBER 31st 2007
It's hard to believe it's been a year since that fateful night. Almost impossible to comprehend the changes that have occurred in my life, in my outlook on life, on who I've become...on what I've become...on the horrible things I've done...
I'm going to drink from her breasts tonight...those beautiful orbs that are filled with thick, delicious creamy milk that her body has manufactured for my sister.
Then I'm going to make love with her...unmasked at last.
I think I finally decided to do it simply because I had a bigger penis than my dad. To prove that you can't fuck around with the Miller men. For the family's honor. For my grandfather... and my great grandfather... and my great, great grandfather...and my...
But of course it was never really as simple as that. You don't decide to fuck your mother because your cock is bigger than your father's.
Oh, I could blame Mr. Parker, Mr. Graham fucking Parker with his smooth talk and his oily manner. With his fat prick. What an asshole he was! But I made him pay.
Or I could blame mom for letting the bastard, her boss, fuck her. I could blame her for making dad a cuckold, for making yours truly the son of a cuckold.
Or blame dad for letting another man stick his cock in his wife. I mean what kind of man lets another man cum between his wife's legs? What would have granddad Miller thought of that?
Or I could look in the mirror...
You know, I'd always believed we were a pretty typical family. A happy family. The Stan Millers of Roanoke, Virginia, U.S.A.....
JUNE 2006, ROANOKE, VIRGINIA
At the time it all started, my dad, Stanley Albert Miller, was a forty year old C.P.A./Financial Adviser who owned his own successful company and had a beautiful, intelligent wife and an eighteen year old son. Who had coached his sons Little League baseball team and who had liked nothing better than spending his Saturday or Sunday afternoons teaching his son the finer points of angling. Who, though quiet, was respected by just about everyone who met him. He was a Shriner.
And his wife Patricia, my mom, a smiling extrovert, popular with everyone, who'd had a child as a seventeen year old high school senior, yours truly in fact, then had juggled school and me over the next five years before joining the labor force when I'd started kindergarten. And then she had never looked back.
They never had another child after I had appeared. Dad, a college junior at the time I was conceived, had run into mom, a neighbor girl he'd known forever, then a sixteen year old, at a college frat party. Somehow Dad, relatively innocent at the time, perhaps more so than the much younger Patricia Adams, impregnated mom before he got her home, then, with absolutely no regrets, married her three months later. Over the years I'd learned that Dad would have loved to have had more children but it had never happened.
And my guess was that he had never cheated on her, shit, probably he had never even thought about cheating on her in the almost twenty years since that night. He was happy. Successful. He loved his wife. Had a satisfying sex life. Was proud of his son. He had lots of friends. He was living the American dream! He didn't know, or at least didn't let on, that his wife had made him a cuckold.
And then there was me, William (Will) Albert Stanley Miller, named after three generations of Miller men. I was the kid who grew up on a tree lined street of beautiful, single family homes each on their own half acre meticulously manicured lot. A house that had a pool and a pool table. A house big enough that the only son of the family didn't just have a large private bedroom, but actually his own suite that included a bedroom, a playroom/library, and a full bathroom with shower and sauna. In my own wing of the house.
Who, lets face it, grew up spoiled, not wanting for anything. Who rode around town on his motorcycle with lots of spending money in his pocket.
I was eighteen when it happened, I had a cute girlfriend, got pretty good marks in school, was the clean-up hitting first baseman of our high school team...I had already slept with two women.
The first, a college coed from New York had taken my virginity on a Florida beach a week after my eighteenth birthday during our annual family Easter vacation. And in spite of my awkward first attempts at lovemaking she had been tender and kind and encouraging, and it must have been good for her because we'd spent the remaining seven days of the vacation locked in each others arms. Mom and dad had looked on knowingly, maybe sad that my manhood signaled the beginning of the end of my dependence upon them, but I think also happy to see how uncomplicated my transition to a sexual being had been.
My girlfriend Susie, who I'd been dating on and off for a couple of years, succumbed to my entreaties two weeks after I'd returned home from Florida. She was bowled away by my sudden confidence in matters sexual. And it was good between us. Even great! In fact the sex we shared was much better than the rest of our relationship had ever been.
It was a Tuesday afternoon when it happened, just three days left before our summer vacation was to start. Life was good. I had just wandered into the town center after school had finished that afternoon when I looked up and saw them fifty feet away across the square...
TUESDAY, JUNE 20TH, 2006 MOM AND MR. PARKER
Mom had gone to work for Mr. Parker's agency four years ago, in 2002, lured away from the real estate agency she'd worked at for ten years by promises made by the smooth talking owner/salesman.
If I'd seen what I saw that late June day a year earlier it would have gone completely over my head. I never would have been sophisticated enough in the ways of men and women to have recognized the signs. But I hadn't been a year younger.
It was just a simple caress, a soft movement of his hand through mom's hair and then across her cheek. It was a cupping of her chin in his hand for a second as he bent and whispered something in her ear. The smile she gave him back that even I, at fifty feet away could recognize for what it was. A lovers moment!
My mother was fucking her asshole boss! The knowledge smashed into my brain, the conclusion unarguable. I stumbled away from the scene stunned, and then ended up a half hour later in my girlfriend Susie's room, with no memory of how I got there.
"Does your dad fool around?" I asked her, trying to sound casual, after we'd spent twenty minutes talking, listening to music and making out. I'd been shaking inside the whole time.
"Of course he does. Why do you think they got divorced? Mom too," she answered in a matter of fact voice. "They all do," she said with a teenager's complete confidence, then added, "they get married...then five or ten years later they start-"
"But-"
"Did you catch your old man fooling around? Is that what this is all about Will? Its normal ...they all do it."
"But surely your mom doesn't?" I pled.
"She's screwing Dr. Jacobs?"
"The dentist?" I asked incredulously.
"She's getting drilled twice a week is my sweet mom," she said with a laugh, then put her hand in my lap and asked, "Do you want to use your big drill on poor little Susie Dr. Miller?"
I did use my 'big drill' on Susie during the subsequent twenty minutes but I really hadn't wanted to. I'd wanted to tell her my parents had a perfect marriage ...that they never cheated... that they loved each other. As we lay on her bed afterward, naked, my sperm oozing from between her legs, she asked, "Is he as big as you?"
"Who?" I asked stupidly.
"Your daddy."
"My dad?"
"His prick. If he is its no wonder he's got all those women chasing him," she answered as she lifted my cock off my thigh. "Your mom is soooo lucky," she added, then closed her lips over my sticky cockhead.
But I knew he wasn't as big as me...and that it was mom who was doing the running around. How fucking lucky was that I asked myself as Susie hungrily swallowed my lengthening shaft?
The next day in homeroom class I looked around at my classmates and after doing a quick count realized the parents of at least eighteen out of the twenty-nine were divorced, maybe more. My best buddy Jimmy, whose parents weren't divorced, told me over lunch in the school cafeteria that his old man had a mistress.
"But he's too old," I protested. "What about your mom? Does she know?"
"She must. But I don't think she really cares Will. I think she's probably happy about it. It just means she doesn't have to sleep with him so often, I don't think she's into sex," Jimmy said with a shrug of his shoulders.
"How do you know about his girlfriend? Who is she?"
"He left something lying around the house. Then I heard a telephone conversation," he said with a wink. "She's a college student."
"Your old man's fucking a coed? But he's sixty years old," I protested.
"It still gets hard at sixty Will. Or at least they want it to. Why the fuck do you think every second commercial on TV is for Viagra?" Before I could answer he added, "But if your old man is screwing around he's a fool. Your mom's the sexiest women within fifty miles."
"Screw off," I muttered.
"She is, she can have me any day she wants," he answered as he suggestively ran his hand up and down the crotch of his jeans.
If he hadn't been my best friend, and if we hadn't had a history of discussing women we'd like to fuck, of teasing each other, I might have clocked him. Instead I answered, "With that little thing you got, she wouldn't know you were in her."
"God I'd love to see her naked?" he continued with a leer. "What're her nipples like Will? Does she shave down there?" he asked, his questions staccato like, with an evil smile, clearly trying to get a rise out of me. We knew each other too well!
"Fuck you," I grumbled but it wasn't Jimmy who had me pissed off. It was Mr. fucking Parker!
The truth is I'd seen dad naked fairly recently. Just last month. After we'd played tennis at the club and were showering. That's why I knew I was bigger. But I'd never seen mom naked...in a bikini yeah, or in her bra, but not naked. I'd heard them making love once but that was years ago, almost before I even knew what it was all about. But I'd never thought of my mom as a sexual being before. I had never felt the slightest sexual attraction towards her. She was just mom.
Yeah my buddies had teased me about her a bit...had more than once said the same kinds of things Jimmy had just said. Mom was the youngest, and by far the hottest mother, among my circle of friends, even I had recognized that. But it had never translated into any feelings on my part. Screw your mom? Yuck, I'd thought.
Was she really that sexy I wondered as I sat in class that afternoon? It was Wednesday, June 21st, 2006, and in two days my junior year of high school would be finished and I'd be free for the summer. One more year and then I'd be off to University. I was eighteen years old. The world shoulda been my oyster. But I'd just found out my mom was cheating on dad. Screwing her boss. And I knew I just had to do something about it!
SUMMER of 2006 - SPYING
It was just a typical evening at the Miller house that Wednesday night, Dad grilling ribs and veggies on the BBQ on the patio by the pool while Mom threw together a salad and opened a bottle of wine. Everything was pretty normal except the crazy thoughts that were bouncing around inside my head.
Sipping a coke while I talked sports with dad, my eyes kept drifting through the open patio doors to mom as she moved back and forth in the kitchen. She was still dressed in her normal work clothes, one of her many suits that said just screamed 'top real estate agent'. Today she'd worn an ivory colored French cut outfit that featured a soft, three button jacket over matching linen skirt.
"Hey you, lazyones, I could use some help," she yelled through the doors at me.
"Can you set the table honey, pour the wine, I'm just going to run up and change?" she asked when I wandered in, and then as she started out of the room I watched as she undid the top button of her jacket. But then she turned back and leaned over and grabbed a fat slice of tomato from the salad and popped it in her mouth.
When she had leaned over I saw that all she had on under her jacket was a pale yellow, lace demi-bra. Her breasts were spilling out of it! Full, ripe breasts that were much bigger than Susie's. For the first time in my life I felt the sexual aura my mom threw off. I let this new feeling roll over me as my cock lengthened in my shorts, as I started to understand what Jimmy had been talking about at lunch.
"You're not looking bad for an old chick ma," I said to her back as she started to move away, the type of teasing line that she was used to receiving from her only son. But as I gave her the wolf whistle my eyes were aware of every curve on my mom's perfectly put together butt. And my whistle had a hard-on behind it.
"Yeah right," she laughed as she looked back, but there was a happy gleam in her eyes.
When she came back five minutes later her long black hair had been released and was bouncing wildly over her shoulders and halfway down her back. Mom was one of those women who look good in anything and even dressed simply in a short skirt and shiny scarlet cami looked not only gorgeous but also ten years younger than her thirty-six years.
A trace of perfume wafted in her wake as she passed me as she walked over and then bent and hugged dad.
"Wow!" Dad exclaimed playfully, than gave me a leering look as he pulled his wife of twenty years down onto his lap.
"Stop it," mom laughed as she leaned back into her husband's warm embrace. Her pleated white skirt, a short mini style tennis cut, danced up her golden thighs as her sandaled feet were lifted off the floor. Laughing happily, they were both oblivious to the hungry stare their son's eyes were directing at the small, lacy vee of yellow cloth that was suddenly exposed. A piece of cloth that just seemed to highlight the triangle of pubic fur that was a dark, ominous shadow that easily was visible beneath it.
"Don't you wish you had one of these Will?" dad joked when he and mom broke their embrace.
"They broke the mold dad, I'll never find anyone like mom," I teased back, my smile as tight as my pants seemed to be over my straining cock.
"You've got Susie, she's lovely," mom said as she got up off dad's lap patting her skirt down. But even I could hear mom's underlying thought that 'she's not nearly good enough for myyyy son'.
"Let's eat," dad ordered.
I dreamt of making love with my mother for the first time that night. Then I woke up near dawn groaning as my penis spurted out its creamy tribute to her allure.
In the days and weeks that followed I realized I was as mad at dad as I was at mom and her asshole boss. As I started to spy on my parents I couldn't help asking myself what kind of man would let his wife sleep around with who knows how many different men? Susie's stories about her mother's escapades had made me assume the worst about my mom. How many others were there? Who were they? Were other men making dad, and indirectly me, a fool? Were they laughing at us? How long had she been doing this?
I was angry and embarrassed. I hated to see mom go out the door in the morning as I wondered if she was on her way to sleep with her boss. Or someone else. Watching dad I realized he would never be able to stop his wife's sexual roving, that it was up to another Miller man to bring his wife to heel. That it was up to me to punish the philandering bastard who, every time he thrust his cock between mom's thighs, was shaming me.
Do you know that a normal American citizen, who is willing to spend a couple of thousand bucks in twenty-first century America, can buy himself enough spy gear to stock a good sized P.I. agency. I found that I, an eighteen year old Virginia teenager, could just log on to the internet and buy just about anything I needed. Cheaply! Like:
-miniature pinhole wireless cameras
-microphones
-wireless UHF telephone bugs
-digital GPS car tracking 'real time' devices
So I bought some!
I started with dad and mom's bedroom and bathroom, installing wireless cameras with microphones that could be both recorded to tape as well as watched live on my laptop. The stuff had only arrived on the 29th of June, a Thursday, the Fed-Ex package actually signed for innocently by mom. "Just some computer stuff ma," I'd answered casually to her question of what I'd bought.
"Speaking of computers dear, you've got to get mine organized, I'm having some serious problems," she'd answered.
"Sure, you want me to do it tonight?" I asked. And so, that night, I, the ever helpful son, got total access to her desktop in the den and her ever present laptop. I memorized the passwords to her e-mail and date book, her bank accounts, hell everything.
Then I figured out how to use the new stuff I'd bought the next day, and then, when dad and mom were out Saturday afternoon, I installed the bugs and cameras in their bedroom and bathroom. What a son!
Then I watched, alternatively ashamed and excited, as my father made love to my mother that night. A grainy porno film gone wrong! Lying in my own bed, stroking myself to orgasm as dad's hips thrust urgently into his moaning wife. It was a disgusting, unforgivable invasion of privacy! My cock was bigger than dads. I knew I'd be able to satisfy her better than he ever could.
I have to warn you -- you'll never look at your parents the same way if it ever happens to you. Voyeurism can almost turn into a disease. Watching your mother's tits and nipples and mouth and cunt and ass being touched and penetrated. Aroused and licked. Fucked.
Watching your mother on her knees between the legs of your father, her lips opening to take in his prick, disgusts you even as it excites. Hearing her cry out, 'Fuck me daddy, fuck me hard with your big prick', was so contrary to everything she'd always represented to me all my life. And yet I watched -- spellbound. Wishing it was my cock in her mouth.
How can I describe my parent's sex life? I'd had no idea what was normal for a couple that had been married twenty years. On the one hand, a boy has porn films he invariably has been exposed to as a reference. But even I, at eighteen, knew that the actions of porn stars cavorting through every conceivable coupling wasn't even remotely close to reality.
And my own experiences were too new and too personal to represent some 'normal' level of sexual activity that I could compare to my parents.
I watched over those summer weeks. I learned their routines, their sexual likes and dislikes. Heard stuff a boy should never know about his parents.
They averaged out to sex twice a week. Usually a Thursday or Friday night and then most Sunday nights. Dad loved to have mom take him into her mouth prior to intercourse but she almost never let him come in her mouth. It was foreplay. Dad didn't like going down on mom, from her comments it clearly was a long standing but relatively small bone of contention between them.



They weren't very athletic in their couplings. No Kama Sutra of positions between the Millers! Missionary position and doggie style was their complete repertoire. The Sunday sex usually involved only one male orgasm but the Thursday or Friday ones usually featured two and once even three male spurtings.
Dad's cock seemed relatively average, both in girth and length. Maybe six inches fully erect. It seemed to work fine.
They seemed to enjoy the sex. There was never any angry words, no recriminating accusations. They invariably fell asleep smiling in each others arms. But somehow it just wasn't...I don't know, maybe intense is the word I'm looking for. It lacked passion...violence...need.
And I noticed that Mother hardly ever had an orgasm during sex, and when she did it was invariably produced by the urgent manipulation of her clitoris by her fingers as dad fucked her doggie style. It was clear from watching that her sex drive was significantly greater than dad's.
Watching spellbound in my room, knowing that mother was going elsewhere for sex, I couldn't help but mutter advice as I watched my father with mom. As I stroked my own long penis to the rhythms of mother's sexual groans I'd yell out unheard instructions to dad.
"Not yet...no, don't do that...slower...faster...," an endless litany that I hoped would somehow be heard and understood, and then acted on by dad.
And yet he'd invariably cum before mom was ready, and well before my cock was ready to spew out its load of thick cum. It simply became clear as the days and weeks passed that if I didn't want mom to stray in the future that I'd have to give her what she needed myself. Whether she wanted me to or not!
What's worse, I'd asked myself endlessly as the days had passed, to have my mom sleeping around town disgracing herself and belittling dad, shaming our family, or for me, her son, satisfying her carnal needs with taboo incestuous couplings?
As to her extramarital affairs it soon became clear that her sexual trysts were rare exceptions in an otherwise normal life. Her phone calls, her e-mails, her instant messaging revealed nothing of a sexual nature, instead simply became for me a boring task of sifting through screens of uninteresting correspondence.
Even the camera and bugs I'd placed in moms office the second week had yielded nothing more than the odd comment between the lovers that simply confirmed my suspicions that something was going on. But no real proof!
It was mom's 2006 date book and calendar that finally gave me my first true clue. Kept on her computer and accessible from home and her office and her BlackBerry, I scoured through every entry for 2006. The only anomalies I could find were small red stars that appeared eight different times over the six plus months. There was never any name or other notation next to them. They occurred randomly, but generally there seemed to be one every three or four weeks.
Quick crosschecking of Dad's date book and his American Express receipts showed that dad had been out of town on all eight days that a star appeared in mom's book.
It was on July the twelfth when I figured out the stars. Checking again, I saw the last one had been on June twentieth, the same day I'd seen them across the square. Quickly I realized that the tender caress I'd seen that day had been simply the denouement of an afternoon of infidelity. Parker's cum had probably been sliding down mom's thigh as I'd watched them from across the square!
I also immediately realized as I plotted the dates of their meetings that if the two continued to form they were due for another rendezvous any day.
I simply watched and waited!
I had also learned quite a bit about Graham Parker during my weeks of spying. Married, with four children aged seven to sixteen; I soon found that the forty-nine year old wasn't cheating just with mom. Monitoring his phone conversations it was clear he was one of those middle-aged married salesmen who figure it's their duty to try their sales lines on every member of the opposite sex they meet.
I followed him one Friday night in July when he came out of one of the local pickup bars around eleven with his arm around a forty something blond. A blond I immediately recognized as the divorced mother of one of my classmates. I tried to follow him that night on my motorcycle but once out of town and winding through the forested foothills it was impossible to keep up with him without giving myself away. So I let him go that night.
But then found out two days later (from a casual question I asked mom) that he owned a small cabin fifteen miles out of town, deep in the woods, a private lair on a small stream that was almost impossible to find without a map. Driving out to scout the location I knew immediately it was where he took my mom. That this one room cabin, with a washroom and small open kitchen, but dominated by a queen sized bed that sat proudly in the center of the room, was where my mother lay back and opened her legs and let another man defile her.
I wanted to burn the shack down. Instead, I installed one of my wireless, pinhole cameras before I left. Right next to the bed.
I continued to wait, and then, finally, during dinner, on Sunday, July 23rd I heard dad tell mom that he'd be going to Richmond on the following Wednesday, that he even might have to stay overnight. At ten-thirty seven that night, while my father was in the shower, my mother sent an e-mail to her boss, it had no message, instead there was simply a red star next to the letter W.
Then, when dad emerged smiling from the shower, mom playfully pulled the towel from around my father's middle and sank to the carpet in front of him. I watched as her mouth engulfed his hardness. She swallowed dad's cum that night. Even dad could sense mom's wanton playfulness.
******
I'd assumed that Parker's cabin was going to be their destination and I wasn't disappointed. They'd left the office together at ten thirty in the morning, ostensibly to visit some properties (or so I heard them tell the agencies secretary through my hidden mike) but neither could hide their hungry smiles as they slipped into Parker's Mercedes.
I raced ahead and had reached the cabin and had hidden myself when Parkers car bounced up the last fifty yards of the rutted path ten minutes later. I'd already turned on the camera.
And then I'd sat back and watched the cabin for over a half hour, the whole time fighting the urge to sneak up to the window and watch them. But I knew my camera was rolling.
But then suddenly the door opened and mother backed out into the sunlight. I watched her as she talked to the still hidden Parker, then heard her laugh as she turned and then ran laughing to the river bank. She was naked!
He followed...also naked...his penis sticking out, his engorged cock pointing the way as he chased mom into the water. It was bigger than dad's, both longer and thicker. If I'd had a gun in my hands that day Mr. Graham Parker would have been dickless before his feet hit the water.
And yet I did nothing. Instead I watched him pull my willing, giggling mom into his arms. I watched as her lips urgently sought out his. I watched as he carried her wet naked body to the grassy bank.
"Little slut," he laughingly said, his loud words echoing around the clearing as he forced mom to her knees before him. "Suck it!" he ordered as his hands grabbed handfuls of mom's flowing hair.
"Make me," she challenged back, her eyes gleaming in excitement as they looked up at the man towering above her.
"Eat it bitch," Parker yelled than cracked his palm against her cheek.
"Bastard," she hissed back but then hungrily attacked the angry red, blood filled cylinder of meat that faced her. I watched stunned, both by the violence of the slap and the angry language, and by the way mom devoured the thick cock. Nothing I'd seen in the weeks of watching mom and dad had prepared me for this new animalistic woman on her knees. She was a woman I'd never encountered before.
"Enough," Parker finally cried, then pushed mom's mouth off his prick before roughly pushing her face down onto the grass. "On your stomach slut," he ordered, then moved behind Mrs. Stanley Miller and brought his saliva coated penis towards the crack in her butt.
"In your ass today slut?" he asked as he slid his cock between mom's cheeks.
"Fuck you."
"No, I think I'll save that for later," he laughed as he rammed his cock into my mother's pussy.
It went on and on. I watched spellbound as he slapped mom's ass repeatedly as his cock spat his filthy cum inside her. Watched afterwards when she cleaned his prick with her tongue.
I masturbated as I watched. I couldn't help it. With tears running down my cheeks. Realizing suddenly that I wanted to fuck my mother as badly as I wanted to kill the prick who was grinding his body on top of her.
All that afternoon they continued. My mother screamed out her orgasms...her satisfaction a series of loud moans interspersed with vile, coarse demands. I came four times while I watched. And as I watched I started to make plans...
AUGUST - MR. PARKER
I'd been spying on Mr. Parker too of course. Knew that it wasn't just mom that this middle aged Romeo was fucking. But it was mom he was going to pay for. And when it happened he was going to know exactly who and what he was paying for.
It was mid August, three weeks after I'd followed him and mom to the cabin in the woods, three weeks since I'd got proof positive he was screwing my mom. It was time for him to pay for his transgressions!
Mom and Dad had gone to the Big Apple for a two week holiday in mid August, leaving me alone to mind the store as dad had so aptly put it.
"I can't come?" I'd asked when they'd told me, not wanting to miss a chance to spend some time in New York.
"You got a job junior," Dad had laughed in answer. "Besides, your mom and I have plans, private plans," he teased as he looked over at mom with his attempt at an evil, sexy leer.
So I stayed home. The Taser C-2, which I'd ordered as part of my plan, arrived on the Monday morning of their first week away. I'd charged the $389.99 to dad's Visa card, knowing he'd heartily approve the investment given the spate of robberies that had been occurring in our neighborhood lately. Protection for mom I'd tell him if he ever asked.
I still had the bug on Parker's office phone so I was easily able to follow his plans and movements. And it turned out to be ridiculously easy. When I checked the tapes Thursday night I heard him talking with his wife, going through a long, drawn out explanation about how he had to go to Richmond for the weekend.
His next call was to a married woman who he'd sold a house in a town thirty miles away to three months earlier. I listened to the tape as the prick arranged a dirty weekend at the seashore with her. Heard him tell her how he'd booked a suite at the Marriott on Virginia Beach for the next night.
They arranged to drive their own cars and meet there. "I'll be there by eleven sweetie," were his last promised words before hanging up. Not fucking likely I thought as I sat listening. The next morning I put my motorcycle in the back of dad's pickup and drove it out to the cabin in the woods where I left it hidden in the brush. My escape vehicle.
He came out of his office at seven thirty the next night, and was smiling broadly as he walked towards his car which was the only one left in the small, poorly lit parking lot behind his building. He thought he'd be getting laid in a few hours; instead I hit him with the Taser two seconds after he'd unlocked and opened the car door. It took another ten seconds to handcuff and gag him, then throw him unceremoniously into his trunk.
Thirty minutes later I pulled the Caddy up in front of his cabin. I hadn't been gentle with the car as I'd bounced up the rutted track. By the time Graham Parker started to come around he was naked, spread eagled, his arms and legs tied to the four corners of the bed. He was already starting to bruise from the pounding he'd taken in the trunk. Too fucking bad!
He awoke to find a tall, black clad man, his face completely masked, looming over him.
He was still woozy from the jolt of Tasered electricity he'd received and I simply watched silently as his slowly clearing eyes moved around the room and over me, trying to figure out what was going on.
"I think you got the wrong guy," he finally said, trying to sound confident but unable to hide the tremor of fear in his voice. His eyes were scared.
"Not if you're Mr. Graham Parker," I answered pleasantly, disguising my voice.
"Is this my cabin?" he asked, stalling, wondering what it was all about. "I don't have much money on me...I don't," he started to add but I smashed him in the face with a short hard jab of my left fist.
"What the fuck mister?" he cried as blood started to trickle from the corner of his mouth.
"I was hired to cut off your dick Graham."
"Hired? My dick?" he asked, his befuddlement clear in his eyes.
"Do you know happen to know a Mr. Stanley Miller?" I asked. His eyes flickered open in surprise at the name but he stayed quiet. "He took his wife to New York," I continued. "Felt it would be better if he wasn't in Roanoke when it happened."
"When what happened? Who are you?" he demanded as he flexed his arms and tested his restraints.
"It's nothing personal on my part Graham. It's simply my job," I said in the iciest tone the man had probably ever heard.
"I didn't do anything...we haven't done anything...I promise... ahhhhhh," his words stopped by a blow to his stomach.
"You've been sleeping with another man's wife Graham."
"It's her fault...Christ man, she's a slut...can't get enough of it...god, you must know what its like," he stammered, spittle flying from his mouth as he made his excuses.
"Her husband, the guy who hired you, he can hardly get it up," he added just before I smashed another fist into his face.
"Please," he pled, crying now, "I'm sorry...I won't ever touch her again."
"Not with your cock anyway," I said quietly as I pulled the blade from it's sheathe and held it up in the candlelight.
"Please...please mister... no, noooo I beg you," he screamed as his eyes followed the knife as it slowly descended towards his groin. Straining to free himself from the ropes, his body was arching off the bed as I brought the tip of the blade to his cock. He was sobbing as he watched me draw the sharp point from the fat base of his penis slowly upward, leaving a hair line of blood in its wake.
He shit himself!
I didn't kill Graham Parker that night. Nor did I cut off his cock. Nor even slit his sack and cut the balls from his body. I simply couldn't. I left him an hour later lying in his blood and urine and feces, blubbering like a baby, his nose broken.
As I drove away from the cabin that night on my motorcycle, the air whistling through my hair, I couldn't help but wonder if it wouldn't be better if I'd killed the prick.
FALL 2006 -- PLANS
Mr. Parker never slept with my mother again! In fact, in mid September, after a huge argument he'd provoked, in front of the whole agency staff, he fired her. But he did give her a six month severance check!
Mom started work a week later at her old agency who'd been elated to have her back. Life returned to normal. School was back in, my senior year had started. I continued to fuck Susie but that was all it was now. And every time I pumped my cock between my girlfriend's legs it was mom's face I saw.
I'd practically stopped using the cameras to watch dad and mom making love that fall after school started. Instead I'd started to watch mom more and more when she was alone, naked coming out of the shower, or sitting naked on the toilet, or changing her clothes. Twice on film I'd caught her masturbating and as the weeks passed I could see her increasing frustration. The animal in her was stirring. I knew it was only a matter of time before she went looking for another man. I was getting ready.
HALLOWEEN PARTY
The Fitzroy's, Bob and Cathy, whose backyard backed directly onto ours, had held a neighborhood Halloween party for as long as I could remember. It was always held on the closest Saturday night to the 31st and that year it was to be held on October 28th.
The adults started to arrive at the Fitzroy's around nine p.m. Costumed and masked. It's strange what clean living, middle aged suburbanites will do when they have their faces masked and bodies costumed and a few drinks inside themselves. It was that one night of the year when they dared to do things that they couldn't or wouldn't do any other night of the year.
Jimmy and Susie and I had actually crashed it the year before, had moved anonymously through the crowds of adults for over an hour before we'd fled laughing back to the teenagers party at the White's house. I'd even danced with two women that night, had held them tight against me while they'd tried to guess which of their neighbors was holding them. So I was pretty sure that I'd be able to pass. I was worried that mom might recognize my voice but my drama club training and the way I'd fooled Parker had given me the confidence to believe I could fool her.
My plan had slowly evolved over those fall weeks, until I'd finally decided to fuck mom without her having any idea who it was who was doing her. Rape her anonymously.
I knew I'd be able to get her alone. And I knew that dad and a few of his cronies would end up in the Fitzroy basement watching TV and discussing sports after they'd had a couple of pints. Dad didn't do much dancing.
10:55 p.m. OCTOBER 28TH HALLOWEEN PARTY, the FITZROYS
I watched silently as mom left the kitchen and slipped out the patio doors and started to move across the backyard towards the gap in the hedge that led to our yard. She was caught for a second by a short overweight guy who sported a George Bush mask. I thought it might be Mr. Boyd, our car insurance agent, and I had to laugh as he danced her around in a circle before she eluded his grasp. I was a shadow, right behind her when she slipped into our yard.
She was wearing a blond, pig tailed wig over her beautiful black hair, part of her Little Bo Peep costume that featured a knee length pleated skirt and white blouse from which a good third of her breasts spilled out the top. I was dressed as Zorro, a bearded and masked Zorro who's only sword was already hard and erect between my legs.
"Stan...is that you Stan?" mom whispered as my hands circled her from behind and moved over her breasts.
"No," I mumbled through my mask, "Its not." I pulled her back hard against my body and my cock.
"Who is it?" she asked, still not terribly alarmed as she tried to turn her head. Halloween party shenanigans she was probably still thinking.
"Who would you like it to be?" I whispered seductively in her ear.
"Graham?" mom asked as I pushed her blouse and bra down and off her breasts. "Not here...stop it...please Graham," she pled as I cupped her naked breasts in my hands, then she started finally to struggle to escape.
"I've wanted you for years slut," I said huskily, pulling her back again so her bum was tight against my raging erection.
"You've had too much to drink...it's not funny...stop it, Christ, it was you who wanted to end it," she insisted, still thinking it was Graham who was mauling her.
"I've watched you...with your husband...with Graham...with the others, I've always wanted to fuck you, fuck your hot little cunt," I growled as I pushed my hand under her skirt and panties and then roughly pushed a finger inside her.
"Are you crazy? Who is it? Charley? Don? Bob?" she demanded as she struggled to pull away.
"Slut," I growled as I put one hand over her mouth and then forced her body down onto our backyard lawn, tearing the thin panties from her as I bore her down.



"Here's a nice big, long, fat trick and treat for you Mrs. Miller," I hissed in her ear as I shoved my straining rod between her thighs and then up deep into her moist center. An anguished, muffled moan escaped from her mouth and into my hand as I started thrust savagely.
It took only seconds before I felt her insides open in welcome, before I felt the first moist lubricating discharge around my prick. I slapped her tight butt with my left hand as I thrust remorselessly inside her, then moved my other hand away from her mouth and down onto her tits.
"I'll scream," she warned.
"Will you?" I whispered back. "Poor me, the father of two young children, married to a loving wife...lured by the town Jezebel into illicit sex in her backyard-"
"Bastard...who are you?" she hissed, but quietly.
"The wife who's fucked half the husbands in the subdivision," I accused as I smashed my thighs against her bum.
"I haven't, they won't believe you... they'll believe me," she insisted. She was soaking now, her insides now straining to stretch wide for my pounding cock.
"Cum baby...cum like you used to for Graham up at his cabin," I urged as I felt the first tightening deep in my testicles.
"What cabin," mom protested, then cried when my palm smacked into her ass. Seconds later I felt her orgasm hit, an orgasm that exploded out from her center in waves that both squeezed and tightened ever further around my finally spurting cock.
"Get off me," mom finally ordered, panting, her body still pressed against the damp lawn, still speared by my rampant cock.
"Don't want to cum again Mrs. Miller?" I teased as I held her head down so her face was in the grass.
"I didn't," mom denied.
"I have more white sauce for my little Patty," I said with a laugh as I thrust in and out. Then I pulled out and sat kneeling between her legs. I smiled as she tried to scurry away and then caught her ankle just before she'd escaped. She tried to kick out but I simply twisted her ankle and forced her onto her back. There was as much excitement as there was fear reflected in her eyes as I stared down at her.
"I'll give you just five seconds...then I'm going to start screaming," she warned. "Five...four," she started as I got to my feet.
"Three...two..."
"Fuck you," I said as I bent and then hoisted my mother up on my shoulder and started to carry her towards the house.
"I'll scream, I will," she threatened softly.
"Too late for that now Mrs. Miller. Now where's your bedroom?"
"We can't...Stan will be home soon."
"Fuck Patty, your old man will be talking to his fishing buddies for the next two hours," I sneered, "he'll never miss you. Fuck, a woman like you and he's talking about fish," I added as I turned and moved towards my room. "Maybe we should call him and let him watch," I said as I marched down the hall towards my room.
"No...not that way...that's Will's room," mom protested as I walked into my bedroom and threw her down on my bed. "He could come home anytime...please..."
"Shit, he's going with that little Susie Woods girl isn't he? From what I've heard he's probably screwing both her and her mother about now."
"What? What do you mean?" mom asked, who, even while being raped, was still curious about news of her son.
"My wife heard he's fucking both of them, that he gets a doubleheader a couple of times a week," I lied. "Apparently she heard it direct from the horse's mouth when they were both getting their hair done."
"Susie's mom is having sex with Will?" mom asked as I pulled her costume from her body and then tied her to the bed.
"Apparently he's well hung," I said as I spread her legs.
"He is?"
"Not as big as me," I promised as I took my thick cock into my left hand.
"Who are you?"
"I'm the guy you've been looking for ever since good old Graham kicked you out," I said with a sneer.
"He didn't kick me out," mom denied, too proud to admit she'd been dumped.
"Did you ever ask yourself why he dumped you Patty? Why a loser like him would drop the sexiest woman in town?" I asked as I climbed on top of my tethered mother.
I could see in her eyes that she had asked herself the question. Like probably a thousand times since he'd broken off the affair.
"After I broke his nose he started to come around...started to agree with me that it probably wasn't a good idea banging one of his employees," I said scornfully as I pushed my fat cockhead between the engorged, cum covered lips of mom's vagina.
"His nose? It was you who broke it? He said he'd run into a protruding beam," mom said as she lifted her hips up off the bed in an unconscious welcome to the thick sausage that was disappearing inside her.
"He was crying when I ran the knife blade up his cock Mrs. Miller. Yes Patty, I think I can honestly report that Mr. fucking Graham Parker hasn't been chasing any married tail for the last little while."
"But why?" she asked.
"Cause I wanted you Patricia, now shut up and fuck me."
"Make me you bastard," she challenged as her ankles locked together behind my back.
I did! Our screams were echoing around the room when we both came five minutes later.
There'd never been anything like this in my life before. It was as though some primeval gene had been awakened and set loose. Simply taking a woman whether she wanted to or not. Forcing her to like it. I realized that this was how sex should be. And I knew instinctively where this animalistic need had come from -- I'd inherited it from the woman lying, panting and sore, bruised and wet, needy and violent, open and dripping out my cum, on my bed. My mother. We were two of a kind.
"I want a set of keys," I ordered as I stood by the edge of the bed, feeding my sticky cock into mom's mouth, letting her clean it with her tongue.
"Why?" she asked after I'd pulled the saliva covered length slowly from between her lips.
"So when I want you I'll just come and get you Patty."
"I'm married...Stan, and Will. This was a mistake..."
"Fuck them...you're mine now," I said as I grabbed her arm and started to march her towards the front door, her body bruised and naked, my semen sliding down her thighs.
"Who are you, tell me," she pled, holding onto my arm as I went to leave through the front door. I'd taken a full set of keys from the hall table.
"I'm going to put my baby in you Patty," I promised as I let my eyes slowly run up and down her body.
"I hate you...I never want to see you again...I'll call the police...you're a bastard," were just some of the choice remarks my mom rained down on my departing back.
2:45 a.m. PARENTS BEDROOM
"Where were you? Was it that bastard Parker?" Dad demanded, his hate for the man obvious. As I watched them on the grainy tape I realized that maybe dad had known what had been going on.
"No."
"Who was it then?"
"I don't know."
"You don't fucking know!" dad screamed. "Weren't your fucking eyes open?"
"He was in a costume."
"You had sex with someone and you don't even know who it was? Are you crazy?" Dad asked incredulously.
"He raped me," mom said softly.
"WHAT?"
"HE RAPED ME," mom repeated, then in a softer voice added, "he caught me in the back garden...on our side."
"But...who," dad stammered, clearly stunned by the unexpected charge.
"I was coming home to get a bottle of rum...some ice...they were running out, I took the shortcut through the hedge."
"Running out?" dad muttered, still in a state of shock from mom's use of the word rape.
"When I cut through the hedge...I had just got through and then he grabbed me from behind...he pushed me to the ground...he had a costume on Stan...a mask, he was so strong," mom said with tears in her voice.
"What'd he do?" dad asked woodenly.
"He was the man who was wearing the 'Zorro' costume...I'd seen him at the party earlier," mom said, ignoring dad's question.
"You mean he's one of our friends? One of our neighbors? Who was he?"
"You must have seen him?"
"The guy with the cape? The full face mask?" dad asked. "Yeah, I think so."
"I had seen him in the house earlier...dancing with the woman dressed as a bunny...by the bar...then by the pool later..." mom said softly.
"Christ he had a big hat on, his face was completely covered," dad remembered aloud. "I didn't talk to him, I didn't recognize him. He was tall though, I remember that."
"I didn't either," mom answered.
"What about his voice...shit, he's got to be one of our neighbors."
"It was muffled, the mask...and it was like he had something in his mouth. He said he'd wanted to...to have sex with me for years."
"What?"
"He said his wife had gone home to check on their kids...that he was going to fuck me-"
"He's married? He has kids Why didn't you scream?" dad demanded, his anger at mom creeping back into his voice.
"I tried to Stan...he slapped me, then taped my mouth...then he carried me into the house...up to Will's room."
"He raped you in the house? In Will's room? Where was Will?"
"YES! Yes he fucked me in your son's room. On his god damm bed. I don't know where Will was...at one of their parties. Who gives a shit Stan? He ripped the clothes from your wife and raped her. Twice!"
"He did it twice?" dad asked.
"Then he made me clean him...with my mouth...suck him. Lick his sperm from it."
Daddy finally came to, finally came out of his stunned funk and asked, "Jesus, are you okay honey? Did he hurt you?" I watched as he engulfed mom in his arms.
"Yes...no, not really," she whispered.
"I'll take you to the hospital," he offered as he stroked mom's hair.
"Noooooo," mom moaned.
"But-"
"I'll be okay...a bath...sleep."
"What about the police? You can't wash until-"
Mom didn't answer aloud but simply shook her head no.
"Did he use a condom?" dad asked, but then continued when he'd read the answer in mom's eyes. "The bastard...the fucking bastard. What if he has AIDS or something else? I'll kill him when I find him," he threatened.
I watched as he filled the bath tub, then watched as he carried his wife and placed her softly in the soap filled water. I watched as he lovingly cleaned my sperm from her body.
It's too late dad I wanted to yell, suddenly absolutely certain that my mother was going to have my baby. They didn't discuss the possibility of a child that night.
WE DO IT AGAIN...AND AGAIN...
As the days passed the two simply let the matter drop. Dad's original gung-ho claim he was going to find the perpetuator and kill him slowly slid away. Within a couple of nights they'd tacitly decided that it didn't matter, that it was simply an aberrant event that had randomly struck them and the only thing to do was try and forget it and leave it in the past.
Three weekends later dad left for his annual fall hunting trip with his buddies, a trip they'd gone on for over twenty years. I heard him offer to stay home. "Its okay sweetie, I'll just tell the boys something has come up. I'm not leaving you now."
"Don't be silly honey," my mom answered, "I'm fine now, it's all over, we can't stop living our lives." After a couple of minutes dad agreed, obviously relieved that he could still go. Mom had never told dad that her rapist had their house keys, nor told him that he'd promised to return.
I waited til the Thursday night, the eve of dad's departure, before I told mom that Jimmy and I were driving to the coast for the weekend.
"But Will, I'd hoped you and I could spend some time together this weekend," she protested.
"I'm sorry...I'll stay if you absolutely need me," I'd answered in that needling tone that every American teenager uses with his parents when he wants something.
"No, no, you go," she'd quickly insisted, "I'll be fine. We'll do it another time." And as she said those words I couldn't help wondering if I hadn't seen a sly hope being born deep in my mom's eyes.
******
She was lying naked on her back on top of her sheets when I entered her room just after midnight the next night. I was naked except for the full face mask I wore. My cock was fully erect. The only light in the room was a little street light that seeped through the opening in the curtains and some light from the hallway that slipped by the bedroom door that I'd left ajar.
I straddled her sleeping form, keeping most of my weight off her as I lifted first one, then her second hand, and attached them to the head posts of her bed with prepared ropes. My cock settled itself between mom's breasts as I worked.
"Nooooooo," mom wailed as she came awake and saw me above her.
"My little slut's been waiting for me hasn't she?" I gloated as I pushed her breasts together around my penis.
"Bastard," she cried as she struggled to free her hands.
"Open your mouth Mrs. Miller," I ordered as I slid my cockhead upwards through her tits until it rested on her closed lips.
"You prick," she yelled, as I squeezed my fingers into her cheeks and forced her mouth wide open. Then I pushed my cock inside. Held her jaws wide as I shoved deep into her throat. She was gagging, fighting for breath when I finally pulled out and slid down her body. Then rammed my saliva coated cock deep inside.
She was squirming, writhing under my heavy body, her face contorted in anger as I continued to thrust hard upwards towards the womb that had carried me for so many months. Then she started to scream her pleasure. She was loving it.
"Is that all you have, you bastard?" she demanded after I'd shot a heavy load of sperm into her spasm-ing insides.
"More?" I teased as I ran my hands roughly and possessively over mom's breasts and then down into the sticky dampness between her legs.
"I hate you."
"You love it...you love my cock fucking you," I said as I pushed two fingers inside her.
"Why? You're married," she demanded.
"She's not like you...she's a cold bitch, I need a cock slut like you."
"I'm not," she denied even as she arched her hips up into my probing hand.
"We're made for each other bitch," I said as I untied her and laid her across my lap, then mixed caresses with sharp slaps to her firm, tight bum that I soon had glowing red under my onslaught.
I finally let her slip off my lap and down to her knees between my legs where she sat panting, her teary eyes staring at the snake again lengthening just inches from her mouth.
"It's ugly," she hissed as her left hand closed around him.
"You like it that he's so big don't you Patty," I teased, enjoying calling my mom by her first name. "Kiss it Patty, kiss the big cock."
"It's not that big," she insisted even as she started to pump me.
"It's better than Graham's isn't it? You should have seen him crying when I put my knife on it. He was afraid I was going to cut it off."
"You had no right."
"Much bigger than your husbands," I boasted.
"I love him," mom answered between long, moist licks up and down my shaft.
I fucked her all night, finally leaving just as dawn was approaching. "I'll be back tonight...late...be ready," I warned as I left.
"I'll call the cops."
"Then you'll never feel this again," I said as I grabbed my penis and waved it at her.
"Who are you?" she demanded.
"I'm the man who comes and fucks you when you need it, that's who I am," I answered.
"I have to know...please, if we're going to continue to do this..."
"Of course we're going to continue...when I want," I said as I left her room.
*****
She was waiting, naked, washed, and perfumed, her hair combed and lustrous, when I walked into her bedroom the next night. There were two candles casting romantic, flickering light on my body as I moved toward her bed. "Fuck me," she ordered, "fuck your little slut Patty."
I did! Then I took her ass. Mrs. Patricia Miller was in love with her son's cock! The respected real estate agent, the popular community mom, the loving wife, was unmasked, simply becoming a screaming dervish when impaled on her son's big cock. The reasoning human being was gone, the animal born.
In the weeks and months that followed we'd come together randomly. A crashing, violent, smashing together of two hungry animals. Lust and need. Love. Hunger.
Then on Christmas day mom and dad announced to me that I was going to have a sister (or so they hoped). I acted suitably surprised even though I'd heard them discussing it for a couple of weeks. I'd heard worried, whispered conversations in their private sanctuary that my cameras and microphones had easily caught.
"It could be his," mom had said worriedly. "Maybe it would be better if I had an abortion."
"What if its mine...I've always wanted another."
"Another man's baby?"
"Its mine. I know it is," dad insisted.
"We could try again...later...after I take care-"
"Its murder," dad said, an imploring tone in his voice.
"Will is leaving next fall...we'll be all alone," mom conceded, "It would be nice to start again."
"I love you Patty," dad promised as his hand softly caressed my mother's stomach.
Over a couple of nights I listened to their soul searching, until they finally agreed they wanted it. Mum was going to have my baby.
I continued to fuck her. Every two or three weeks I'd do her. No warning. At home...or I'd call and tell her to meet me at one of the houses she was showing...or at Graham's cabin. I loved the afternoon I spend sexing her on Graham's bed.
I was always masked. And strangely, after a while she stopped asking who I was. I think in some way it made the sex even better for her.
In April, I told dad and mom I wasn't going to go to university the next fall.
"What?" they'd both screeched.
"I don't want to miss the first year of my sister's life, I'll go next year," I said quietly.
We argued for weeks until we came to an agreement: I'd take off one year but promised to go in September 2008. And I'd spend the year working for dad's company, learning the ropes. I'd worked there the last two summers and knew that dad loved having me there with him.
My sister Vanessa was born July 31st 2007, a seven pound nine ounce dark haired beauty. I was a father!
Three weeks later, in late August, masked, I sucked milk from my mother's breasts for the first time in almost twenty years, sucked at her fat teats even as my cock plunged repeatedly into her depths.
I enjoyed working full time, and was even able, with my knowledge of computers and the internet, to come up with some ideas to grow Dad's business.
Dad was even approached by one of the big Carolina based banks in late September, a group interested in acquiring Miller Investments. Dad let me sit in on the meeting, a meeting in which he showed a complete lack of interest in their opening eighteen million dollar offer to buy him out.
"Why would I sell?" he asked me later as he and mom and I ate dinner. "We got all the money we need and when I'm ready to retire you can take over." Mom agreed with him completely. They were both happy with life.
I was less so.
OCTOBER 31ST 2007 HALOWEEN
I walked quietly into the den at just past seven thirty that night. Mom hadn't known I'd already got home and I'd waited until she was feeding Vanessa, both breasts bared, before I'd entered the room. I watched for seconds silently until she looked up and noticed me.
"Will! I didn't know you were back," mom said as she tried to cover her unoccupied breast with her hand.
"She's always hungry, isn't she," I asked, as I watched my daughter's lips sucking noisily at her mother's nipple.
Mom, although she usually fed Vanessa wearing a garment that was more modest, wasn't particularly upset that I was watching. In the three months since my daughter's birth I'd often seen her at my mother's breast.
"I'll say," mom agreed.
"She's lucky," I said with a smile as I sat down next to her on the couch.
"Why?" mom asked, and I knew her well enough to know she was fishing for a compliment, even if I was her son.



"Can I have some?" I asked boldly, licking my lips.
"You're crazy, why would you want to do that?" she asked softly, not rejecting the idea completely.
"I can't remember what it tastes like. Did you like it when I was a baby and suckled? What's it feel like? Is it different than when..." I let the question die as I slowly cupped mom's free breast.
"Different than what?" mom asked softly, her eyes boring into mine, not protesting my fingers as the stretched out her fat teat.
"Different than when it's a man and a woman...I mean different than if it was me and Susie," I answered, lowering my head to her breast even as my eyes remained locked on hers.
"It's different Will," mom whispered as my lips closed around her teat and I joined my daughter in drinking from mom.
"Oh baby," she groaned as I hungrily sucked in her creamy nourishment, as she held the back of my head cupped in her hand and held me tight against her fat tit.
We were both embarrassed, or at least feigned it, when I finally pulled back from her breast, a line of milk sliding down from the corner of my mouth.
I backed out of the room stuttering out half sentences, "I should shower...pick up Susie at nine...costume...I liked it...it tastes..."
Mom was blushing, I knew she was feeling the same animalistic desires as I. It was Halloween!
*****
I took my time showering and getting ready. Of slowing putting the Zorro costume on. A costume that had lain hidden for months in a box at the back of my cupboard.
"Noooo! Not now," ma squealed when I entered her bedroom twenty minutes later. "Will's still here, Stan could be back any minute."
"Your husbands been delayed Mrs. Miller...in fact he won't be back tonight," I said in my rapists voice. I unswirled the cape from around me as I spoke, exposing my erect manhood that was protruding proudly from my open fly.
"Will's upstairs...he could come down any minute," mom wailed.
"You let him suck your breasts," I accused.
"You saw?"
"It's okay, I took care of him," I said ominously as I threw my hat across the room.
"What did you do?" mom demanded as she started towards me and the door behind me, fear for her son clear in her eyes.
"He'll be all right," I said soothingly as I grabbed one of her hands.
"And where's Stan?"
"It's our anniversary Patty, don't you remember?" I asked as I unzipped my pants and let them fall to my ankles. I wasn't wearing underwear. I slowly forced her down, pushing on the top of her head until she finally fell to her knees between my legs. I undid the buttons on my shirt and then let it fall off my shoulders as her mouth opened and she took me in.
After a minute of licking my penis she spat it out and then looked up into my eyes and hissed, "God I hate you. You prick," she added as her saliva covered tongue reached out and licked a drop of pre cum from the tip of my straining cock. She bit down twice, just hard enough to hurt.
"Suck it slut," I ordered, suddenly speaking in my own voice, Will's voice, as I thrust between her lips. It took her three or four seconds before my words registered, and when she finally looked up at me, a confused look in her eyes, she saw me pulling the mask from my face.
She tried to scream out my name, but all her words were muffled as I held the sides of her head viselike in my hands, not allowing her to reject the cock that her genes had helped make. I finally pulled it slowly out.
"It was always you?" she asked, an almost manic gleam in her eyes.
"Yes mommy."
"You bastard," she hissed but I could see a strange happiness in her eyes.
"Did you think you could fuck the whole town without me finding out? Without me doing something?" I demanded as I pulled her to her feet.
"I could with your daddy," she answered as she leaned against me, challenging me with both her words and body.
"I'm the daddy now slut," I said derisively as I lifted her up and grabbing her ass moved her so my cockhead was at her slit.
"You're not...you can't...you're a boy...its against the law," my mother railed even as her hand slipped between our bodies and grabbed my cock.
"Put it in mommy," I ordered as I lifted her up and down, my strong hands easily holding her firm ass.
"Make me," she dared while squeezing the lips of her vagina over my bulbous cockhead that was glistening with pre cum and her saliva.
It was different this time, even wilder and crazier than ever before. With both of us knowing that we were breaking every societal convention in this wild, incestuous coupling. There was no Halloween mask this time to hide our complicity, our perversions.
"I LOVE YOU," my mother screamed when we finally orgasmed together ten minutes later. Of course she loved me. She'd made me...nurtured me...taught me...fucked me...
We slept together that night for the first time. We dreamed of each other even as our bodies lay side by side. She was smiling, a devilish look in her eyes, when I awoke the next morning. Her hand was around my erect cock.
"It poked me...woke me...your cock," were her first words.
"It wants another baby...so do I," I said sleepily.
"Good," she answered as she rolled on top of me and directed my cock inside her.
*****
An hour...or maybe two hours later she asked, "What are we going to do? About daddy? Gosh, he'll be home soon..."
"Daddy's gone."
"What do you mean? Gone where?" she asked.
"It wasn't working...he was too old... he's passed now," I told my mother, my lover, my wife, my slave...
"Passed where?"
It hadn't been an easy decision, hell I'd loved my dad. But he'd had a pretty good life. And how happy would he have been when he found out his wife was sleeping with his son? It was better this way for him.
And he hadn't suffered...I'd made sure of that. His body would be found...maybe not for a month or two...but it'd be found...he'd be buried...everything would work out for him.
We'd probably sell the company after a couple of months...we each got fifty percent under dad's will...Maybe move to Hawaii...that'd be a great place to raise two daughters...
I'd take care of his wife...she certainly wouldn't be sleeping with anyone but a Miller man from now on...
"What'd you do?" mom asked.
"We'll talk later mom," I answered as I pushed her back down onto the bed
THE END
*
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"He's an absolute asshole Aunt Bridget," were the first words I heard when I barged into the kitchen after I'd got home from football practice.
"Hi mom," I said with a big smile as I reached to grab a couple of cookies from the pan that had just been pulled from the oven. It was their aroma that had drawn me unerringly to the room. After giving mom a quick kiss on the cheek I turned to Rosie and asked with a twinkle in my voice, "Got a kiss for your favorite cousin beautiful?"
"No!" Rosie said emphatically.
"Charlie!" mom wailed, "Not before dinner."
"I'm starving...and you're such a good mom...and beautiful too," I answered as I popped one of the still warm chocolate chip cookies into my mouth and then took mom in my arms and danced her around the kitchen table.
"Your crazy," my smiling mom said happily.
"They think they're so smart," Rose complained, then added, "and I mean you and your kind Charles Andrew Lyte."
"My kind?" I asked.
"Men!"
"All of us?" I asked laughing as I moved from mom and grabbed Rosie's hands.
"Yes, and don't do that," she ordered as she struggled to escape me.
"Bad day?" I asked as I spun her around. "Nice hair by the way," I added as I looked admiringly at the thick bright red strands of hair that had somehow appeared among her long, almost waist length mane of dark, thick lustrous black hair since I'd last seen her at breakfast.
"You like it?" she couldn't help asking.
"Gorgeous cuz, simply gorgeous," I enthused as I gently touched one of the red strands that were bouncing down and over her breasts. "Hot Chicago artist babe, sooooo sexy," I said then gave her a wolf whistle.
"Well, most men are assholes," Rosie amended.
"Honey, language," mom chided.
"So what happened today to put you in such a wonderful mood Miss Rosie?" I asked with a pronounced southern drawl.
"My art apparently isn't 'representational' enough for our brilliant instructor Mr. Crandall," Rose said in her most sarcastic tone.
"But I thought that was the point," I interjected bravely, knowing one wrong word might bring down her wrath on my head. Rose saw Mom and I as 'artistic philistines' who couldn't possibly appreciate the subtlety of modern art. Having spent the last twelve years in the foothills of Tennessee it was inconceivable that we could be anything but ignorant of 'abstract or other non-representational' art. Even though mom had spent most of her youth in Chicago and had studied art history at college!
"He's incompetent...a second rate has been who's never had a show outside of redneck country," she raged, totally ignoring my words.
"Maybe they feel you need to master the human form dear," mom offered, "before you..."
"Naked tits," she interrupted, but then quickly amended it to "naked breasts" when she saw mom's frown. "Men Aunt Bridget, they just want everyone to draw naked women."
"Well..."
We heard a non stop lecture on art for an hour as we ate dinner but we made no complaint. Rosie Williams, the daughter of moms elder sister, who'd come to live with us in September, simply by her presence among us had made our lives more fun. I really didn't give two hoots about conceptual or abstract art, but I could listen to her talk about it for hours. Quite simply she was interesting. Her energy, her passion simply forced you to be more interesting, more involved.
And after knowing her all my life, of having spent at least a couple of weeks every summer at the family cottage with her, it was just since she'd come to live with us that I'd belatedly discovered just how hot she was. Like as in sexy hot. At a horny eighteen years of age I'd suddenly found myself living in the next room to a twenty-one year old, free wheeling artsy type who all my friends found exotic and alluring.
She stormed off to her 'studio' after dinner, the loft in the old barn she'd converted into a working space, her 'atelier' as she called it.
"Go and talk to her Charlie," mom instructed as we washed and dried the dishes side by side.
"Maybe you better go mom," I said, not sure if I wanted an evening of my tempestuous cousin.
"I've got the quarterly Library Board meeting tonight sweetie," she answered as she draped the drying cloth over my shoulder.
Thirty minutes later, after mom had left for her meeting and I'd showered, I wandered out to Rosie's hay loft 'atelier' where, after climbing the ladder, I found her standing hunched over her easel, a frown on her normally smiling face. She also seemed to be mumbling under her breath.
This could be a mistake I thought to myself as I watched her hands fly angrily across the sheet of drawing paper that seemed ready to take flight from its precarious position on her stand.
"That doesn't look very representational cuz," I ventured carefully.
"Who asked you?" she snapped angrily back without raising her eyes from her drawing.
"It's very good though," I added, this time with a cheeky teasing tone in my voice, as I moved to stand at her shoulder where I stood pensively looking at the black blob she had created.
"Shut up you," she ordered as she grabbed the drawing and threw it to the floor where it joined five or six previous efforts.
"Is this one a man or a woman," I teased again as I picked one of her rejected efforts from the floor and peered at it dubiously.
"Ha, ha Charlie. Backwoods, redneck boy all of a sudden becomes the fucking New York Times art critic," she complained but we both were smiling now. "It's male," she finally added after she'd given me a few seconds to study her drawing. "And it's upside down Mr. Expert," she said as she turned it in my hand.
"Of what species?"
"Oh that's a good one Charlie," she answered, her voice dripping with sarcasm.
"Maybe you need a model to inspire you...you could try to capture my magnificent physique," I offered as I gave her my best Charles Atlas pose.
"Sure Arnold," she scoffed.
I quickly peeled off my t-shirt and comically went into a weightlifters posing routine. "God Rosie, what artist wouldn't want to paint this body? C'mon, try to get your hand around these biceps," I challenged as I flexed.
Laughing and shaking her head she poked me in the chest with her paint brush, splattering my left nipple with black paint.
"Hey!" I protested as I jumped back out of her reach.
"So you think you could be a model do you?" she asked and then after seeing my nod added, "Well, take of your pants then and stand over there." Then she turned and headed back to her easel.
"Nooooo way," I said to my cousins back. And yet, the truth was, the second she'd said the words I'd wanted to. I'd wanted my older cousin to see me naked...to see IT.
"Mr. Shy," she said derisively as she set a new piece of paper on her stand and then turned and faced me.
"It has nothing to do with shyness dear cousin," I answered as I hopped from foot to foot in front of her, my excitement obvious.
"If you're worried about...you know...size..." she started slowly, a new raw huskiness in her voice, drawing out the words provocatively. "I can always make it biggggger," she finally added with a sexy laugh, the challenge clear.
"It's big enough," I shot back as I felt the red blush spread across my cheeks.
"Is that what sweet Ellie May, your pretty little southern belle says," Rosie asked in a syrupy southern accent.
"What?" I stammered, knowing my face was as red as a beet.
"You know, that pretty cheerleader that follows you around everywhere. The one with the bouncy blond hair and the large, bouncy..." Rosie stopped in mid sentence as she cupped her own breasts to demonstrate her meaning. "I mean she has seen it, hasn't she?" she asked, still using the Southern drawl.
Finally regaining a little of my composure I answered, "Southern men don't talk about things like that...we're gentlemen. I know that someone from Chicago may not have encountered one before..."
"Yeah right Charlie...like all those gentlemen we saw in the infield at Talladega," Rose countered in a tough Chicago accent, evoking the memory of the weekend just a month ago when she, mom and I had spent an afternoon watching a car race among a couple of hundred thousand drunken race car fans. It had been Rosie's suggestion to go of course, her desire to imbue herself in 'Southern Culture' as she mockingly described it so that her paintings would reflect the 'redneck milieu' she now found herself in.
"They were drunk...NASCAR fans...that's different," I protested.
"Remember those six gentlemen who unzipped themselves in front of your mom and poor innocent cousin and fifty other women and started peeing..."
"OK. OK...I'll do it," I capitulated, knowing there was no point in trying to win any argument with my crazy cousin. I knew we'd still probably be arguing at midnight if I didn't take off my pants. Besides I wanted to see her reaction. My cock was filling!
"Besides Charlie, you're not a Southerner," Rose added, wanting to get the last word in.
"I've lived here most of my life," I answered as I turned away from my cousins prying eyes as I unzipped and then pushed down my jeans.
"Yeah but you were born in Chicago," she said, but then quickly asked as my pants pooled around my ankles, "Why aren't you wearing any underwear?"
"What?" I asked as I turned and faced her.
"Ohhhhhh!" escaped from her lips as her eyes opened wide in surprise.
"Is something wrong?" I asked, instantly aware that I had the upper hand on my fast talking cousin for one of the first times since she'd come to live with us. Christ, in my whole life! I slowly lowered my hand towards my three quarter erect penis, then circled its thick base and lifted it up as though I wanted to inspect it.
"No...it's just that...I mean normally," she sputtered.
"Normally? You have seen one before haven't you? I just assumed...you being a big city, northern artist, nude paintings, drugs, wild parties and everything," I challenged, loving how I finally had Rose on the defensive.
"Of course I have," she almost yelled.
"How many?" I asked, the teasing tone in my voice now echoed by the grin on my lips.
"Shut-up! What is not normal for your information Chaaaarles, is for an artists model to have an erection. It's supposed to hang placidly down between your legs...this is art, not some internet sex site. You have seen Michaelangelo's David haven't you?"
"Here, you do it," I offered, still grinning.
"Do what?" she asked suspiciously.
"There's a button, here, just underneath, they all come with one...you have to turn it...then bingo, I'll be back to soft and placid," I said as I approached my cousin, my cock grasped in my hand. She started laughing.
And as I posed for Rose over the next hour our relationship changed forever. As her hands flew across sheet after sheet of drawing paper she slowly morphed into someone else. The strange cousin, three years older than me, someone I'd always liked, who'd fascinated me even while cowing me with her energy and intelligence, became a woman I wanted to possess.
And as she tossed sheet after sheet to the floor it soon became quite clear my dear cousin was only drawing my penis.
"Shouldn't you try to draw my whole body?" I finally ventured.
"Charlie are you the artist... or am I?" she muttered as she continued to paint.
When she finally called a halt to our session I found I was exhausted and sank thankfully into the old sagging arm chair that sat in the corner of the room. Amazingly my cock had stayed hard almost the full hour I'd posed. "What are you going to do with them anyway?" I asked as Rosie collected the pictures from where they lay on the floor around the room.
"I'm going to show them to Mr. Bloody Expert Crandall," she promised. "Tell him I got my boyfriend to pose for me before I fuc...," she said, only just managing to stop before finishing the comment which she just in time realized might not be appropriate. Especially given I was her cousin.
"You're not going to show them to mom are you? Or tell anyone in your class whose?"
"Why not? Who's going to be able to recognize you by your cock anyway my little cousin?"
"Well..."
"Would you like to look a them?" she asked, then dropped the pile of pictures of my cock into my lap.
"Yuck...are you crazy?" I answered as I dropped them to the floor.
"I think I did pretty well, especially given I'm supposedly not a representational painter," Rose said as she held up one of the pictures and studied it for a couple of seconds. "Yes, I think I captured it perfectly," she said proudly as she held a picture of my penis in front of my eyes.
"Don't you have any pictures of naked women?" I grumbled.
"No...and you're too young anyway," she answered but for just a sec her eyes had darted towards the desk in the far corner of the studio. "And you never answered my question about your girlfriend?" she asked, clearly trying to turn my attention away from something.
"Answered what?"
"Whether little Ellie May has seen it."
We teased back and forth for a few minutes before I finally stood and then slowly pulled on my shirt and pants.
And then, just after I took the first steps towards the ladder, Rose blurted out, "Thanks Charlie... you were a good sport and everything...you know, you are my favorite cousin... even if you are a hick."
"I'm the only one you have," I said as I turned back to look at her.
"Still"
"She's seen it," I suddenly said, then turned again to go.
She rushed after me! "She haaaaas?" she demanded as she ran in front of me and faced me. "Do you sleep with her?"
I just smiled.
"Charley! Was she your first?"
"Would you like to do this again...I mean have me pose for you?" I asked, ignoring her questions completely.
She looked at me for seconds before nodding her head. "Maybe...I mean if you want," she finally admitted shyly.
"Next time you should try to get a little more of me into the picture," I teased as I slipped past her and started down the ladder from the loft.
"Maybe if it wasn't so big I could," she said to my back as I walked towards the barn door.
"Hey Charlie," she yelled just as I was about to disappear into the night, "does little Ellie Mae think it's too big?"
"Her names Eleanor...not Ellie Mae," I yelled back as I walked towards the house.
"Is she the only girl who's seen it?" were the last words I heard from my cousin that night.
Except of course in my dreams. Where, for the first time, Rose became the lead player in an erotic fantasy that resulted in my spurting strand after strand of real creamy cum into her imaginary body.
*****
Life went on. Mom went to work every day and Rose and I went to our respective schools. Yeah, there was something new between Rosie and I, an electricity just below the surface that was threatening to explode every time I saw her. That I knew she also felt. We saw it in each others eyes every time we ran into each other. Just waiting.
But for days it stayed below the surface. In fact, it wasn't until at dinner almost a week later when mom inquired how it was going with Mr. Crandall that the subject arose again.
"Oh I did some stuff he liked," Rose answered nonchalantly, then smiled innocently at me across the table.
"You did? Pictures of people?" mom asked, surprised her niece had given up so easily.
"Parts of people anyway," Rose answered her with a straight face. "He thought they were quite good," she added just as I felt her bare foot slide up my leg.
"How nice dear. Can I see them?" mom asked.
"They're at school...he wanted to keep them. Oh and by the way Auntie, it turns out he doesn't just want us to draw naked women."
"That's nice," mom answered. Rose had stretched her leg and her foot was now strategically placed between my thighs.
"Apparently he's homosexual...I think he'd prefer pictures of naked men," she said with a girlish giggle, then gave me a sweet smile.
"You gave your pictures to a homosexual?" I gasped.
"A lot of these artistic types are gay Charles, there's nothing wrong with that, its perfectly normal," mom instructed.
"Christ, no wonder Rosie never has a date," I muttered.
"I have all the dates I want my little high school cousin," Rose said angrily, then flicked her foot and gave me a good shot in the nuts before pulling it away.
*****
Two days later, on a Saturday, when mom had driven over to visit a friend in Memphis for the day, I climbed the ladder into Rosie's studio.
"What do you want?"
"I didn't know you were here," I said, acting surprised. "I thought you were gone," I lied.
"What, you wanted to get your pictures? I told you, I gave them to Mr. Crandall."
"I was going to look for the naked woman ones," I said with a leer.
"There aren't any Charles," she denied but her eyes again betrayed her when they quickly glanced towards the desk. I also couldn't help but notice she'd tacked one of my penis pics right above her desk. I sat down in the comfy, saggy armchair in the opposite corner.
"You didn't give him that one," I said, pointing across the room.
"I'm working," she said.
"Representational or abstract?" I asked as I sat back in the chair as if I was ready to spend the afternoon.
"I'm busy Charlie."
"Can I watch?"
She didn't say anything for the next five minutes as she worked on her painting. From where I was sitting I could only see Rose and not the work she was creating. I simply said nothing, content to wait her out. "Well, do you want to pose?" she finally asked impatiently.
"Do you want me to?"
"Well...I did have an idea for a picture...you, posed in the light, a farmers straw hat on your head..." she admitted.
"Naked?" I interrupted.
"I saw it as...yes...but if you don't want to," she stammered, "I mean I could put you in overalls. It's just that"
"Hey its okay, I'll do it." She knew I wanted to show it and I knew she wanted me naked. I quickly shucked my shirt and shorts and then let her lead me to the open double doors where she posed me in a shaft of sunlight that was flooding in through them.
"I should pose you with a pitchfork of hay in hand," she said smiling, clearly happy I was there.
"Yeah right, naked farmer in the hayloft, real realistic cuz," I teased, loving the feel of her eyes on me.
"With an erection again," Rosie mocked complained. "Maybe I should hang some hay from it."
"Ha, ha. And the erections not my fault."
"Then whose fault is it?"
"Guess," I challenged but she turned back to the easel and started to draw as a blush spread on her cheeks.
She called a halt after thirty minutes and then offered to go and get some Cokes for us from the kitchen. Of course I started my investigation the second she'd disappeared down the ladder and was sitting in the armchair flipping through one of the drawing pads I'd grabbed from her desk when she returned five minutes later.
"Those are private," Rose said, an angry look in her eyes as she stopped four feet from where I sat in the armchair.
I stood and took a Coke from her hand, then walked towards the open doors and held the pad up to the light and peered dubiously at the drawing in front of me. Then scowled.
"What's wrong with it?" she asked, her curiosity at my reaction to her art overcoming her anger.
"God, I hope the pictures you do of me are better than this. Is this meant to be a woman's..." I let the word stay unsaid, for even though I'd posed naked for Rosie I was uncomfortable using that word in front of her. Or any of the other words I could think of for it. The ones me and my friends might snicker at in the locker room but never say in front of a girl. Rosie quickly proved she had no such hesitation.



"Pussy? Beaver? Box? Vagina? Cunt? Is that what you're trying to say?" She asked angrily. For a second I thought it might be preferable to just jump out the hayloft doors to the ground below and escape into the fields beyond. "What's wrong with it anyway?" she demanded as she grabbed the pad from my hands and started to flip through the pages.
"Well, they're sorta half woman and half animal. And you made it look sorta flower like," I said as I looked dubiously at the gaping, bright pink, petal like layers of skin that sat in a thick triangular pelt of black fur. "It looks like fur, it could be a monkey's..." I protested.
"That's hair Charlie! A woman's pubic hair," she almost yelled.
"But women don't ...okay sure they can grow hair down there...but jeeze Rose, not like that," I protested, trying to compare this picture to the image of the smooth mound of my girlfriend I had in my head.
"Are you nuts? I thought you said you've slept with Ellie Mae...you must have seen.." But then she stopped in mid sentence, sudden understanding clear in her dark eyes. "She's shaved, isn't she?" she asked.
Blushing I just mumbled a couple of incomprehensible words.
"Completely?"
I just nodded my head in confirmation.
"You've never seen an unshaved woman have you?"
"Well"
"What about the other girls you've dated...magazines...Christ, the internet Charlie?"
"Not like that," I insisted as I stared at the picture. "And anyway, the rest of it doesn't look right either. You've made it look like a bloody flower...it should be smoother. It's like you've drawn a couple of sets of lips between her legs."
"But...but..." Rose started, clearly dumbfounded.
"And what's this?" I added triumphantly as I pointed at the bright red bud that seemed to be sticking out of the top of this strange monkey woman's sex.
"It's a clitoris Charlie...you have heard of them haven't you. The schools of Tennessee do have sex education courses don't they?" she asked and then waited for my response.
"They mentioned them," I started tentatively, while actually having no memory of them at all ever in class. "But I can't remember exactly what they said...and anyway, not all girls have them," I said confidently. "What are they for anyway?"
"Not all girls have them?" my cousin croaked. "What are they for?"
"Ellie doesn't have one," I insisted, pretty sure I couldn't have missed it if she did.
Rose actually took five deep breaths before she continued. "Charlie, I know men aren't the most observant beings God put on earth nor do I want to pry into your love life with Miss Bald Tennessee but how closely have you looked?"
"Well," I said offhandedly, "I mean I don't stick my head between her legs or anything but I'm pretty sure"
"What about cunnilingus Charlie?"
"We don't usually use that word down here Rose," I answered, not recognizing the word but sure I didn't like the sound of it.
"ORAL... SEX," Rose said loudly and slowly.
"What about it? I mean what's that got to do with this clittery thing?" I asked. My cock was suddenly hard again as I thought of the feel of Ellie's lips around my cock.
"You know, when you lie down between your girlfriend's legs and bring your tongue to her slit and lick..."
"That's not oral sex! That's disgusting!"
"You've never gone down on Ellie?"
I was getting redder and more embarrassed by the second, then finally just blurted out, "It's against the law in Tennessee."
"Eating pussy is against the law in Tennessee?" she demanded, both incredulity and amusement reflected in her face.
"The whole Southeast," I insisted, then added wanting to escape the conversation, "Lets get back to work, we can talk about this later."
"Somebody's definitely going to have to have a talk with you my boy," Rose said as she moved towards her easel. "You're going to be going to College next year for crying out loud. Not everyone has one...sweet jaysus..."
Irritated by her manner I shot back, "Well the drawing still isn't very good, no matter what you say about that thing. If those are some of your semi abstract things, no wonder your Mr. Crandall thought you had to get back to basics and learn to draw."
For minutes Rose didn't say anything, instead seemed to be almost attacking the canvas with her paint laden brushes. As I watched her hands as they slashed through the air I was pretty confident this picture wasn't going to end up looking much like me.
"Charlie," she finally said after looking up and staring at me almost pityingly for twenty seconds. I didn't like the look in her eyes.
"Uh huh," I said with a false grin on my face.
"It was a self portrait. All of them were."
"A self portrait of who?" I asked stupidly just as the import of her words struck me. I tried to save myself by asking, "But it's an abstract self portrait right?"
"No."
We were quiet for the next five minutes, then Rose suddenly ended the session.
"Are you angry at me?" I asked tentatively.
"I have a headache Mr. Lyte," my cousin answered, and in doing so became the first member of the female species to use that particular line on me.
Dressed and moving slowly towards the ladder two minutes later, I turned back and said, "I know you're a little mad at me...but I was thinking...would you do a favor for me Rose?"
"A favor? For you?" she hissed.
"For mom really...Christmas is coming up and I thought it'd be nice if you drew a portrait of mom and me as a Christmas present....I mean I'll be gone next year, it'd be nice." Rose didn't answer immediately so I rushed on. "I'd prefer one where you recognize us...you know, not abstract or anything weird," then quickly added when I saw a scowl start to spread on her face. "I'll pay you...it'll be your first commission."
"A naked portrait?"
"What!"
"A picture of you and your mom naked, is that what you want?"
"You're fucking sick," I raged, then turned and left.
She's a pervert, a sick pervert I thought to myself later that night as I stroked my penis to the memory of the heavily pelted mound and the throbbing crimson clit I'd seen in my cousins painting that afternoon. There's no way it looks like that I kept saying to myself as I pumped. And I couldn't stop myself from remembering her last words about mom.
*****
"I'm sorry."
"What do you want," I answered belligerently to my cousin who stood just inside my bedroom doorway. We hadn't really talked in the four days since our afternoon encounter. Even mom had commented on our lack of conversation at dinner that night.
"I'm the adult, I should know better," she started. "It's not your fault you don't know anything about women." Seeing the frown starting to form on my lips she started to laugh.
"I know lots," I growled.
"Maybe I'm not the best at apologies but you're still my favorite cousin...and cute," she said, then came over and gave me a big hug.
"You're only one," I grumbled while trying to keep the elation I felt from showing.
"I'll do your portrait... with your clothes on," she said.
"You will?"
"For my favorite cousin and my favorite aunt...one each," she promised.
"I can pay."
"Your moms will be a classic portrait, a mother and her loving son, dressed in their Sunday best, smiling from the porch of their idyllic home in the Tennessee hills, a cow behind them, they'll..."
"And mine?" I asked, interrupting her attempt to get a rise out of me.
"Well, the two of you might be naked in that one," she said, an evil grin now firmly planted on her face " The boys big cock, seemingly always fully erect, pointing at his mom, luring her..."
"Shut up," I ordered, then pulled her into my arms and hugged her.
"Are we friends again? I missed you Charlie," my cousin whispered softly into my ear.
"I didn't."
"Ha!" Rose said as she escaped my arms.
"Moms going out Friday night...if you want to start then," I offered.
"What about little Ellie Mae?" my cousin teased but I knew she wasn't going to miss it for anything.
"You still haven't told me what the portrait is going to cost," I said, ignoring her barb.
"Yours is free...you're going to have to do a favor for me for your moms though."
"What favor?"
"You'll see," Rose answered, then went out the door only to reappear a second later with a rolled up painting in her hand which she offered me.
"What is it?"
"A little present for my favorite cousin. You can consider it lesson number one in Rose's Woman's Studies course for her backwoods cousin."
"Ha, ha," I said as I slowly unrolled the canvas. "Whose are they?" I finally asked after I'd stared at the painting for second after second.
"I only do self portraits Charley," Rose said as she danced out the door. For minutes I continued staring at the most perfect breasts I'd ever seen.
Round and full...sitting proudly on the page...a pair of puffed up, dark nipples pointing slightly upward and outward...a blue vein shimmering under the translucent milky skin...perfect handfuls that...
In my dreams that night I ran my cock repeatedly between them...then splashed cum into Rosie's laughing mouth.
****
"What's that," I asked about seven-thirty Friday night when I poked my head over the edge of the loft and saw Rosie organizing a pile of stuff on her desk.
"A Japanese cock mold," she answered without looking up. She had a sly smile on her lips though.
"A cock mold?" I asked dubiously as I walked over to where she stood. "What do you do with it?" I added as I looked over her shoulder and saw she was mixing some sort of evil smelling concoction in a bowl.
"Well, I take this stuff, then, when it has the right consistency mind, I slather it over and around your erect penis and balls until they're covered completely..."
"Nooo way...not a chance," I promised.
"It's a Japanese technique Charley," she said with a straight face. "Apparently it gives a man an incredible orgasm."
"It does? How?" I asked, pretty sure Rose was pulling my leg, but still, you could never be sure about Asians, I'd heard they had some weird sexual practices.
"Well you attach the two wires through small holes...and then when you turn the battery on..."
"Bullshit." But still, eventually I let her finally talk me into it.
"It's for a couple of girls at school...they're working on a Christmas project," she'd finally admitted.
"And they need a mold of my cock?" I demanded.
"They're lesbians. And they couldn't get anyone else at school to do it. I told them I had the perfect cock for the job."
"You told them you were going to get them a mold of your cousin's cock?"
"Don't be silly! I told them I'd met this cowboy in a bar last weekend who had the most beautiful penis I'd ever seen. And that he was incredible in bed. That it was just the right size for their special, secret project."
"What's their project anyway?" I asked her, my curiosity definitely aroused. Does she really think I have a beautiful penis I wondered to myself?
"It's a secret. Even Mr. Crandall doesn't know."
"But," I started to object but then said nothing as Rosie undid the belt of my jeans and then lowered my zipper. Already hard, I popped out and up against my stomach after my jeans had been quickly pushed down my legs. Rosie then directed me to the armchair where she had me sit on a towel she'd placed on it earlier. While her right hand slowly stirred the contents of the pot the palm of her other hand circled my cock. Fuck...my cousin Rosie was touching my penis!
"It's big tonight," she said softly as her hand moved slowly up my shaft.
"Gosh Rosie...please! I don't think we should," were the words I got out before a first handful of the mucky sludge was applied to my trembling shaft. "Oh fuck," I groaned, "you're sure it won't hurt it?"
"It won't do anything Charlie...I promise. Do you think I'd do anything to hurt my favorite cousin?"
"It depends," I said, not at all confident of my cousin.
"Remember, your penis has to stay hard until it sets...and don't cum," she ordered as she finished 'molding' me.
"How long? There's no way I can stay hard with this crap on my cock. It feels icky."
"Pretend it's Ellie Mae...that you're inside your little sweetie," Rose teased, clearly enjoying my predicament.
"She doesn't feel or smell like mud," I complained. "I'm already starting to soften."
"You are?" Rosie challenged, then quickly lifted her black t-shirt over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra!
Twenty-five minutes later Rosie carefully removed the cast from my cock, a cock that had never wavered from rock hard attention. Fucking tits you could die for!
"You better go get cleaned up...just in case it was toxic," Rosie cautioned with a smirk when she'd finally got the mold off me and had placed it in the straw lined box she'd prepared for it.
"Toxic...fuck Rosie, if anything happens," I yelled as I leapt from the chair and then threw myself down the ladder and exploded across the floor of the barn and raced towards the house.
****
Rosie had the easel set up and her paint tubes arrayed and ready when I reappeared showered and dressed twenty minutes later. She had her back to me but she was definitely naked.
"Where are your clothes?" I asked nervously as I wandered towards the spot that she'd lit with two small spotlights and was clearly where she wanted me to stand. I slowly moved to lower the zipper on the shorts I'd put on after washing.
"You can leave them on...I'm just going to do some preliminary sketches...for the portrait," Rose instructed. Almost hidden behind the easel and with her long hair hanging in front and down and over her chest I couldn't see much. I just got quick tantalizing views of part of a breast when she moved to the edge of the easel to get a better look at her subject. Still, I was able to quickly confirm that Rose Williams was not shaven. In fact she was hairy!
"You're naked," I protested.
"Well look to the side then if it offends you, I want to catch your profile anyway," Rose ordered.
"But," I started to protest, not wanting to miss anything, but stopped when my eyes saw the full length portrait on the wall. "Where'd that come from," I asked as I tried to peer through the bright lights at the picture.
"Don't move," she demanded too late as I stepped out of the light and moved towards the wall.
"Mom?" I asked incredulously when I recognized the nude woman who was the subject of the portrait. "But how? Did she pose?" I asked as my eyes devoured my mother's naked body. "I shouldn't be looking at her...its not..." I stammered, unable to tear my eyes from the picture.
"She's beautiful, isn't she?" I heard whispered in my ear.
"She's my mom," I said as I felt the blood flood into my penis.
"It's just a drawing of a beautiful woman Charlie...no big deal," Rose said nonchalantly as she leaned her naked body against me.
"I shouldn't look at it," I said but made no attempt to move.
"Do you ever dream of her?" Rose whispered.
"What do you mean? No, of course not." I denied.
"I don't really much like that guy she's sleeping with now," Rose added.
"What guy? Mom's not sleeping with anybody...she's a mother...she's head of the library. Who do you think she's sleeping with? Not the cop?" I demanded, thinking of the guy she'd been dating on and off for the last year.
"Of course the cop. Who else do you think she was sleeping with? I don't think he really satisfies her though."
"Mom's having sex with somebody?" I finally replied.
"Charlie, your mom's thirty-six, beautiful, highly sexed...of course she's having sex."
"Highly sexed? Mom? How do you know?"
"We've talked Charlie, woman talk," Rose said exasperatingly and then as the questions pored from my lips refused to say anything more, only, "Ask your mom."
Yeah right I thought to myself.
"I think that's enough painting for tonight," Rose said and then turned back towards her easel and started to clean up. This snapped my attention back from mom's picture to Rosie's rear end -- her naked rear end. I'd almost forgotten.
"Already?" I was definitely in no hurry to leave now. I watched as she carried her paints over to the desk. Watched her tight butt as she leaned over the desk.
"Could you carry the armchair and put it under the lights please Charlie?"
"Why, are you going to paint me in the chair?" I asked as I followed her orders. "Here?" I asked.
"Yup, that's fine, thanks," Rose answered as she walked over and then sat down in the chair. Her breasts were bare, uncovered now as she flicked her hair backward. I tried to peer between her tightly shut thighs.
"Should I do something?"
"Yes, come here." Rosie answered.
"Why?" I asked nervously as I walked almost zombie like towards her.
"Kneel down...in front of me...right there," she said as she indicated a spot between her knees which she'd just spread.
"Kneel?" I asked as I knelt in front of her. I could see the picture of my naked mother over her shoulder when I looked up. My cock was throbbing.
"Lift my leg up on the arm of the chair," Rose directed.
"Like that?" I asked when I'd taken her left leg and lifted it over the upholstered arm of the chair. She wriggled her bottom closer to the edge of the seat...closer to my gaping eyes.
"The other one too," she said and then smiled when I placed her other leg over the other arm of the chair. She was split and open, the engorged pink lips of her pussy highlighted by the black pubic hair that surrounded it. It looked a hell of a lot like the pictures I'd seen the other night.
"Recognize anything?" Rosie asked.
"Sorta," I admitted as my head moved even closer to my cousin's gaping sex.
"Do you see it?" Rose asked. When I shook my head no she reached for my hands and placed them on each side and just above her slit. "Move your fingers like this," she said as she directed them like a puppet master might. I slowly uncloaked the crimson bud.
"I see it," I whispered almost reverentially.
"Now eat me Charley," Rose instructed.
And so I ate my cousin. I tasted a woman's sex for the first time. Tentative at first. Unsure. A quick lick up and down her channel, much as I'd sample a new food before chowing down.
Rose didn't say much at first, instead let me simply explore. Then as I grew more confident, as her sexual aroma flew into my brain and ignited some heretofore unknown chemical response in my brain, as the taste of her sex aroused every taste bud in my mouth, she slowly led me. Her hands were suddenly on the back of my head, both holding me to her as well as subtly repositioning me. A whispered, "yes...oh yes Charlie," rewarded a successful kiss or lick or suck, a, "no, not like that...yes better," met less pleasing moves.
Attuned to every word and sound she made, to every touch, I quickly mastered her needs, understood exactly what made her tick. And then suddenly the instructions stopped, replaced instead by a moaning, desperate woman who bucked under my teenage tongue, seemingly trying to throw me off even as she held my head against her in an iron like grip.
And then the spasms started, started deep inside her and then rushed up her channel, pushing her orgasm up in liquid waves that crashed against my lapping tongue.
"That was cunnilingis?" I finally asked my panting cousin as I sat looking up at her from between her legs.
"Yes Charlie."
"So we broke the law."
"A couple of them," my cousin answered, slowly recovering, a grin starting to grow on her face.
"Don't ever tell anyone I did that," I mock ordered.
"Not even Miss Ellie Mae," she teased.
"Especially not her."
"So, did you like it?"
"It was okay," I answered with a shrug.
"What about your mom? I think she was watching," she said as she flicked her head towards the picture on the wall.
"What about her?"
"Would you like to eat her?" Rose asked as she moved her left leg from the arm of the chair and repositioned her foot so it rested between my legs.



"No...of course not...never," I denied as my cousin ran her foot and toes up and down my shaft.
But we didn't go any farther that night. We were both spent. Emotionally and physically. We both knew where we were going...what was going to happen...that there would be more. In my dreams that night I dined between the legs of a funny, dark haired girl from Chicago. And then I ate my mom for dessert!
*****
I looked at my mom differently the next couple of days. I couldn't help it. Like me she was a tall athletic blond who, if Rosie's picture of her was accurate, had slightly smaller but more pointed breasts than my cousins. Nipples that were puffier and pinker...and tight blond curls that did little to hide her pink insides...
Her sex was less exorbitant than her niece's but still featured a deep pink richness to the engorged lips (according to Rosie's picture anyway) that lured me in a way Ellie May's never had. She and Rosie dominated my dreams in those first couple of weeks of December.
But with me busy with exams and Rosie busy at school we didn't get many chances to be alone in the studio in those weeks leading up to Christmas. We had a couple of quick sessions up in her atelier but both of us stayed dressed as she made rapid sketches of me in various positions. She also photographed me naked from every angle one afternoon but her serious working mien quickly discouraged my attempts to turn the subject to sex.
She also refused in those weeks to allow me to see the two portraits; simply rebuffed every attempt on my part to see them with a, "They're Christmas presents. I want them to be a surprise."
*****
The desk was sitting exactly in the middle of the room when I poked my head up into her space on the eighteenth of December, a Tuesday. Only a week away from Christmas, school was finally out for both of us and with mom still working we'd arranged to spend the day in the studio to allow Rosie to put the finishing touches to her portraits.
One of Rosie's spotlights shone brightly down on what I took to be three candles that formed a perfect triangle on the desk. A flat, rectangular, gaily wrapped box lay at the centre of the geometric formation. Three long, thin boxes, clearly for the three candles, were piled on the edge of the desk.
"What, you're into witchcraft now?" I asked as I approached the centre of the room.
They weren't candles! Which I quickly discovered when I lifted one from the desk. "Tennessee Titans?" I asked as I recognized the logo of our favorite team on the smooth blue shaft of fired and painted ceramic.
"The Vols?" I asked as I put the blue one back and took hold of the orange one on which I immediately recognized the face of Smokey, the Vols mascot. And then it slowly seeped into my head that I wasn't holding a candle... then I opened my hand to release....
"Charley!" Rose shrieked as she lunged to grab the painted glassy cock I'd let slip through my fingers. "They're worth two hundred bucks each," she admonished as she gingerly put it back in its place on the desk.
"That was the project? To make Tennessee Titan and University of Tennessee Volunteer glass penises?" I demanded angrily.
"Uh huh," my cuz answered proudly.
"Who is going to pay two hundred dollars for one of those?"
"We've sold all hundred and fifty of them."
"Who has? I thought it was those two lesbians...what do you have to do with it?"
"I helped with the painting...and provided the cock...so of course I'm a full partner and share in the profits."
If you're not an American or haven't been exposed to the rabid collecting habits of football fans you might find it hard to accept that it would be easy to sell one hundred and fifty ceramic penises painted in team colors. I had no such difficulty once I'd absorbed the idea. Football fans in Tennessee will buy any product that sports the team colors and logo. Shit they would have been able to sell ten thousand each of them. Heck, even my mom, a rabid fan of both teams, had a wall unit in the den full of footballs and bobble heads and team hats and...
"Oh no you don't, no effing way," I ordered when I realized what Rosie was going to do with the two painted penises.
"What?" she asked innocently.
"You are not giving mom my penis for Christmas," I insisted. My cousin just smiled demurely as she repacked them into the specially prepared boxes. Boxes she'd already wrapped in team logo'd Christmas wrapping paper.
"This ones mine," Rosie said as she picked up the third glass cock and slowly pushed it back and forth through her palm. The shaft of the penis was painted so it resembled a rattlesnake. My face was painted on the cockhead!
"That's not right," I complained as I watched her lift the top off the larger box which had been sitting inside of the triangle. Then couldn't help asking, "What are those?" as she set her glass snake prick among what looked like candy canes.
"Candy canes cocks Charlie."
"Like the other ones?" I asked even though I could see they were different.
"Oh no cousin, these ones are fully functional," she answered with a wicked grin as she lifted a red and white striped cock from the box.
"Fully functional?"
"Uh huh," she said, then slowly ran her tongue the full length of the cock before popping the head between her lips. She explained later that she and the girls had poured a latex/plastic mix into the cock mold after they'd finished doing the glass ones. And then Rose had painted the half dozen produced so they looked like candy canes.
"Maybe we should get back to work now Rosie. Aren't you going to paint me today?"
"Later Charlie," Rose said and then ran her moist tongue again up the candy cane cock, then added, "go over and sit in the chair Charlie".
"The chair?" I asked stupidly as I walked towards it.
"Take off your pants first," she said as I went to sit down. And then it was her turn to kneel between my legs once I was positioned with my legs up on the armrests. And then my cock was suddenly engulfed between two red lips and welcomed by a saliva coated tongue that danced up and down my shaft.
It took me about three seconds to realize that Eleanor (my Ellie May as Rose called her), and my cousin had gone to completely different oral sex academies. Unlike my girlfriend, who never got more than my cockhead between her lips, and who absolutely refused to let me cum in her mouth, Rose seemed quite happy to take the penis completely into her mouth. To swallow! To do things with her tongue that was so fine that I could almost convince myself there was no need for a woman to have a vagina. I was groaning, thrashing in the chair, my two hands full of my cousin's long mane, almost mindlessly fucking her face, when she pulled back from me and left my saliva coated penis bucking in the air.
"Christ Rosie...pleassssse," I pled as one of her hands reached out and circled me.
"Make love to me Charlie...please...now...hurry....fuck me," my cousin demanded as she slid to her back on the straw covered floor, pulling me after her by simply keeping hold of my sticky penis.
She was pantyless under the painting smock she wore and her sex was engorged and glistening with moisture when I urgently pushed the thin shift up above her waist and bared her. She pulled my penis to her slit and rubbed it lightly against her clitoris before I urgently pushed into her and filled her.
We didn't talk as we fucked! Our lips were locked together, her hard nippled breasts rough against my chest as my hips pumped my straining shaft deep inside her welcoming, lubricated sheathe. It was better than anything I'd ever done. It wasn't that it lasted that long, hell, I was so far gone from having being in her mouth that it seemed like only seconds before my penis blasted out strand after strand of cum inside her clenching center.
What makes one girl better than another? What made Rosie so different than Ellie May or the other two girls I'd had sex with before. Love? Or simply fit? Or state of mind?
It doesn't really matter. Once you've experienced it you know that you've found it and you never want to lose it. We both knew two minutes after my cock had slipped inside her cunt that we were made for each other.
She was slippery but still tight when we started up again, grunting urgently, her need obvious with every deep thrust I made. With her legs locked around my back I sent another load of cum gushing inside her again orgasming center.
Then I turned her over on her stomach and took her like a stallion might a compliant mare...
Insatiable, the two of us used the other until the sun fell...
****
Mom had to work the next three days so Rosie and I had those days together. As soon as mom would leave for work she would rush into my bedroom naked, then wake me with her mouth. Suck me to hardness and then mount me, sitting perched on my rampant pole as her mane of black hair tumbled onto my stomach. Then ride me, yelling like a cowboy as she lifted herself up and down.
There was no need of quiet as we fucked. We were alone and far from our nearest neighbor. Nor was there any shyness left between us. She knew I loved her and I knew she reciprocated completely. We were prepared to try anything and did.
"Fuck my tits," she'd encourage and I would.
"I want you to swallow me...drink my sperm," I'd ask and laughing she'd comply. Then she'd push my cum back into my mouth as we kissed and make me taste myself.
"Eat me," she'd order as she held my head between her legs.
"No ones ever had my bum...I'm a virgin," she offered as she leaned over and opened herself.
And on and on for three days, and then we even continued all weekend although we were more careful with mom around.
But through it all Rosie continually raised the subject of mom. Even as we made love she'd whisper her name.
"She needs a man like you," she'd encourage, "we both do."
"I can't, I'm her son."
"A man to finally make her happy...she's never been fucked like this," she'd say as I pumped between her clenching thighs.
"How do you know?" I'd protest.
"We've talked Charlie, I know," she'd insist.
"Don't you love me? Why do you want me to be with"
"You know I love you...only you," she interrupted. "But don't you want to? The three of us. Together."
"Want to what?" I delayed not wanting to admit what we both knew was true.
"Make love to your mom...to fuck her," she demanded just as my sperm was hurtling up my prick. "Of course you do," she insisted later as we lay in each others arms.
And I did! The days passed...soon Christmas had arrived... ****
We all awoke quite late on Christmas morning -- we were all past that childhood need to rise at dawn and sneak down to the living room where the presents awaited. It was finally moms call up the stairs at about ten thirty, her, "Hey you guys. Santa came last night," that woke me.
I then heard, "Wake up sleepyhead," whispered in my ear.
"Rosie, Christ, what are you doing here?" I squealed through the curtain of soft hair that covered me.
"I love you," she said and then I felt her tongue lick over my left nipple and then down across my stomach.
"Stop...mom might come up...please Rosie...its Christmas," I pled as her tongue reached my growing member.
"Someone's certainly in a rush to get up," my cousin giggled, then slipped her lips over 'him'.
I finally escaped my little cousin and rushed naked, and still hard, to the can where after peeing through my hardness I entered the shower after shouting down to mom I'd be there in a few minutes.
"Wake up your cousin," mom yelled back just as I turned the water on.
But no need to wake Rose, seconds later she slid the curtain aside and joined me under the warm spray. She gently washed my penis, lathering his length as I whispered that we didn't have time. Still she slipped it up inside herself while she rubbed her soapy breasts against my chest, and then didn't release me until I'd spurted inside her. "Give him to your mom tonight...a perfect Christmas present," Rosie said as she toweled me dry.
When we finally got downstairs we ate the full breakfast that mom had prepared, the bacon and eggs, the toast, the juice and coffee, but even at our ages an eager anticipation to see our presents soon drove us into our family room where the lighted tree was surrounded by piles of brightly packaged gifts.
It sat in the corner, a four by six foot brightly papered canvas that continued to draw both moms and my eye as we opened the presents around the tree. Soon two brightly wrapped boxes were among the only things unopened when mom inquiringly reached for one.
"To Aunt Bridget, love Rose," mom read as she started to unwrap it.
"No...Wait, this first," Rosie insisted as she grabbed the present from mom's hand and then went and got the painting.
"Commissioned by your son," Rose announced as she handed mom the present.
I hadn't seen the finished painting before; in fact Rose had kept it under wraps almost from the start. So the unveiling was as much of a surprise to me as it was to mom. I think we were both shocked as we stared at it open mouthed when it was finally uncovered. It wasn't simply that it was so well painted, that it was technically good, no, it was more how Rose had painted us.
Somehow she'd captured the elemental love that existed between two human beings. It would be impossible for any viewer of the canvas not to sense how important the two people were to each other. It was a drawing of two people in love. Mom started to cry.
Then she pulled Rose to her chest and engulfed her in her arms as the tears coursed down her cheeks and she repeatedly whispered, "Oh sweetie...oh honey," in an unmistakable litany of praise.
"He is an ass," mom said when she'd finally pulled back from her niece and was wiping the tears from her cheek.
"Who is?" Rose asked, her beaming, tear streaked face reflecting her happiness.
"That jerk who said you couldn't paint honey," mom said as she hugged Rosie again.
"Hey, what about me, don't I get a hug?" I finally demanded.
"You're nice too," mom conceded as she continued to hold Rosie.
"So I'm a pretty good niece eh?" Rose asked mom when they'd finally broken apart. Then added as she picked up the two colorful boxes from next to the tree, "And you're pretty happy I came to live with you?"
"Of course we are...aren't we Charlie?"
"I'm not so sure mom," I said, knowing what was coming next.
"I have two more little presents for you Aunt Bridget," Rose said shyly, "hand made."
"Oh honey, you've already done so much," mom answered as she took one of the offered boxes. I wanted to close my eyes.
Mom happened to open the Tennessee Titan one first and as she pulled the gleaming cylinder from the straw in which it lay a smile grew on her face. "A Titan candle?" she asked as her hand lifted the blue cock and held it up. The palm of one hand was cupping the testicle sac as she ran the fingers of her other hand up the shaft. "I've never seen one like this before."
I shut up and tried to disappear deeper into the cushions of the couch as I watched the scene unfold.
"We manufactured it at school...I painted it...then we fired it," Rosie said with a straight face. "It's a limited edition, after we finished we threw away the mold," my cousin explained as she winked over at me.
"Its ceramic then?" mom asked.
"It's more decorative than functional auntie, you can't really use it...it'd be dangerous," Rose said slyly.
"It'll look perfect in my display case," mom said as her moving hand stopped at the ridge that separated the smooth shaft and its head. When she turned it so that the end of it faced her you could clearly see the Titan logo with the blue T surrounded by three red stars and with a tail of flames shooting out behind. The flames shot halfway down the cock.
How long before mom recognized it for what it really was? Before a bright red blush spread across her cheeks? It was definitely more than a minute but how much more I can't say. But I did see the sudden recognition that registered in her eyes from halfway across the room and then I simply pretended ignorance as I continued to look at mom and Rosie with a pleasant interested smile.
"ROSIE! You...you..." ma sputtered, but then started to giggle. But it had been close for a second. I'd seen a variety of responses flash across her face before she'd settled on taking it as a joke. Only Rosie could ever have gotten away with it I thought as I watched them laughing. I kept my face neutral.
"Were you involved in this?" Mom suddenly asked as she shot me a penetrating glance.
"In what? Candles? That's girl stuff," I declaimed as I tried to look innocent.
"It certainly is girl stuff," Rosie interjected as the two of them both broke into another round of laughter.
"There's one more," she said to mom after they'd regained some of their composure, smiling slyly as she reached out with the other box.
"Hold this," mom ordered as she handed me the Titan cock and took the second package from Rosie.
"Yuck, this is a ..." I said as mom tore at the paper on the other package.
"Yes Charlie, it seems your sweet little innocent cousin from Chicago is fashioning Tennessee Titan penises in her spare time."
"It's disgusting," I protested as I tried to hand it back to Rose. Mom pulled the bright orange Tennessee Volunteer cock out of the box as I talked, the cockhead of which featured a picture of Smokey, the Volunteer mascot, with his tongue hanging out.
More laughing ensued. I pretended to be shocked.
The last present left under the tree happened to be one of the candy cane cocks. Rosie had hidden it out of sight and produced it at the last second, then pretended to read the card and then announced to mom it was a present from her favorite cousin Charlie.
"What'd you give Rosie honey?" mom asked as she watched her niece's hands tear at the wrapping paper.
"I had absolutely nothing to do with that," I declaimed as she pulled it from its box.
"I'm pretty sure this one is fully functional Aunt Bridget," Rosie announced as she ran her fingers up and down the red and white striped plastic shaft. "You're so sweet Charlie," she added, then came over and hugged me.
Beet red, I quickly fled from the room after mumbling that I was off to see Eleanor and wouldn't be back until dinner.
"Did you give Ellie May a candy cane too Charlie," I heard my cousin call after me, then heard both mom and Rose burst into laughter.
I was teased at dinner! And the centerpiece of our Christmas table featured the two 'cock candles' at each end of a sprig of Spruce needles upon which rested the colorful candy cane cock. How Rosie had convinced my heretofore rather conservative mother, at least in my experience, to loosen up enough to allow it was beyond me. But that was Rosie for you!
Mom's Christmas turkey and trimmings were as usual the best meal of the year and for the first time in memory wine was served with it. "Well you're almost ready to go to college for gosh sakes," mom said when she saw my surprised, questioning look. "And we don't want Rose to think we're unsophisticated hicks do we?" she added as she smiled over at my cousin.
We moved to the family room after dinner, then, the three of us nestled on the sofa, we spent the evening listening to carols and then watched a holiday movie.
"I'm tired, I'm going to bed," Rosie finally announced sometime after eleven, then jumped up from the sofa. The evening had flown by. "I love you Bridget," she said as she bent down and kissed mom.
"Bridget?" I asked.
"Well it is my name Charlie," mom answered, "and gosh I don't want my Rosie calling me Auntie for the rest of my life. Besides it makes me feel old."
"So maybe I should too. Briiiidgeeeet," I said slowly, as if tasting mom's name for the first time.



"Oh no you don't! You're still my little baby boy and don't you forget it," mom admonished playfully as she hugged me to her chest.
"Hey," I yelled to Rosie who'd backed almost to the family room door, "doesn't your favorite cousin get a Christmas kiss too?"
In answer Rosie simply looked up to the mistletoe that was hanging from the top of the doorframe and then looked back at me with a question in her eyes.
Mom watched silently as, after getting up from the sofa, I took Rosie into my arms, as I bent her over backwards and then theatrically brought her supported head towards mine. She watched as what I had planned to be a mock film kiss turned into something else. Turned into a passionate embrace that a blind man could have seen for what it was. When we finally broke apart my cousin whispered, "Your mom loves you Charlie," then turned and fled towards the stairs leading to her bedroom upstairs.
"I guess we'd all better head for bed," mom said as she rose from the sofa and walked towards me, "It's getting pretty late."
"Merry Christmas mom, I love you," I said as we stood inches apart in the doorway, under the mistletoe.
"I love you too Charlie," my mother said as she encircled me in her arms and hugged me. Our lips met! Of course we'd kissed a thousand times in our lifetimes, hugged a thousand thousand times. But as we embraced this time we both knew this was different. Knew as our tongues slipped between our lips and explored the others. She knew as she felt my cock harden against her stomach. I knew as her nipples hardened against my chest.
We finally broke apart, then looked deeply into each others eyes with no regret or shame, both of us knowing how easy it would be to take the final step. "I better go to bed," mom finally whispered as she slowly backed away from me.
"I love you mom."
"Me too honey," my mother answered as she turned to go.
****
I waited ten minutes before following mom upstairs. Cursed myself for my lack of courage. I even thought of going to see Rosie for either solace or encouragement. Eventually I went upstairs but uncharacteristically went and had a shower.
When I'd finished my shower and had toweled off I spent a couple of extra minutes in the bathroom combing my hair, then shaved and dabbed on deodorant and after shave, something I'd never normally do before bed. Moms room was to the right and down the hall towards the front of the house as you left the bathroom, mine was to the left. Dressed only in a towel I hovered uncertainly for seconds in the bathroom doorway, wanting to turn right even though I knew I'd never have the nerve. A sliver of light that was escaping from Mom's partly open bedroom door dimly illuminated the hall.
Maybe I should go in and say goodnight, I tried to convince myself as I turned my head first left, then right, then... then I saw the bright white envelope lying on the floor outside my door, an envelope which immediately drew me back towards my room.
It was from Rosie of course as I discovered when I pulled a hand painted Christmas card from the envelope, a card unlike any you'd find in a store. Three naked figures, clearly mom, Rosie and I, the women smiling and with a candy cane in their hands, me with a huge erection, all of us standing in a snow covered forest glade, a single star shining in the background. Opening it the message read:
Charlie, I love you so much...coming to live with you and your mom was the best thing that ever happened to me.
p.s. I thought your mom might like one of your candy canes...so I left one under her pillow...with a note on it that explained who the model for it was...night, luv u, merry xmas, hope you're not mad, your rose
Maybe she hasn't found it yet I yelled to myself as I dropped the card and hurdled myself towards the door and then down the hall towards mom's room, just getting control of myself as I pulled myself to a stop in front of her door. I tried to peer in, then softly pushed the door so that it was about one third open and I could see the bed.
Mom had already found her candy cane!
She was on her back on top of her sheets and covers, her naked body eerily lit by the dim light that escaped from beneath the shade she'd placed over one of her small bedside lamps. One hand was moving almost rhythmically over her breasts as small needy gasps escaped her lips. Her other hand was moving urgently between her legs, pumping a red and white striped cylinder deep inside herself.
She was totally oblivious to my presence as my cock hardened under my towel. And even when I pushed farther into the room so that I was almost at the edge of her bed it took seconds before she finally noticed me.
"Charlie?" she groaned without stopping the movement of her hands, her eyes now locked on mime and silently beseeching. But asking me what? Wanting me to stay or go? I unknotted the towel and let it fall to the floor.
"Honey...please," she moaned as her hips arched upward to meet the plastic penis.
I climbed up on the bed...between her thighs. Then placed my left hand on hers and stilled the motion of the candy cane.
"I have to...I need it," she protested as I slowly pulled its sticky length from my mothers center.
But then, as I brought my candy cane cock to my mouth and licking it, tasted my mother's sex for the first time, I felt her fingers circle me, gentle at first but then insistent as she pulled me towards her moist slit.
And then I was inside her, inside my mother's warmth. Inside the place some nineteen years earlier my long gone father had deposited the seed that helped make me. I was finally back inside the slippery chute that had so rudely pushed my baby body out into the world.
That day long ago I'd howled the second my body had left my mothers body. And now, years later, I felt the tears forming in my eyes as my shaft returned to where it belonged. Already on the verge of orgasm from her masturbation, mom simply dissolved into a screaming finale after just a few strokes of my penis, gushing her release onto and around my manhood.
I slowed, then stopped for a second, simply delighting in the feel of her spasming muscles as they clenched and released my cock. Then started again. Slow deep strokes. My lips had found hers and swallowed her cries. Urgent, needy, loving fucking. Only my nights with Rose had ever come close to what I felt as my seed exploded up my shaft and splashed onto the womb that had formed me.
Then for minutes we simply held each other, our faces just inches apart as we stared deep into the others eyes. We didn't need any words!
Then we made love again! Loud and passionate this time. Both of us laughing and grunting and crying as my mom sat astride me, lifting herself up and down on my straining blood filled cock. And as my mom rode me, as my hands caressed mom's cone like, pink tipped breasts, I happened to look up for a second and saw Rose silhouetted in the doorway, naked, raptly watching her aunt fuck me, her cousin, her lover.
I quickly checked to see if mom had noticed and then, when I looked back, Rose was gone. A naked apparition suddenly disappeared. And quickly forgotten as my mother's lips found mine.
There was an incredible hunger that my mother unleashed that night. A highly sexed woman who'd had little sexual satisfaction in the last ten years was now bedded down with someone she loved and who wanted her as badly as she wanted him.
Whose desire was as great as hers.
We spent half the night exploring every inch of the others body. Tasted each other. Touched each other. Fucked. Made love. Cried. I pushed load after load of my creamy sperm into her. Her sticky juices coated my thighs and stomach...my face. We became lovers...man and wife. Then finally slept curled together as one.
At eleven thirty the next morning a tentative knock on the bedroom door, a knock repeated three or four times, slowly brought both mom and I out of our stupor. Rosie entered carrying a tray full of steaming coffee cups whose aroma quickly brought us to our senses. She was still naked!
"You were only supposed to use the candy cane cock, not the real one Bridget," Rosie admonished her aunt as she crawled up the bed between our bodies, a cup of coffee in each hand.
"I was?" mom said as she arched her lithesome body in a natural but provocative stretch.
"He is a bad boy isn't he?" Rose answered as she handed each of us a cup.
"Very bad," my mom agreed as she took a cup from Rosie.
"Do you have a present for your cousin," Rose asked me as she handed me my coffee.
"Christmas is over dear cousin," I said with a smile.
"What about my little friend? Does he have something for me?" she asked as she lifted my cock from where it rested on my thigh.
"He's too tired," I insisted.
"Are you?" she asked my cockhead as she bent so that her mouth was just inches from him. "I don't think he is Charlie," she exclaimed with a laugh as she looked up into my eyes. "Look he's getting bigger Bridget."
"Is he?' mom asked, "How big?"
"Big enough for two," Rosie giggled. Seconds later I felt two tongues flick wetly around him.
"Maybe I should paint it," Rose said after running her tongue from the base of my shaft right to it's tip.
"After breakfast dear," mom said, and then slipped her lips over my suddenly hard cock.
THE END
*
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Friday, February 8th, New Hampshire
"Is this the famous artist Katherine O'Malley?" were the first words I heard when I picked up the phone that cold February day.
"Daddy?" I asked, unable to keep the excitement out of my voice.
"How's the weather over there in sunny New Hampshire these days?" he asked in his deep, unmistakable voice, the smiling, teasing tone clear.
"You're watching the weather channel aren't you?" I accused grumpily as I lifted my eyes to my apartment window and looked through the frost covered windows to the whiteout beyond.
"Gosh I miss shoveling the snow," he chuckled.
"Shut up daddy!" I ordered.
"Here I could be tobogganing down a mountain with my favorite daughter and instead I have to spend my days swimming and snorkeling and surfing in the warm, blue Pacific waters," he said, feigning sadness.
"I'm very busy right now father."
"Are you? Gosh Katy I hope I didn't interrupt you with your latest beau," my father said, his teasing tone now full of curiosity.
"Yeah right! Its two in the afternoon daddy...it's not like I spend my days in bed with," I started, then quickly stopped, not wanting to discuss any aspect of my sex life, or lack of it, with my father.
"Craig said he thought you were on the verge of running off with some bearded, long haired weirdo who hunts defenseless animals," my father answered.
"Craig?" I sputtered, now not knowing if daddy was teasing me or if my stupid brother had made up some story up about me.
"Yup, I talked to him on Sunday."
"You did?"
"Yes, in fact he called me. I know, I know, it's unusual for children to call their parents but once in a while my son does takes the time to call his lonely old dad," he answered, a small complaint clear in his voice.
"I've called," I protested guiltily, knowing his implied criticism was based in fact. "Besides, Craig told me at Christmas that you have girlfriends passing almost non stop through your house."
"Girlfriends?" he asked. "And what does that have to do with my daughters continuing poor treatment of her old man?"
"It's disgusting," I accused, yet felt guilty the second I said it.
"This is coming from the daughter who hasn't come to visit her father in almost two years."
"Since you left mom, you mean?" I accused, my voice shrill.
"I didn't call to have an argument honey?"
"Please don't daddy," I finally whispered. "God, I just can't take any more...shit, why do you always try to make me feel bad?" I demanded as I felt my voice getting louder and shriller. Don't, I warned myself.
"Things going badly honey?" dad asked, his soft inquiring tone now full of concern.
"Shit, I can't paint daddy... not even a bloody vase of flowers...its fucking snowing here every bloody day...it's freezing...I have no money...or prospects... I have no sex life... Christ I haven't got properly laid in months...do you really want to know if things are going 'baaaadly' daddy?" The words had exploded from my mouth, unbidden, unplanned. Aghast I banged the receiver twice hard against my thigh before bringing it back to my ear. Christ, had I used the word fuck? Had I told my father I hadn't got properly laid? I wanted to just smash the receiver back into its cradle and then run out into the snowstorm as I listened to the silence at the other end.
"Who is this? Where's Katherine O'Malley?" dad finally asked.
I was crying, six months frustration suddenly and unexpectedly released in a torrent of tears.
"Honey, are you okay?" dad asked when I didn't respond.
I hung up! Then I didn't answer the phone when it started to ring thirty seconds later.
I simply sat crying in the corner of my big couch feeling sorry for myself. Wondering why I was so sad. And then I started to berate myself for taking it out on my father. Another fucking wonderful day in the life of Katherine O'Malley I thought as the tears coursed down my cheeks.
I was almost twenty-one, hell it'd be only another five days until I hit the big TWO-ONE...until I officially became an adult. Except I felt like a little girl, a lost and unhappy little girl. And I couldn't figure out why.
I was smart...intelligent...or so everyone had always said. I'd done well in school and had my pick of colleges. And I'd found something I loved...and that I was good at. Art... Painting. Except now I couldn't paint a bloody tree let alone the thousands of visions that flitted across my mind, demanding to be put down on paper.
I was athletic and good looking... And yet I'd left a string of boyfriends lying in my wake the last two years. Somehow I'd been able to find every loser who managed to get within fifty miles of me. Okay fate can deliver the odd bad apple but when it happens again and again it's very hard not to realize that you've got something to do with the problem. It's something really great to learn about yourself, that if you're put in a room with nine perfect men and one loser that invariably you'll pick the loser.
And it had nothing to do with my father...or did it?
He should never have divorced mom...and I'd come to accept it as a given that all my problems started when my parents had separated. Even though I had been nineteen at the time and had finished my second year of Art College by then.
And why did I still measure every potential beau against him and my brother if he was so bad? And why did my most intimate thoughts and dreams so often include him? I mean I hadn't even seen him since he'd left for Hawaii some eighteen months earlier.
*****
My brother Craig arrived four hours later, having driven the one hundred miles that separated his campus from my apartment in a driving, winter blizzard.
Angry at dad for sending him I still couldn't conceal the delight I felt when I opened the door and found his snow covered form on my doorstep.
"What are you doing here?" I demanded, my smile telling him my real feelings. "You could have killed yourself you idiot...are you crazy?"
"So, what's going on? One of these woman's monthly things?" were the first words from my brother's mouth.
"You didn't have to come...just because I hung up on him..."
"Dad said if I didn't get my ass down here and report to him a.s.a.p. he'd..."
"He'd what?" I demanded. "He can't run our lives any more..."
"He'd never invite me back to Hawaii," Craig answered, then added, "and after that trip at Christmas..."
"What was so good about it," I asked, still angry that he'd been over to visit dad twice in the last fifteen months and I'd been too proud to go. My fault -- I'd declined dad's repeated invitations.
"Surfing...hot girls... sex," he said with a big grin.
"You were staying with dad," I protested, pretty sure he couldn't have slept with any girls during his ten day sojourn in the islands. But even as I said it I knew better. It had taken me quite a while to figure out how attractive most girls, heck, not just girls, all women, found Craig O'Malley.
It wasn't that he was the handsomest guy in the world, it's just that he has something. People like him...he's nice...and has the cutest smile. At least that's what my high school girlfriends had convinced me of one night when we were having a sleepover our senior year. We'd been discussing our boyfriends, guys in our class, movie stars, and then somehow my sixteen year old brother's name had come up. And there had been immediate and unanimous agreement that Craig was hot.
"My brother?" I'd shrieked, completely mystified.
"I wish I was sixteen again," my best friend Ellie had insisted.
"He's almost as good looking as your dad," another chimed in. And then for the next twenty minutes six high school girls discussed the relative sexual attractiveness of my brother and father.
And Craig's grown out into a man since then. He has that easy casual strength a natural athlete has, a way of entering a room that attracts immediate attention. There is nothing artificial, gym fed about his body, instead he came by his attractiveness naturally -- he'd inherited it from dad.
"So what's for dinner anyway?" he asked as he shook the snow from his coat, breaking into my jumbled thoughts.
"Dinner?"
"Well if there's no major catastrophic event that took place in Miss O'Malley's life today maybe she could take a few minutes and prepare something for her starving brother."
"I wasn't expecting anybody."
"Not even that weirdo you've been dating," he asked, his teasing tone so much like dads.
"It's your fault," I accused. "What did you tell dad anyway?" I demanded, my finger angrily pointing at him.
"I told him that his crazy daughter has buried herself in some godforsaken town in the middle of nowhere and only dates strange, bearded guys who smoke dope and wander around half the day on snowshoes, trapping and killing any little animal with fur they find," he answered grinning.
"I only went out with him once. Did you really tell dad about him?"
"Do they have a pizza parlor in this town?" he asked, ignoring my comment.
"We're in the middle of a bloody blizzard," I squawked.
"You should be living in New York City. Then at least they're be something to do when I came to visit you."
And the thing was he was right! I'd graduated the prior spring, then, after a couple of weeks at home with mom and Craig, had retreated to a small town in northern New Hampshire, having convinced myself that living alone in a raw, natural environment would somehow be cathartic in the development of my artistic vision.
Except it hadn't been. My small apartment at the edge of town, a town of only five hundred people, was a poorly furnished dump. And although I'd had a little money saved I'd soon found myself having to work as a barmaid four nights a week at 'NAKED BEARS', a place that catered to hunters and loggers, was decorated with stuffed animal heads and NRA posters, and which featured at least two donnybrooks every weekend. And had my ass pinched at every second table I served.
"I have some frozen dinners," I admitted as he opened the fridge and then the freezer. "But we better cook them quickly," I added with a grin, unable to be angry with this brother I loved.
"How come?"
"The power could go out anytime....we lose it every time we get a storm...like four times already this winter."
He cooked six of them...my complete stock, claiming he was hungry and that if the power did go out we'd have something for breakfast. So we sat on the living room floor, drinking beers and talking as we ate. And, around eleven, pitiful little ole me realized it was the best evening I'd had since I'd been home at Christmas.
Then the power went out just before midnight! And so the two of us ended up side by side, fully dressed, sleeping on my mattress which we'd taken from my bedroom and tossed on the floor in front of the fire. And the loser and pervert that I was I dreamed of how nice it would be if we were naked! Entwined. With me fully cocked! By my brother...Sicko...
Saturday, February 9th New Hampshire
We each ate a cold Frozen Turkey Dinner for breakfast, the jellied cranberries and lumpy gravy washed down with orange juice. Yuck! Fortunately the storm had died out during the night and when we finally ventured outside around noon hour we were faced by a thick carpet of virgin snow that seemed to blanket the whole world.
"I don't think you'll be able to get back to school today," I said after we'd battled our way down the walk to the road. Craig's car, on my small driveway, was buried under a mound of snow.
"At least they've plowed," he answered as we surveyed the road. "Anyway, as long as we can get out tomorrow morning we'll be okay."
"We?"
"Uh huh," he said enigmatically, then, suddenly laughing, turned to me and quickly lifted me into his arms and tossed me into a four foot deep snowdrift which swallowed me completely.
"I'll kill you," I shrieked to his retreating back when I finally managed to pull my face free from the snow. It's not fair I thought to myself as I brushed off, heck, I'm five-nine, athletic and yet my little brother can lift me up and handle me like I'm a little girl.
But at least he had the fire blazing when I stumbled through the door five minutes later.
We took our first tentative steps to treating each other as adults that afternoon. Just casual talking ...but not as older sister and younger brother but as ...oh gosh, it's hard to describe...but different. Was he going to be someone really important in my future life, a best friend...or simply the brother (and uncle to my kids) who lived in Cleveland or Philly and who I saw once a year? That afternoon we started down the path to becoming adult friends. It was kinda nice.
"Can I paint you?" I suddenly asked Craig as we sipped our beers later that afternoon.
"Me? A model?" he asked with a small grimace.
"Yes, the handsome, young, college sophomore snowshoeing across the frozen tundra," I answered laughing, as a vision of Craig, clad in a three piece, pinstriped suit with a toque on his head flashed through my mind.
"I'm not going outside," he promised but then asked, "and according to dad you claim you can't even paint a vase of flowers these days."
"Flowers are tougher than dumb brothers," I teased back. And then, for the next couple of hours I was happy again, quickly sketching Craig from a variety of angles, somehow my artistic skill reborn. He talked easily as I worked, letting me have a glimpse inside his life as he described his school courses, his girlfriends, the music he liked, politics (something we'd never discussed), even some of his dreams.
And normally shy me tried to reciprocate, and ended up telling my little brother things I'd never told anyone.
"So where do you think we're going tomorrow," I asked when I finally remembered his comment from earlier about me accompanying him when he left the next morning.
"Boston. Hell, I better shovel the car out and make sure it starts before it gets too late," he said as he stood up.
"Boston? What's in Boston?" I asked even as my eyes roved across his stretched t-shirt, a t-shirt that did little more than highlight his muscled chest and flat stomach. Quickly flicking my eyes even lower I took in the bulge of maleness that seemed far too large for the blue jeans that held them. I quickly looked back up.
"Logan International Airport," he answered, his face all of a sudden sporting a smug grin.
"Are you going somewhere? Do you need a ride?" I asked, now completely at sea, my mind still contemplating, estimating his size.
"Why do you think dad called you yesterday? What do you think he didn't have time to tell you before you so rudely hung up on him?"
"I wasn't rude...what didn't he say?"
"That being the wonderful father that he is, he has bought his daughter, the most important person in his life"
"Hah," I grumbled, interrupting him.
"Well after me...and I guess after a couple of those sweet little Hawaiian girls he's been hanging out with lately," Craig added with a smirk and a wink. "Anyway, this kind father has bought his favorite daughter a plane ticket that will whisk her away to Maui, Hawaii where she will spend her twenty-first birthday, the day she finally becomes a woman, surfing with her loving father."
"I can't go," I spat out. "I won't," I insisted as my suddenly silent brother looked on bemusedly. "I have my art...my job...stop smiling like that," I ordered as he continued to say nothing. "You're not funny!"
"Here, I printed out your ticket and boarding pass before I left school," he answered as he pulled a folded envelope out of his back pocked. "And dad expects you to bring a very nice present for him."
"I didn't get him anything," I answered, then quickly reddened in embarrassment when he gave me a disapproving look. It had always been the biggest week of the year in our family- my birthday the 13th, Valentines Day the 14th, then dad's birthday the 15th. Three days of family celebration that had provided all of us with our warmest memories, a panorama of love that stretched back twenty years.
"You can give him the picture you just painted of me," Craig said smiling, interrupting my thoughts of happier family days.
"Why would he want a picture of you?" I muttered.
For five minutes he let me ramble on with reasons why I couldn't possibly go and it was only when I finally stopped talking, that he said quietly, "Listen sis, I am going to get you to Gate 27 at Logan by noon hour tomorrow and that's that. If you don't want to get on the plane that's your decision. Break your father's heart if you have to."
"You can't make me go," I said even as I knew with one hundred percent certainty that Craig was going to deliver me to the airport no matter what I said or did. "Why are you doing what he says? Why are you always on daddy's side?"
"We're both worried about you," he answered simply.
"You are? Why?"
"Because we both love you."
"But..."
"I don't know why...you're a real pain in the rear end most of the time...But this is crap," he added as his hands indicated the room in general but also in a way that made me understand he was talking about the way I was living my life.
"I am not a pain," I insisted as I slipped into his embrace and let my tears of both joy and sadness be soaked up by his t-shirt.
He gave me my birthday present after dinner that night, and then insisted I open it then and there. "You'll need it in Hawaii," he said as I contemplated the gift wrapped package.
"It's not a very big gift," I mock complained as I suspiciously shook the small package.
"That's for sure," he agreed with a grinning smirk as I started to open the package.
"No way...NO...NO...WAAAAY little brother," I promised as I held up the two pieces, the top in my left hand, the bottoms in my right. Craig laughed, insisted I try it on, told me if I wanted anyone to notice me I'd better get with it, that Hawaii was the swimming suit big leagues.
I was finally convinced to at least try it on. Here we were in the middle of February in snow covered New Hampshire and I'm dressing myself in two little pieces of cloth that didn't have a total of one square foot of material. It wasn't a thong exactly, the panties were more a Brazilian boy short, cut so high that half of my cheeks were spilling out. In front the thin, yellow cloth barely covered my pubic triangle. The bra, two triangles just managed to barely cover my full, round breasts.
After minutes of watching myself in the mirror, trying to see what I looked like from every angle, I finally heard Craig's order to get back out there and let him see if it was okay.
I didn't want to and yet of course wanted to. I was nervous...and excited. It's just your brother, can't hurt, I tried to convince myself when I finally opened the bedroom door.
His eyes as they opened in surprise combined with the gasped out, "Whaaat the" told me all I had to know about what he thought.
"It's not me...it's too...too," I stammered, loving the effect I was producing even while pretending the opposite.
"Look out Hawaii," he finally blurted, "shit Kate, I hope dad has a gun, he'll going to need it to fight off all the surfer dudes who'll be chasing after you."
"You think its okay?"



"If you weren't my sister," he threatened with a wolfish leer. Joking yes, but I couldn't help but notice that I'd given my little brother a hard-on. Except, at least according to any I'd ever seen before, it seemed way too big. What the hell did he have in there I wondered.
With the power back on that night I slept in my bedroom -- alone. While Craig slept on my sofa. I'm not sure what might have happened if we'd have slept together that night. But looking back I'm pretty sure I never would have got on the plane to Hawaii.
But we didn't sleep together and therefore at six a.m. on Sunday morning, Febuary 10th 2008, I followed my brother, who was carrying the bag I'd taken two hours to pack the night before, out my front door and down to his car, my first step towards the most beautiful place on Earth and my waiting father.
Which worked out just fine after all!
Sunday, February 10th, 3:30 p.m., Maui, Hawaii
I almost didn't recognize him standing in the terminal, a huge welcoming smile on his face. His hair was longer, lighter from the sun and salt than I remembered, and he sported a new (at least for me who hadn't seen him in eighteen months) bushy mustache that hung Fu Manchu like from his upper lip. His skin which had always tanned easily in the summer (unlike my whiter skin) was now a glistening, rich golden color. He was wearing one of those outlandish Hawaiian shirts over a pair of white surfing shorts and a pair of rope sandals. He looked ridiculous. He was my father. I'd always loved him!
Which I guess is why I dropped my bags, raced over the ten yards that separated us and then hurtled myself at him. And was immediately enveloped in his strong arms and then lifted effortlessly in the air, he easily twirling me around as his lips kissed my cheek and lips. I had tears in my eyes when he finally set me back on my feet. Any trepidation either of us had at our reunion instantly gone.
"So I guess we missed each other a little bit," he offered shyly, a tentative grin on his face.
"Maybe," I admitted, then added as I touched the hairy growth on his lip, "and hey, where'd you get these...these... clothes?"
"Picking on your old man already are you kiddo?" he grumbled, but in a teasing, loving tone that I recognized so well and which sent a shiver down my spine. Stepping back he quickly ran his eyes up and down my body appraisingly, then asked, "Craig did tell you Hawaii and not Alaska didn't he?"
"Ha, ha daddy," I answered as I slipped my arms from the ski jacket that was good in temperatures down to minus 30 degrees and then handed it to him, then pulled my blue, vee necked cashmere sweater over my head and then shook out my hair. Then was suddenly shy.
Bra less, I could feel my breasts dancing under the light blue cotton tank top that was my only remaining covering. I saw approval in his eyes as he watched this sudden unplanned show and then couldn't stop the hardening of my nipples as he watched. I shoulda worn a bra I chastened myself even as I delighted in the attention.
"I don't usually wear a bra that often...not when I'm around the house...painting...it's more comfortable...I mean I...I sorta didn't think," I blurted as I reddened, suddenly afraid what he'd think.
"That's nice," he answered maddeningly, still the man it was almost impossible to faze (and I'd pulled some pretty wild pranks during my teenage years), as he bent down and grabbed the bag he'd been carrying when I'd first seen him. And then he slowly put one, then a second, then a third string of beautiful flowers around my neck. Which fortunately hid the evidence of my nippled excitement from his eyes. Or was it fortunate?
"Now I don't want you telling everyone when you get home that you weren't 'Properly Lei'ed' when you came to Hawaii," he admonished with a grin as he adjusted the leis around my neck.
"You're so funny dad," I answered laughing, knowing I was going to pay for my inadvertent remark on the phone about my love life. Smiling he took one of my hands in his as he grabbed my bag with his other one, then led me out towards paradise.
It's a different world. Okay, yes, it is just another state, just one of fifty. But it only takes you maybe five minutes over here to realize that every minute of your life you've spent somewhere else was a pale imitation of what life should be. For an artist it was almost too much, the dazzling colors and tropical smells simply blasted into my brain, threatening a complete sensual overload. I was actually gasping as dad directed his topless jeep away from the airport.
I'd decided well before we pulled up in front of his house, a house that seemed only seconds away from being swallowed by the jungle like foliage that surrounded it, that Hawaii was my new home, that I'd never live anywhere else.
A northeasterner, a mainlander like me, has no vocabulary to adequately describe a house in Hawaii or the grounds that surround it. You're faced with asking a thousand questions, 'what do you call that tree?', or bird, or flower or fish. Within days you know what a 'lanai' is, what a hundred different new words are, but at first you simply follow open mouthed as your father leads you through his house and grounds.
And you end up at the back of his house, beyond the lush garden that surrounds the pool and the 'lanai', and you find yourself looking down upon a view that simply takes your breath away, a view you know you could paint for the next fifty years and still not get bored. You watch the lowering sun as it dances across the white tipped waves and want to cry. You've found your home!
Hawaii, Monday, February 11th
Just before nine that first night I'd abruptly hid a wall, the time change and the emotional excitement of having seen daddy again after so long suddenly knocking me out. I was in bed by nine - we'd been talking almost nonstop since the second I'd deplaned. The anger I'd secretly harbored against him since the divorce had completely dissipated.
So, my body still on New Hampshire time, I was up early the next morning, popping out of bed before five a.m. fully refreshed after eight hours sleep. And then, with a glass of orange juice in one hand and my painting supplies (easel, sketchbook and paints) precariously held in my other, I wandered out across the lanai and back down to the edge of dad's property and the view that had so mesmerized me the night before.
The little crescent of what I learned later was called Molokini was below and across the water, the more ominous shadow of Kahoolawe farther beyond. The beaches of Wailea, small sandy arcs at the edge of the foaming sea, were below and to my right while the western Maui Mountains loomed across the ocean. And at my back Haleakala, a now quiet volcano that held dad's house on its lower slopes.
Engrossed in my work, I only just heard the sound of a glass door sliding open at just after seven. Looking up and peering between the plants I saw dad as he emerged through the doors that led directly from his bedroom to the pool deck. He wore just a towel around his waist. Curious, I swallowed the friendly 'good morning' that was on the tip of my tongue and watched silently.
I saw him look up quickly at the house (checking for any life from me?), then stunned, I gasped softly when he let the towel drop and walked over to the outdoor shower that stood at the edge of the lanai. Embarrassed, but spellbound, I simply watched, watched as he ran a bar of soap over his chest, then down across his stomach and down between his legs.
I found myself with goose bumps when seconds later he stepped out from the cascade of water and then headed directly towards me. Panicky, unsure what I could possibly say, I only breathed again when he turned and jumped into the pool. He swam for twenty minutes, back and forth, lap after lap, and my eyes never left his tanned butt as he glided through the water. But it was what I'd seen swinging between his legs as he'd walked toward the pool that had burned itself deep into my brain. Heck, no wonder Craig had looked so big under his jeans I thought, he inherited something else from dad.
And when I looked down at my sketchpad I found I'd somehow drawn an incredibly detailed picture of my father's penis. Okay, okay, it's just a penis I tried to convince myself as I walked across he lawn back towards the house. Yeah sure!
Unfortunately dad, now dressed, was sitting at the kitchen table when I slipped inside the kitchen five minutes later. I could see the surprise, the question in his eyes before he finally welcomed me, "Hey, you're up...I thought you were still sleeping. What can I make you for breakfast?" he added, his curiosity never leaving his eyes.
"I woke early...still on New Hampshire time I guess...I saw the sunrise....I was trying to draw," I stammered.
"Can I see?" he asked as he moved towards me with open hand.
"No...I mean they're just sketches...they're not finished," I started, but then looked at dad and admitted, "I was at the end of the yard...I saw you..."
"Swimming?"
"Naked," I said with a look that was part grimace and part embarrassment.
"I shouldn't have...I thought you were still," he started to explain.
"I shoulda said something...but then you dropped your towel," I said before tailing off.
"I'm sorry, I won't do it again," dad promised.
"Do you always swim nude?" I asked as I remembered his tanned butt, the lack of tan lines anywhere.
"Well, my morning swim, or when I'm alone," he explained, clearly a little embarrassed himself.
"Or when those Hawaiian girls Craig was talking about come over?" I asked grinning.
"What girls? What did Craig tell you?"
"Never you mind...and I don't mind."
"You don't mind what?"
"You being naked. Remember daddy I am an artist, I've painted lots of naked models," I answered, and then, trying to change the subject, asked, "Can you cook me a Hawaiian omelet?"
"I thought you couldn't even paint a tree these days," he grumbled as he turned towards the fridge. I had to smile to myself when he said it, thinking of the big, thick branch I'd just drawn. Man tree!
After breakfast dad took me on a tour of the island. MAUI!!!! Oh my gawd! From his house which stood isolated on the lower hillside of Haleakala and just above Makena Beach (which he explained in passing was a clothing optional beach) we followed the coast road north, first passing the golf courses and four star resorts of Wailea before entering the town of Kihei and it's tourist shops which proudly displayed rack after rack of colorful Hawaiian clothes on the sidewalks in front of their stores.
And there was the ocean on our left, a continuing panorama of waves breaking on small, crescent shaped beaches or smashing in a roar of sound against the rocky, volcanic outcroppings which separated and defined them.
And on our right always Haleakala loomed, it's upper third that day surrounded by dancing white clouds, its volcanic birth hidden by the lush vegetation that softened it.
For an artist it was an impossible nirvana, a cavalcade of views and scenes that a thousand artists couldn't begin to capture in a hundred years. But as I snapped picture after picture on my digital camera that day I knew I'd try.
We toured West Maui first, drove through Lahaina (an old fishing village dad explained) before moving on to the modern resorts of Kaanapali and Kapalu and Honalua Bay (each name seemingly more magical) and then finally turned southward and ran down the East Coast towards Kahului where I'd landed just twenty hours earlier.
Then later past Hookipa Beach and its wind and surf that makes it the number one windsurfing spot in the world. And then the final fifty miles to Hana, the most spectacular drive in the world, all cliffs and bamboo forests and waterfalls and death defying curves until you drop down and find yourself just above an enchantig black sand beach.
I simply leapt from the car when dad had nudged it into a spot on the edge of the beach, then shamelessly stripped off my shorts and shirt as I ran toward the breaking surf, only turning back just as I reached the waterline, yelling back at dad, "C'mon hurry," before I turned and dove naked into the warm waters.
Surfacing I watched as he approached the waters edge with towels in his hands, watched him as he looked back to see if anyone could see him, then I smiled when he quickly lowered his shorts and dropped the towels and then, with one hand modestly covering his groin, moved out into the surf.
"You'll get us arrested," he complained as he neared me but I couldn't miss the dancing amusement in his eyes.
"You didn't have to come in," I countered as I slapped the water and sent a splash toward him. My breasts were bouncing just above the waterline, their pink nipples thick and hard, lures that I suddenly, crazily hoped would excite my own father.
"You're still as crazy as ever," he said with a grin.
"Did you miss me?" I teased as I sent another splashing wave at him.
"You'll never know how much honey," he said softly with a wry smile on his lips. My heart jumped!
We swam and laughed and splashed each other, touching, giggling like teenagers, for twenty minutes before finally exiting the surf. But, suddenly shy as soon as we left the water, both of us covered our groins with our hands as we shook the water from our bodies.
"So?" I finally asked.
"You've grown up," my father conceded as he ran his eyes from my head to toes and back again.
"Twenty-one in two days," I said as I pulled my shorts up and over my thighs, then peeked while he struggled to pull his shorts on. And then had to swallow a gasp when I saw how much bigger it was than it had been this morning. It may not have been fully erect but it darn sure was a little excited at seeing me. I'd given daddy a hard-on?
We ate dinner that night at a small dilapidated Tiki bar/restaurant on the north end of Hookipa, a place where every customer in the place looked like the quintessential beach bum...and dad seemed to know on a first name basis ninety percent of them. He introduced me simply as Kate, an old friend from the mainland.
"You didn't tell anyone I was your daughter," I said later as we drove the last miles back towards home.
"Sorry...I kinda thought I'd just let you be you...let people figure who you are themselves," he answered in the darkness of the car. "But I can make you a sign tomorrow," he teased.
"No, I liked it...heck, I must have, I didn't call you daddy once when people were around," I answered surprised at the realization of what I'd done.
"They thought I was your girlfriend," I said minutes later just as we turned into the overgrown lane that led to his door.
"Who did?" he demanded.
"When I was in the bathroom, in the bar, I heard a couple of girls complaining...they didn't know I was there..."
"Complaining about what?"
"Oh, of why the hell did he have to go get some girl from the mainland...what was wrong with the girls already here," I said laughing.
His question of, "Which girl said that?" I left unanswered.
It was after ten when we'd finally got home, and both exhausted from the busy day, we headed directly to bed, dad's last words before he disappeared a warning, "We have to get up early...before dawn."
"Why?" I asked but he'd already gone. Then I e-mailed Craig before I slipped naked between the sheets, a short message:
'Hi little brother, just want to let you know that it's perfect, Hawaii I mean...and you too...I owe you big time, big, big time...I love you so much...for everything ...I dreamed of you last night...LOL Katy".
But it was daddy's cock I dreamed of that night. Gosh can you even say cock when you're talking about your dad? And what was my 'Dream Katy' thinking she was going to do with it?
Hawaii, Tuesday, February 12th
"What time is it," I complained as I slowly came awake under the gentle pushing on my shoulder.
"C'mon, we gotta be in Kihei in fifteen minutes to catch the bus," dad urged as he grabbed my arm and pulled me up into a sitting position.
"It's still dark...bus? Where are we going?" I asked groggily. I was naked.
"You only got two minutes to shower and get dressed," he said, then put his arms around me from behind and pulled me to my feet. His hands closed over my chest as I teetered.
Now fully awake I leaned back into his chest, pretending a wobbliness even as I reveled in the feel of his hands as they cupped my breasts to support me. "C'mon Katy, don't fool around," he implored but I felt his hands moving on me, involuntarily caressing and measuring me even as he tried to steady me.
"But..."I stalled.
"We're going for a bike ride."
"A bike ride?" I asked as my nipples came alive under his fingers.
"Down a volcano," dad answered with a laugh, then released me and gave me a quick slap on the butt.
"A volcano?"
You become a god! Standing at 10,000 feet above sea level on top of Haleakala you can either look down into a volcanic crater that stretches some two miles across and a thousand feet deep...or you can look east and see the tropical jungle that appears and reappears through he clouds that nourish it...or you can look north and east and see the other islands in the chain, green oasis in the turquoise sea. And you just happen to be an artist.
And then we biked down from the summit, each turn, each switchback presenting a totally original and breathtaking view.
And then, after a lunch at the eastern base, my mind totally overloaded, dad bundled me into his car and motored us over to where he moored his boat.
"I want to go home and paint," I complained as he undid the lines, "my brain's full."
"You've seen it from above," he said pointing back towards the summit we'd just left, "now you're going to see it from below."
We motored down the coast a mile or so before dad slowed down and dropped anchor fifty yards offshore from a deserted beach that lay at the bottom of a hundred foot cliff. "Hey c'mon, get your suit on," he ordered as he pulled out diving gear from one of he side bins.
I quickly went below and changed into the suit Craig had chosen, and emerged topside seconds later, adjusting the small triangles over my breasts as I approached dad.
"Jesus!" he muttered when he looked up and saw me.
"What?" I asked as I picked up a mask off the back seat.
"Nothing...it's just that..."
"It's Craig's birthday present."
"Craig bought you that?" daddy asked dubiously. Seeing my nod yes he added, "Christ what was he thinking? Did he see you in it?"
"Uh huh," I said with an innocent smile as I pulled the mask over my head.
"And he thought that it was..."
"He said there was lots of competition over here daddy, that if I wanted to attract one of those handsome surfers I couldn't just sit back and wait...that I had to be proactive."
"You're certainly that," daddy said with a resigned smile.
"There aren't any boy surfers here though...maybe I should save it for later," I said, then unsnapped my top and let it fall and quickly followed that by pushing my little Brazilian bottom down. Then, seeing the protest about to come from his lips, I jumped over the side and entered an underwater paradise as extraordinary as the rest of these incredible islands.
Turtles, and I mean big turtles, swooping effortlessly above the reef, a reef that was populated by a million fish, fish more impossibly colorful than the maddest painter could ever imagine.
And what had come over me I asked myself as I glided down towards the reef below. I'd always had a shy modesty about my body, a modesty that had even made me uncomfortable showering after gym with my girlfriends in high school, and now, here two days in a row I found myself brazenly naked out in public. Was it something in the Hawaiian air? Or water? What was I trying to prove to my father?



And yet, once below, all thought of dad and sex and nudity was gone as the artist in me tried to absorb the world around me. Mind you, I did notice that dad still had his bathing suit on as he swam beside me, albeit one of those little Speedo numbers that don't hide much.
After a good hour underwater we finally returned to the boat where, after a quick toweling off, I grabbed a tanning cushion and threw myself down on the front deck. Still naked!
"You want a beer, a sandwich?" dad called up to me as I lay on my back, the bright rays of the sun warming me.
"Please," I called back.
"You're going to burn," he warned when he appeared a couple of minutes later, then added, "put on some sun screen...and some clothes."
"No one can see," I answered as I squinted up at my father, then asked, handing him the tube of cream, "can you put it on for me?"
We talked normally, about the weather, Hawaii, my brother Craig, about everything except what we were thinking, as he caressed the sun lotion into my body. And that's the only way to describe it -- caresses, a lovers caresses.
Daddy couldn't hide the huge erection that stretched the thin lycra of his suit as he worked. We both simply pretended we didn't notice it. Or notice how my puffy nipples had hardened in need...or how my body arched off the boatdeck as his creamy hands moved over my trembling stomach.
We pulled up anchor and headed back to port just after six.
Exhausted from another full day in Hawaii we both found ourselves in bed by eleven. Our own beds! Alone. Needy. I dreamed!
Hawaii, February 13th, My Birthday!
"Happy birthday to you, Happy birthday to you Happy birthday dear Katy, Happy birthday to you."
"Daddy," I said as I stretched my just awakened body. The sheet that had been covering me slipped down over my breasts as I arched my back and spread my arms. My handsome father, who'd knocked on my door, and had then entered when I invited him in, had held a cake with twenty-one lit candles on it in his hands as he'd sung happy birthday.
"Cake for breakfast?" I asked dubiously as I sat up, then smiled and let the sheet fall to my waist.
"You have to make a wish before you blow," he cautioned as he set the cake in my lap.
I did! Then I blew and blew til all twenty-one candles were out. But I didn't tell him what I'd wished for when he asked me, instead I only promised enigmatically, "I'll tell you on your birthday." Then, both of us sitting cross-legged on my bed, daddy dressed and me naked as the day I was born, we each ate a giant piece of chocolate cake. And of course I ended up with crumbs of cake dribbling down from my lips, across my breasts and tumbling into my triangle of pubic curls.
I could see that Daddy, a neat freak when it came to table manners, was struggling to keep from saying anything. "It's my birthday daddy," I finally said as I saw him grimace when a big dollop of creamy chocolate icing fell from my fork and landed on my right breast and was caught by my nipple.
He watched, his look both fascinated and aghast, when I lifted my breast towards my mouth and then opened my mouth and stretched out my tongue towards the sugary treat.
"KATY!" he finally admonished as I took the coated nipple into my mouth and licked it clean.
"Mmmmmm gooooood," I said after licking my lips. "Do you want another piece daddy?" He just growled as he left my bed and my room.
Thirty minutes later, after I'd showered and stuff and then wandered out to join him on the lanai, he greeted me by saying we'd better get going, that it was time to go see my birthday present.
"I don't need anything else," I answered, "and you've already done so much...lets stay home today...just the two of us..."
"Bring your camera, your sketchpad and your bathing suit," he instructed.
"Why, where are we going?"
The come to Maui every year. Forty ton monsters. A couple of thousand of then descend on Maui between December and March each winter much like the human 'snowbirds' who descend on Honolulu. But these guys come to raise their babies.
An hour after I'd asked dad where we were going I saw my first humpback whale. It had just hurtled itself out of the water some seventy yards from the ocean kayaks dad and I were sitting in. After I'd recovered from the surprise and fright (I'd almost peed my panties) I started to cry.
"What?" dad shouted but I could see he was as surprised and excited as me.
"Aren't we too close?"
"I don't know...they could be anywhere," he answered as he indicated the ocean all around us. "I didn't think they'd be...Do ya wanta go back?" he yelled as another spouting monster surfaced forty yards away.
Go back? By that I guessed he meant back to the boat which was anchored maybe five hundred yards away. Was he crazy? "No, no way," I yelled.
"They might be right under us," he warned but again I knew he was as eager as I was to stay.
And it wouldn't have mattered. Because, what I'd just seen, and what we subsequently saw over the next two hours as literally hundreds of whales 'breeched' and 'tail slapped' around us, would have been worth being swallowed and becoming a later day Jason.
"Is it always like that?" I demanded when we'd finally returned to the boat. I was giddy...still gasping...incredulous at what had just happened. I'd been too entranced even to snap one picture but it didn't matter, they'd always be part of me now.
"I think that was like one in a million," dad answered, still shaking his head in disbelief. "They must have heard it was some nice girl's birthday.
The words, 'my birthday whales' resonated in my head as I thought of the painting I was going to create to remember this day. A canvas I'd give my father I promised myself as I looked over at his smiling face.
"I think I need a drink...let's get out of here," he announced as he went to the helm and started the motor.
I didn't need a drink, hell, I'd never been higher.
We ate and drank at 'Curly Joes' that night, another of dad's hangouts on the beach just outside of Kihei. Full of locals of all ages, their golden tans and bleached, unkempt hair announcing who they were and how they lived their lives. From sixteen to sixty-six. Surfers who cared more about tomorrows wind conditions than they did about how they were going to pay for next months rent.
We ate barbecued mahi mahi washed down by a pitcher of beer. And when a cake mysteriously arrived (secretly ordered beforehand by my scheming dad), sixty out-of-tune voices sang happy birthday and made a little girl from New Hampshire break into sobs. And then every man and boy in the place insisted that I dance a dance with each of them...and they kissed me and hugged me...and I felt loved on my twenty-first birthday.
I called Craig from the bar at just about the time I was passing from semi lucidity to drunkenness, told him I loved him...missed him...the whole brother/sister thing... then more.
"Are you drunk?" he finally demanded. "Where's dad? Are you okay?"
"I wish we had made love," I whispered, "you know...that night..."
"Put dad on the line," he ordered.
"Don't you love me?" I slurred.
"Yes...of course I do."
"But you don't want to make love to me?" I asked but then dropped the phone before I could hear his answer.
February 14th, Valentines Day
At about two in the morning we were driven home by one of the few sober people left in the bar, 'doesn't drink, just smokes dope' dad explained the next day. This was after I'd awoken sometime after ten, and found myself spread-eagled on dad's bed, bra less but still in my panties. I fell on my father when I finally went to get out of bed. He was on his back, still in one of his silly Hawaiian shirts but that's all, and snoring loudly on the floor. I kissed him on the lips and then got up and had a pee.
Them I stumbled out into the garden and threw myself into the pool. Then, sorta refreshed, I wandered through the garden picking the most colorful flowers I could find, stopping only when my arms were full.
"Are you crazy?" he groaned when he finally opened his eyes. "What the hell?" he added as he saw the flowers piled on top of him.
"Language daddy," I cautioned.
"Christ Katy you're wet...you're dripping on me," he complained. I was sitting on his stomach.
"I went for a swim."
"Where are your clothes?" he asked as he brushed the flowers from his upper chest. "And your panties?" he added as he looked down his now clear chest and saw my pubic triangle perched just above his belly button.
"I've decided to become a nudist."
"In my bedroom?"
"You're a fine one to talk, you don't even have any pants on."
"I don't?" my father replied as he lifted his head and tried to peer around me.
"Will you be my Valentine?" I asked, then bent over and brought my face to within inches of his. My nipples hardened instantly when I pressed my breasts into his chest. When I bent I'd slid my hips backward so that my sex was rubbing against dad's penis.
"You'll always be my Valentine," my father promised as he stared deeply into my eyes.
"And you mine," I promised back, then brought my lips to his. He was hardening against me when we finally broke apart.
"Okay, we better get up now," he mumbled even as his maleness lengthened and thickened. "Since I'm your Valentine why don't you cook your father some breakfast," he asked as he tried to lift me up and off him.
"I think we have some cake left," I offered as I sat back and settled my bum on his thighs, then looked up into his eyes, smiling sweetly all the time.
"Okay...yes...that'd be great...I'm suddenly starving," he stammered as his now fully erect cock, his fully erect BIG cock, stood proudly up from his groin.
"Right now? You sure?"
"Yes honey...please," he implored.
"Okay, I'll just be a minute," I promised as I sprang to my feet, but as I got up I 'inadvertently' put one hand on his penis to support myself.
I just touched my daddy's cock, I just touched his cock, I repeated to myself twenty times as I scurried around the kitchen organizing a tray with two huge clunks of day old chocolate cake and a couple of glasses of milk. Dad had shorts and a shirt on when I rushed back into the room thirty seconds later but you'd have to have been blind to miss the bulge in those shorts.
And then he took me surfing!
Which was almost better than the whales. Not quite but almost.
Craig's bathing suit had worked! I mean I was surrounded by like fifteen of the cutest boys in the world, all of whom had gallantly offered to teach me the basics of surfing. And just about anything else I'd like to learn. So here I am, for once in my life surrounded by male perfection...and all I want is my daddy!
Who, judging by the way he hovered around all day and some of the piercing, warning looks he directed at anyone who tried to get too close to me, sorta indicated he felt the same way about me.
To properly celebrate the holiday my father insisted on taking his only daughter to the fanciest four star hotel on Maui for their St. Valentines Day Luau and Dance. At some crazy price like five hundred bucks a couple!
"It's too expensive...I don't have anything to wear," I'd complained when he told me his plan.
"I thought you'd become a nudist?"
"Only with you," I promised, piercing him with a stare of my own.
My complaints ignored, we arrived at the resort just before dusk, yours truly clad in a very sexy, brightly colored silk, Hawaiian party dress, which clung to every curve on my body and was only held up by two gossamer thin straps, and which we'd just bought in the most expensive dress shop on Maui. I didn't wear any underwear!
And we went as lovers on a date! No word was said but that's what we were doing and both of us knew it. Holding hands, little touches, kisses throughout the evening that announced to the other two hundred people at the party what we were. Two human beings in love.
12:02 February 15th, Daddy's Birthday
"Is it your birthday yet?" I asked when the song ended. We'd just arrived home from the party ten minutes earlier, high on both the wine we'd drunk and the sexual electricity that had been bouncing back and forth between us all evening. I'd insisted on a final Valentines Day dance when he'd tried to say goodnight. So we'd slow danced cheek to cheek, our sexual need, our desire obvious to the other. But I knew that it was up to me, that daddy would never take that final step.
"Yes," he answered after quickly checking his watch.
"You're foooorty now?" I asked in a tone that made it sound more like seventy.
"Don't you dare say another word," he ordered.
"Well I guess it's not thaaaat old," I teased. He growled in response, then I pulled back from his embrace. "Do you want your present now?" I asked.
"You being here for my birthday Katy is the only present I ever wanted honey."
"But I got something special just for you," I said with a pouting leer.
"A painting?" dad asked, his natural curiosity aroused.
"That's the other one. That's for tomorrow."
"Other one?"
"This ones for tonight," I whispered as I slipped first one, then a second silken strap off my shoulders. His eyes opened in surprise as they followed the dress as it fell to the floor.
"You're not wearing any underwear," he mumbled as he eyes locked on my sex.
"I forgot," I whispered as I reached out and started to unbutton his shirt.
"Honey," he protested as I pushed it off his shoulders.
"Shush," I said softly, then fell to my knees in front of him and slowly undid his belt. He said nothing when I lowered his zipper, then moaned softly when I slipped his boxers down his thighs.
"Katy....please honey," he groaned as I slowly stroked his hardness, then dipped my head and kissed away the drop on the tip of his penis.
"We can't," he protested when I stood up and plastered myself against him, trapping his manhood between our stomachs.
"A real man has never made love to me daddy...I'm twenty-one and I've never been properly...properly..."
"Properly what?" he asked as our lips brushed together.
"Make me a woman daddy...teach me...make me feel," I begged, my last words interrupted by his lips which smashed hungrily against mine. His tongue penetrated me as he lifted me in his arms and started to carry me towards his bedroom.
And then he was in me. Splitting me, filling me, completing me in a way I'd been frightened I'd never experience. "Ohhhhh Daaaaaady," I screamed as my sheathe was stretched and every nerve in my vagina awakened and exploded into a symphony of ecstasy.
Fully cocked! By a man you love. It's the best thing you'll ever experience. As soon as he was inside me my insides started to spasm around him...lubricating his sword as it skewered me and made me his slave. And then, as my orgasm exploded, leaving me just a screaming, mindless, unthinking jumble of quivering flesh, every synapse in my brain flashing, drowning me in jolts of ecstatic pleasure, his throbbing penis pushed a first burst of his seed deep into my center. And then again...and again...cumming, flooding me with sperm...a hot cream that ignited another round of spasms inside me.
"Don't, please," I cried as he rolled off me, pulling his still rampant staff from my body. I never wanted it to leave me.
He was grinning, happy as he bent and smothered my lips in kisses, then pulling back said ruefully, "I'm sorry...I was like a schoolboy...almost cumming before I'd started."
"It was perfect," I promised.
"Better than those hunters you've been dating?" he teased.
"Well..."
"Well what," he demanded.
"Well we better try again just to make sure," I answered as I rolled on top of my father and then quickly pushed my hand between our bodies and guided him inside of me.
"I'll try to do better."
"I don't think that's possible daddy," I whispered as I started to move my hips. But it was possible! Slower the second time. He held himself deep inside me at the end of each thrust, making me feel all of him, all his length, all his thickness for seconds before slowly withdrawing. Then he'd completely pull out, leaving me a begging wreck each time the bulbous head stretched the pink lips of my sex and popped out. Then he slowly ran his sticky cock, covered in both our juices, up and down my slit, before he forced his cockhead back between my folds.
At some point I lost it again, I think maybe he did to, as my orgasms started running together in an ever increasing crescendo of spasmic pleasure. I was yelling...hell screaming...my ecstasy spewing from my mouth out into the tropical Hawaiian air.
"Hurry...please hurry...now...daaaaaady..please," I screamed over and over as his powerful bow played my body like a world famous virtuoso might play his violin. My strings were vibrating, my back arched upward in an almost painful bend when his cock gushed out the first thick, creamy strands of his seed.
And when he finally withdrew, his lance at half mast and covered in sticky jism, I felt the overflow of our joint juices seep out from between my legs.
Then I took softening giant between my lips, answering an urgent need to taste and swallow the fruits of our union. Licked it, and then kept lowering my lips until all of his manhood was stuffed into my gaping mouth.
"Katy...Kaaaaatyyyyyy," he groaned as the blood rushed into his shaft forcing the growing monster deep into my throat.
"It's too big," I cried when I finally, gagging, spat the saliva covered head from my mouth.
"We'll find a place it'll fit," he promised as he pushed me onto my back...entered me...fucked me...loved me...
...I woke late the next morning, in fact hardly before noon, and found our naked bodies entwined, glued together by our sticky outpourings, daddy's morning hard-on poking upward into my stomach.
"I love you," I whispered when he opened his eyes, awoken by the kisses I'd been raining down on his face.
"Prove it," he teased.
I climbed on top of him with my head faced towards his feet, my hips suspended inches above his mouth. "Are you hungry?" I asked as I lowered my pussy down and onto his face. His answer was muffled as his tongue started to lap into my slit. I grasped his hanging sack in one hand as I circled the fat base of his cock with the other, then lowered my lips over his cockhead.
His hands soon had to grab my butt to keep my writhing form from escaping him. He squeezed and fondled as he ate me, then stuck a finger into my bum as my vagina shuddered in orgasm. Then I swallowed every drop of his copious spending when his penis started to buck inside my mouth.
"I'm a virgin there," I said minutes later as we lay side by side, one of his hands moving caressingly over my rump.
"Are you?"
"I saved it for you," I offered as I turned onto my stomach and, with my head on the pillow, lifted and spread my bum.
"We have all day, all week, all month...all year," he said as he gave me a playful slap on my rump, "Let's save it for another day." And that's all we said about the future but it was enough...we knew!
"C'mon, lets go for a swim," he added as he jumped from the bed.
We went into the pool but didn't swim far, dad's breaststroke quickly had me open and then as quickly filled.
Craig called daddy at about four that afternoon to wish him a happy birthday. I was straddling my poppa's thighs when the phone rang, my cockpit full, slowly, rhythmically lifting my hips up and down.
""It's Craig...shush," he said after checking the caller I.D. and then put his finger to his lips.
I listened to dad's side of the conversation as I started to move faster, then ignored his frantic signals to cut it out as I felt him approaching orgasm. Then squeezed my hand between our bodies and found the sack that held his balls and gently caressed them.



"Jesus," dad groaned as I felt the slight tightening of his penis inside me, then the bucking release of the first spurt of his cum into my orgasming centre.
"No...it's nothing...I just stubbed my toe," dad stammered into the phone to his son as his cock pushed more of his molten lava into me.
"What? No...I was looking for your sister...I'm sure she'll want to talk to you," he said, then yelled out into the room, "Hey Katy, your little brothers on the phone...here she is Craig," he finished, then handed me the phone.
"Hi," I said into the phone as I climbed off my father and lay on my stomach with the phone cradled in my ear. He wanted to know how everything was going, if I'd sobered up from the other night.
"We saw the whales...we biked Haleakala...surfed...skin dived...everything," I enthused.
"Did you find a boyfriend yet?" he teasingly asked but I sensed something deeper behind his words.
"Uh huh...he's sexy...we went out last night," I answered as I felt dads hands slip under me and cup my breasts.
"You did? Who was he? Did dad meet him? You know you have to watch some of these guys," he warned.
"I think I love him," I told my brother.
"Love him? Are you nuts? You've only been there a few days? Have you slept with him?" I could hear the anger, the hurt in my brother's voice even though he was three thousand miles away.
"I might even marry him," I added as dad lifted my body so that I ended up kneeling, my butt in the air. His hands moved slowly up the back of my thighs.
"DO NOT MARRY ANYBODY!" he ordered, "now put daddy back on the line."
"I think daddy's busy now...he's doing something," I replied as I slipped my hand down between my legs and groped blindly for the hard prick I could feel against my bum.
"Have him call me...right away," he insisted.
"As soon as he cums," I promised my little brother, then looked back over my shoulder and smirked at dad.
"Well," he started, clearly not quite ready to hang up.
"And Craig," I said interrupting.
"What?"
"I wasn't drunk when I talked to you the other night...well not totally." I listened to his silence for seconds before adding, "I meant what I said."
"About what," he asked, feigning incomprehension.
"About you and me...about what I wished we had done. About what I hope you'll want to do...if you want to that is."
"What about this guy you're ready to marry?" he stammered as dad slid his penis into my gaping opening.
"He might have to share me," I whispered so daddy couldn't hear.
I pressed the disconnect button just after I heard his, "What the hells happened to you over there...Are you fucking crazy?" And Craig never swore!
A half hour later the two of us lay gasping, exhausted, on our backs, my head resting on dad's chest, both of us sticky after another orgasming climax. Lightly running his hand through my hair he said, "It'll be tough when Craig's here...to hide...for him not to know."
"Of course he'll know." Taboo? Incest? Against the law? It simply didn't matter. We'd passed that stage. We loved each other.
"In like about thirty seconds," I promised and looking into dad's eyes saw that he agreed.
"I love him," I added quickly.
"He loves you too sweetie," dad said as he hugged me even tighter.
"He should, he's my brother," I said fiercely.
"More," dad whispered.
"More what?" I asked as I lifted my head and looked curiously at my father.
"It's a secret," dad said maddeningly.
I rolled over and on top of him. I slipped my hand between our bodies. My fingers found his now loosened sack. I tightened them slowly, then ordered, "So tell me!"
"Think you're tough?" he asked as he rolled me over and landed on top of me.
"Yes," I whispered. His face was just inches from mine.
"When he was here at Christmas, we talked," he started, then dipped his head and kissed me.
"About what?" I panted when he finally freed me.
"We'd had a few drinks...Craig maybe had had more than a few. We were talking about girls."
"What about them?" I asked. My fingers had released his balls and now were circled around his again hard shaft.
"I told him I hoped that one of these days he'd find a girl to love...settle down...marry...you know, give up this new girl he seemed to have every time I talked to him." Our mouths were so close that I could feel daddy's every breadth as he spoke.
"And," I encouraged. I was slowly rubbing his penis up and down my cleft.
"He was pretty drunk, but he said he'd already found her," dad said as he slowly eased his thick shaft inside me.
"He has? He never said anything." I was stunned!
"But he says he can't have her," my father said as his hips started to move.
"Why not?"
"He thinks she loves him."
"So why does he think he can't have her?"
"She's his sister."
"Who is?" I asked stupidly, then said, "Me?"
"Apparently," dad agreed.
"He told you he wanted to... to make love to...way back at Christmas time?"
"Yes... now can we discuss this later?" he asked.
I simply wrapped my arms and legs around my lover and let him pleasure me.
"What did you tell him when he said he wanted to," I started after we'd finished.
"We were both pretty far gone...I don't think he remembered what he'd said the next morning."
"But you did. Why didn't you say something to him?"
"I did."
"What?" I demanded.
"You'll have to ask him when he gets here for spring break," my father answered.
"Daaaaaaaaddyyyyy," I complained but he refused that day, and in subsequent days, to add another word. We've lived as man and wife since daddy's birthday, slowing trying to figure out how we're going to make it work. Because there is no question about it -- pure and simply - we'll be lovers for the rest of our days.
But I've also dreamt! Of two men, of the only two men in the world I love...in me...doing whatever they want with me...sharing me...putting babies inside me.
Its wrong maybe...crazy...sick. But who will we be hurting?
Craig arrives tomorrow. I've just bought a "Lei" to put around his neck...I know he has something for me...Daddy knows too...in fact I think he's as excited as I am...
THE END
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February 14th 2008, Valentines Day
I watched her through hooded eyes as she slipped into the bedroom, and then tried to control the grin I felt growing on my lips when I saw what she was wearing.
Fuck, she's still capable of giving me a hard-on I thought as I watched her full, round breasts moving under the diaphanous, ivory colored, silk babydoll she was wearing. To her husband of fourteen years her already hard, dark pink, half dollar sized nipples indicated her excitement, the wetness I knew I'd find when I explored through the trimmed triangle of blond pubic hair that highlighted her sex.
"Wake up sleepy head," she whispered in my ear even as one of her hands lightly touched my nipple, actually tweaked it before she moved it lower.
Christ after all these years together she can read every nerve in my body I thought as I felt her tongue probe wetly into my ear. I was already hardening, lengthening when she closed her soft palm around my penis.
I groaned, then arched my body in a languorous stretch before I opened my eyes slowly.
"I know you're awake," she accused in her sexiest voice.
"Do you?" I asked my ex-wife. Mind you she didn't know yet that her status had changed from loving wife to ex. Today was the 14th of February 2008, St. Valentines Day, the day for lovers, the day I was going to tell her her new status. But before I did I was going to sample the charms of the unfaithful bitch for one last time.
"Daddy's cock is so big today," she whispered huskily, "does daddy want to put his penis in mommy?"
"Suck it," I ordered her harshly, then put my hand on the back of her head and slowly forced it down toward my straining prick.
"Is this my Valentines candy?" she asked leering, then she stuck out her tongue and flicked a drop of cream from its tip.
"Jesus," I moaned as my hips involuntarily tightened, lifting my ass from the sheets.
"Daddy's big lollipop," she said between licks of her moist tongue that trailed wetly from the thick base of my shaft right up and over the ridge that separated my prick's Valentine heart shaped cockhead from the piston that supported it.
"Suck it bitch," I ordered as each of my hands grabbed a handful of her long, silky blond hair.
The slut still hadn't realized that something was wrong, that within an hour her world would be turned upside down. I let my eyes rove over her still stunning thirty-three year old body as her head bobbed in my lap, making me wonder for just a second if I'd made a mistake. Because, even after all the crap I'd silently endured for the last eight months, I knew I'd always want her. Fuck that, I thought as I tightened my grip on her hair and violently pulled her head off my cock.
"What baby? You don't want to cum in mommy's mouth today?"
I simply threw her to her back and rolled on top of her, then drove deeply between the engorged lips of her cunt in one brutal push.
She cried out in protest at the attack but was ready when I made a second and even deeper thrust. She had her ankles locked behind my back by the time I'd pumped my prick into her for the fifth time, then was moaning, urging me on as I started to rhythmically pound inside her.
"Slut...bitch...cock sucker," I yelled as my orgasm approached, language which just seemed to excite her more.
"Hurry baby...HURRRRY...I'M READY," she suddenly screamed as her back stiffened and arched off the bed.
And then it didn't matter what I thought of her. The sudden tightening, then the first release, almost painful but also euphoric, then feeling my sperm as it hurtled down my shaft and then splashed violently deep into her vagina. And then again...again...fuck again... Her cunt was tight around him, pulsing as I bucked my creamy spunk into her.
I finally rolled off her, lay panting on my back, gasping, my anger almost drained from me.
Still hungry the bitch straddled me, her now bright pink, exposed sex leaking cum down onto my stomach. She threw her head back and yelled, sending her long blond hair swinging in a wild, mesmerizing dance. "Giddee up big boy, mama's in the saddle now, show me what you got," she urged as she slapped my butt like a jockey might whip his steed towards the finish line.
Looking up into her face for a second I saw the face that had seduced me so easily so many years before. Two babies and fourteen years later she could still pass for the coed I'd fallen in love with.
I saw her for the first time on September 14th, 1993, fourteen and a half years ago. We'd both been eighteen years old.
She was one of those rich girls, the daughter of a Wall Street tycoon-- I was the son of the Irish working class, I'd needed a scholarship.
I was a virgin -- she, it turned out, wasn't.
Both freshmen, we'd been on campus just seven days....
September 14th, 1993, Middlebury College, Vermont
It was just one of those Freshman Week social gatherings, a party that had brought together half of our class to meet and mix. A class that was made up of the sons and daughters of the ruling class with a few scholarship students like me thrown in. They didn't take us because of our brains -- hell the school had a good enough reputation that if it wanted to it could fill itself up with just smart, rich kids. No, the working class kids like me (and the token Latinos and Blacks) were wanted to expose these private school kids to the kinds of people they'd rule for the rest of their lives.
I'd been asking myself all week why the hell I'd enrolled at this snotty college filled with little snob bitches and preppy assholes. That is until I saw her!
It was her blond hair that had first drawn my attention that night, swinging like a golden halo around her head as she turned from one rapt Middlebury boy to the next. Although surrounded by these fawning, potential beaus, I could see at a glance that even in this company she was someone special. It wasn't just her beauty (and she was beautiful), nor the way she was dressed, nor the regal way she carried herself. She had something else, a sexual charisma that effortlessly drew the eyes of every boy in the room. And it was clear to me as I watched her that she was aware of her power and would readily exploit it. She pissed me off even as she excited me.
I found myself grinning at the way she played the crowd around her even as my virgin penis hardened in my pants. And then she looked up and caught me. Just for a second I caught the question in her eyes, 'what's he laughing at' before she dismissed me and flicked her eyes back to the group around her.
An hour later as I stood waiting for a beer at the bar I felt an elbowing nudge in my back and turning my head found my blond friend.
"Oh sorry...I didn't see you," she said imperiously as she slipped in front of me. Then she looked me up and down, a slow appraising glance that was exceedingly rude coming from a classmate and someone my own age.
Fuck her I thought. "Yeah, I did read that you had trouble seeing...I think they said you had suffered some rare childhood ocular disease," I said as I lightly nudged her aside and put my arm on the bar.
"What? You read about me? Where?"
"Yes ma'am," I said as I turned towards the bartender and signaled to him with my finger.
"Ma'am? I'm a student...here...at Middlebury you imbec..."
"Nice try miss...I saw you giving your autograph to those guys," I interrupted without looking at her.
"I'm a freshman...in Hopwell," she insisted, referring to a residence on campus.
"C'mon, I know you're Miss August...I saw the picture spread." I said as I turned and let my eyes zero in on her chest.
"WHAAAAAAT!"
"But you don't look that bad in clothes either ma'am... are you here promoting some product? Beer? Are you giving out condoms?" I asked as I slowly ran my eyes up and down her curves.
"I'm a student you dolt...from New York City...Manhattan...you have heard of it haven't you? My name is Victoria Penelope Smyth-Worthington. I'm in Fine Arts!"
"Is that your stage name? Could you sign this napkin for me," I asked feigning a boyish, leering enthusiasm.
"Do you even go to this school? What's your name?" she asked in a tone that the most officious Dean of Students would have trouble matching.
"O'Scouries ma'am, Patrick O'Scouries."
"You're Irish?"
"From Brooklyn miss...we're sorta neighbors. You can call me Paddy ma'am," I offered with a smile.
She sneered at my suggestion that we could possibly be neighbors, she looked as though she doubted we were from the same planet. "You're a student here?"
"Can I call you sometime?" I asked, ignoring her question.
Stopping, she turned her head and asked, "Call me what?" She'd had a funny little smile on her lips when she'd spoken but it was her eyes that captured me, the challenge in them clear -- Do you really think you're man enough for me?
"Call you what? Yeah that is a tough one...I mean given your weird name," I said with a grin as I turned and moved away from her and back into the mob surrounding the bar.
"My weird name?" I heard her screech at my back.
*****
"Hi... is this Miss Vicki?" I asked, even though I'd recognized her voice. Her number had been easy to find in the student directory.
"No it is definitely not MISS VICKY...Who is this? What time is it?"
"Paddy...Patrick O'Scouries," I answered.
"Who?" I just laughed down the line in answer. "The boy from the party?" she finally asked.
"You know in that Penthouse article they said you were pretty smart."
"Fuck you!" But she hadn't hung up! And I'd heard the curiosity in her voice.
"Do you know why I'm calling?" I asked.
"Because you have a sleep disorder? What time is it anyway?"
"Three fifty-seven a.m. Eastern Daylight Saving Time," I replied after checking my watch.
"You're nuts. Where are you?"
"Across the street."
"From where," she asked.
"From the Hopwell Residence for Unwed Women," I answered.
"You are?" then after a couple of seconds silence she said, "Where? I don't see you?"
"The phone box...where are you?"
"Look to your right...second floor," she instructed. I looked up and quickly spotted her standing in the middle of the large plate glass window. She was wearing a short little white nightie that stopped at mid thigh.
"Hi," I said into the phone as I waved up at her.
"So what do you want?" she said impatiently.
"Do you want to go get a pizza or something?"
"Are you crazy? It's the middle of the night. I was sleeping." But I'd caught the hint of amusement in her voice.
"I like your pajamas," I answered.
"Pajamas? This is a House of Versace Italian lace, embroidered chemise that I bought in Paris you twit. But I don't suppose you know where Paris is, do you Paddy?"
Twit? "Is that the town down in Texas little missy?" I snapped back.
"Paris, France you ass!"
"Throw it down."
"Throw what down?" Victoria asked and then, "Why?"
"I've never touched a garment from the House of Versaaaacee," I answered with a grin.
"So I should throw a three hundred dollar Couturier creation out my window because some hick from Brooklyn has never seen one."
"I'd also get to see you naked...which wouldn't be all bad. Are you really a blond?"
She looked down at me for seconds without replying, then suddenly slipped the straps off her shoulders and let her nightie fall to the floor. Then she flicked on a lamp and then walked right up to the window and pushed her body against the glass. "Well?" she finally demanded.
She was definitely a blond! "I'm a virgin," I said softly down the line as the realization hit me that I'd just fallen in love with this girl
She stared right down at me, pushing her eyes into mine across the twenty yards that separated us. "Show me your penis"
"My penis?"
"You do have one don't you?" she demanded.
And so I lowered my zipper and fished around and finally pulled out my cock, which proved relatively difficult given its state of full erection.
"Do you always get hard-ons when you're on the phone?" she asked, a new huskiness in her voice.
"Only with dumb blonds," I answered as I grabbed my penis in my left hand and started to wave it.
"Are you really a virgin?" I nodded my head, then my cock. "I'll meet you at the front door in thirty seconds," she ordered, then the phone went dead.
I was waiting at the locked, glass front door of the Residence, my cock still hanging out, when she appeared on the opposite side of the lobby. Still naked! She stood watching me through the glass for seconds, her eyes flicking back and forth between my face and penis, almost as though she was trying to decide between yes and no.
"People get arrested for that," she said pointing at my cock after she'd finally opted for opening the door.
"I better put it somewhere where no one can see it then," I answered.
"Yes, I think you'd better," she agreed as her left hand closed around my shaft.
And then I, Patrick O'Scouries, an eighteen year old virgin, pulled Victoria Penelope into my arms while her hand directed my cock into the most perfect spot it had ever been. Impaled, I walked her over to the glass door where, standing up, I proceeded to pump my penis into her until, for the first time in my life, I splashed my sperm deep into a woman's pussy.
Finished, but still hard and deep inside her, her legs still wrapped around my waist, I stood smiling crazily at her.
"What are you smiling at?" she demanded, but in a tone that was more happy than angry.
"Thank you," I finally whispered.
"What? Oh...so it was..."
"Perfect," I finished for her.
"You weren't that bad yourself...for a novice anyway. In fact...pretty good," she conceded.
"Do you think we could do it again?" I asked.
"I think you already are," she said, then giggled as she looked down between our bodies to where my penis was half buried in her vagina. We ended up on the couch in the lobby, both of us butt naked, me pounding wildly into her while she screamed out her pleasure. It was a miracle (or the fact that Middlebury was a rich school and had spent a fortune on soundproofing) that no one interrupted us or called the cops. I lasted much longer the second time! And I was one hundred percent sure, as I watched her panting at my side after we'd finished, that Miss Victoria Penelope Smyth-Worthington had no complaints about the Irish boy from Brooklyn.
"C'mon," she finally urged, grabbing me by the penis as she stood, "we'll go to my room." From which we didn't leave for the next forty-eight hours.
So I lost my virginity to a girl I knew nothing about, and had just met, in the lobby of a college residence in my first week at university, my first week away from home. And somehow got incredibly lucky. Or so I believed at the time.
We fell in love. Impossibly in love. Shit, I'll admit it - it was the sex at first, nothing but the sex. We were like two animals that first couple of weeks. We made love in the library, in the stacks between the high rows of leathered volumes...on the college's common at midnight...fucked under the shower in the women's locker room in the Athletics Center...on a professor's desk after a Philosophy lecture...and of course in our rooms.
We were a perfect match -- it was only years later that I realized we were extraordinarily super sexed, that what we were doing wasn't just normal sexual behavior. There was no shyness, no embarrassment as we coupled. Relatively naïve by today's standards (pre Internet) we innocently tried every sexual position that occurred to us. Anal, oral, bondage -- whatever popped into our heads was acted on. Enjoyed by two lusty teens.
And yet it didn't turn out to be one of those two week college flings. Yes, in many ways she was the rich bitch who I'd normally hate, but she was also smart. Somebody who forced you to think before you opened your mouth on a topic. Who'd whimper as you rode her but who'd cut you apart if your arguments lacked thought.
She was different than the girls I'd known in high school. Confident...funny...forever surprising me with her originality, her intellect. I fell for her hard. I'm not sure what she saw in me but she fell just as hard for me. And so as that fall passed we became both lovers and friends.
"Well, I guess I better take you home to meet the family," she told me one night in late October.
"They probably won't like me."
"That's for sure Mr. O'Scouries," she agreed with a grin on her face, "but if you think you're going to marry me without meeting them you're crazy. We'll go next weekend, everyone's going to be at the big house on the island." She'd already described the family 'house on the island' to me, it apparently was a fifty room mansion far out in the Hampton's that the Worthington clan used as a summer residence and for special occasions.
"Marry you? Who's the crazy one?" I kidded, pretending the idea had never crossed my mind.
"It'll be the luckiest day of your life," she crowed.
"Well I don't know about me but at least you'd get a normal name out of the deal...just think, Vikkiiii O'Scouries," I said laughing as I tousled her hair.
"Hah! You'll have to take my name you nut," she promised laughing as she pushed my hand away.
And so, a week later, after much cajoling by my love, I was led to the slaughter. No, it really wasn't that bad. Yes, they were a bunch of right wing Republicans who believed that all union members were communists. And that somehow they had earned every one of the millions of dollars they controlled even though they'd inherited most of it. That the poor were lazy...that the immigrant tide had to be stopped (even though they employed teams of illegal aliens as cooks and gardeners and chauffeurs)...that capital punishment was absolutely necessary...that God was white and had voted for Ronald Reagan...
But, even though everything they represented and believed in was diametrically opposite of just about everything I believed in, by and large they were a pretty nice group of people. Which is always the problem with labels -- no matter their class, or religion, or color, or ethnic origin, most people are pretty nice and have much the same concerns and hopes as the rest of us.
Mind you there are real bastards in every crowd! And sixty-two year old Reginald Andrew Smyth-Worthington, who was clearly the biggest prick I'd ever met -- good old Reggie, who happened to be only five foot, four inches tall, also happened to be Victoria's father. He hated me...and the feelings were mutual.
...We visited my parents for Thanksgiving. Victoria didn't particularly like Brooklyn but surprisingly she got along well with my dad and mom.
...We each went home alone for the Christmas holidays but I was invited to spend the week after Christmas and right up to New Years at the Worthington's Manhattan town house. And I got down on my knees and asked Vikki to marry me just seconds after 1994 dawned. Sweet girl that she was she hiked up her skirt and insisted I perform cunnilingus on her before she'd give me her answer. Then she screamed out her acceptance as her orgasm washed through her.
Reggie was a tougher sell! My wife-to-be reported that I'd been called everything from a low life piece of Black Irish scum to a gold digger out to steal the families millions. Then he got really ugly!



But with her mothers tacit support and my parents backing we simply started preparations and so, on June 1st 1994, after our freshman year, both of us nineteen, we married in a much fancier ceremony than I'd have liked but a much smaller one that the usual Worthington blowout.
My daughter Abigail was born in September of that same year. We juggled married life and baby with jobs and university life. My parents helped and Victoria had various trust funds to draw on. We were happy -- happy in a way only a young couple in love can be happy. Two years later we had a second daughter -- Bernadette.
We both graduated in May 1997. Returned to New York City. I had an idea and started a company that filled a small niche in what eventually became the Internet boom. Slowly we prospered. Bought a larger house in 2000. Vikki, her family background an in, joined the Women's Auxiliary of the Metropolitan Museum and did other volunteer work.
We bought a place of our own on the north shore of the island in 2003 -- a place just for the O'Scouries -- where when we wanted we could get away from the Smyth-Worthington madness.
By 2007 my daughters were growing into beautiful and loved young girls...my business was flourishing and offers to buy me out arrived almost daily...my wife and I were in love...the sex between us was still extraordinary...we had a perfect life...until...
June 2007
What caused it? Was there one action, one spoken word that gave birth to it? Or was it just the accumulation of a hundred small, almost imperceptible clues that had filtered slowly into my unconscious brain until finally it bubbled up as a conscious thought?
Looking back now I can't say, all I can say is that sometime last June it was suddenly there. An idea rejected by me at first...shit, we'd been happily married for thirteen plus years...our sex life could only be described as spectacularly successful and full.
Hell not everything was perfect with our married life -- anyone who's been married as long as we had knows that there are bad days as well as good. Small arguments...irritants...unkind words...
But the sex had never been a problem...never! From that first night in the lobby of Hopwell Hall, from the second my thick cock had slipped inside of her, stretching her moist, welcoming tightness, it had been perfect.
And, as the weeks had turned into months, and then the months into years, that reality had never changed. The two of us were highly sexed animals whose hunger for each other had never varied. Ten years into our marriage we still were making love every day and often twice a day. The possibility of sexual infidelity by my wife should have been the farthest thing from my mind.
But once that ugly nugget of suspicion is born it becomes impossible to ignore.
It grows...slowly at first...then every action, every word your partner makes suddenly takes on a new and disturbing meaning. You try and shake it off but it's always there, growing...and growing...
Late August 2007
It took me two months before I finally acted.
He was ex-Special Forces, ex-Army Intelligence, a guy who'd left the Service of his country at forty-five and had started Briggs Security, a company that had grown over the last ten years into a regional leader in the fields of Internet Security, Executive Protection and Employee Screening. My company had awarded his company significant contracts over the years and so it was to him that I turned to when I wanted someone to investigate my wife. We weren't friends but over the years had built up a respect for each other.
"I usually don't do this kind of work," he demurred when I broached the subject on a steamy late August afternoon.
"I need someone I trust," I'd answered.
"Personal surveillance in expensive...it can take months...it can turn ugly," he explained impersonally.
But I finally convinced him to do it, then he spent an hour questioning me about every aspect of my personal life.
And then all I could do was nervously wait.
October 30th 2007
I couldn't read him at all as he sat down opposite me after shaking my hand. He slowly put the thick file on my desk and then looked deep into my eyes. "I'm afraid your suspicions were correct Patrick," he started. "I'm sincerely sorry."
My stomach turned as I tried to keep my pain from my face.
I listened, broken hearted, as he led me through his report. "Mrs. O'Scouries had sexual liaisons with three men over the period of surveillance," he'd started.
"THREE?" I asked unbelievingly.
"The first rendezvous that we observed occurred on September 12th, with a certain James R. Black."
"Jimmy Black?" I asked, thinking it couldn't be the guy we'd both known back when we were at Middlebury. Christ, I hadn't heard his name in years.
"Apparently he and your wife have had a relatively long term love affair," he explained as he passed over sheet after sheet of evidence. I was hardly listening.
"We have pictures...I'm not sure if you'll want to see them," he said but then when I held out my hand he simply handed them to me. He said nothing as I flipped aimlessly through them.
"The others?" I finally asked.
"September 27th. Greg Davis...a barman at the Big Apple Brasserie."
"A barman?"
"We believe it was just a random pickup sir...a one time thing."
"Random...But...Why?" I stammered.
"We believe it was a spur of the moment thing...she just took a sudden fancy to him and took him back to your house."
Spur of the fucking moment? Where were my daughters as she was doing her random spurring?
The third was a teacher at my daughters' school. From their eavesdropping on the lovers the Detective Agency believed that the two were meeting for the third time over the last two years.
"I don't understand," I finally murmured as the detectives narrative finally ended.
"I'm sorry sir," he responded sincerely but I couldn't help but think that behind his façade was both pity and scorn for the man who let his wife turn him into a cuckold.
After he'd left I drove out to our family weekend retreat on the north shore of the island, a retreat we'd bought four years earlier so we'd have someplace private and away from the Worthingtons, and then I proceeded to get drunk after I'd called home and told my loving wife that I'd be out of town on business for three or four days.
Do you divorce her? Kill her? Kill yourself? Become another sensational story for the Post? You better believe that I thought about it! And cried. And got drunker. And kept asking myself why? OK, I could have understood it if our sex life was shitty...if we'd stopped doing it or something. If I couldn't get a hard-on anymore. But Christ, we did it every day, often two times a day...and my wife loved every second of our matings...shit, she would have to have been the greatest actress in the world if she wasn't enjoying them.
I studied the detectives report, checking the dates of her cheating against my own schedule that I easily accessed on my Blackberry. I'd been in town all three days! Knew I'd made love to her all three days. And yet I hadn't had a fucking clue.
I'd resolved that I'd have to divorce her by the time I finally got in my car and headed back to town three days later. Not immediately but soon I thought as I drove, knowing I had to decide about a hundred things before I jumped. My daughters...money...the company...the houses...fuck her if she thought she was going to get a dime out of me I said to myself as I drove.
And so my life returned to a superficial normalcy over the next few weeks as I started to plot and plan.
And then the other shoe dropped....
Xmas 2007
I found them in a shoe box (under three others) on the top shelf of the cupboard of the room my wife had spent her teenage years in. I really hadn't set out to find any more evidence -- it was just an accidental discovery fueled by my boredom and curiosity.
We were spending the week after Christmas at the Smyth-Worthington's, something we'd done for the last ten years. Christmas day at home with just the four of us, Victoria, the two girls and I, then the twenty-sixth we descended on my in-laws. Not my favorite week of the year but what the hell -- marriage demands some small sacrifices.
And so, on the afternoon of the twenty-eighth, I'd found myself alone and bored in the Smyth-Worthington Manhattan townhouse after a variety of chores and excursions had emptied the house of the whole clan.
They were exquisitely bound in red Moroccan leather, small four by six inch books with intricate gold clasps. There were five of them. Although locked the mechanism that held them shut was clearly meant more for decoration than it was designed to prevent someone serious about it from opening them.
I didn't hesitate. Fuck it...why should I. Just some silly, female teenage musings is what I expected. The first page had just four lines:
VICTORIA PENELOPE SMYTH-WORTHINGTON O'SCOURIES
MY SEXUAL LIFE
VOLUME TWO
AUGUST 1993-JANUARY 1996
What the fuck??? I quickly opened the other four -- Volumes three, four, five, six. Volume Six ended at December 31st 2006. I stared at them for minutes before I picked up Volume Two again. I wondered where Volume One was.
Turning the page I was faced with:
AUGUST 28TH 1993
GREGORY MASON (con't from vol. 1)
Rating: 22
As it turned out the description of her afternoon with Gregory that I found on the two facing pages was quite brief. He had already made an appearance in Volume One so that much of the background on this gentleman was omitted. I figured out later that her rating system was based on a scale of one to one hundred so that Gregory's performance clearly hadn't been exceptional.
She wrote in the diary that she was glad her affair with this senior at Dartmouth was finally ending, what she'd hoped would be an exciting summer romance had turned into a series of desultory couplings in the boathouse on his fathers estate.
She then described in exceedingly blunt detail what they'd done that afternoon. Fortunately it was mercifully short.
I flipped to the next page:
MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE
SEPTEMBER 9TH 2007
PROFESSOR RICHARD HAVEN (Art History)
Rating: 56
The good professor, whom I only vaguely remembered, was described as a forty-five year old married man with a very thick but short penis. One of her professors for the coming term, she'd sought him out and somehow seduced him in about ten minutes. She performed fellatio on him and then they had penile/vaginal sex (something she abbreviated to p/v in her recaps) during which she experienced a Grade 7 Orgasm (on a scale of 1-10).
Flipping another page I arrived at yours truly:
MIDDLEBURY COLLEGE
SEPTEMBER 14TH -- 17TH 2007
PATRICK O'SCOURIES
Rating: 100 - he's a god!!!!!!!
Which made me break out into a grim smile. And then I read about the night I lost my virginity from her perspective. Read what she was thinking as she'd looked down at me in the street below her dormitory window. Those first three days of us together took up twelve pages of her diary. There was a picture of my erect cock on the third page. With exact measurements for length and girth and diameter carefully noted under it. I have no memory of her taking the picture but the background was clearly her room in Hopwell Hall so she got it somehow.
At the bottom of the twelfth page she totaled up our various activities for the three days: 12 p/v's, 5 bj's, 2 ap's, pat 21 o's, me 37 o's. It wasn't hard to figure out her codes.
Then she wrote and underlined it: I think I'll marry him.
I continued to flip through the pages. The next fifteen pages were all me, each of our couplings noted, the date, where it occurred, what sexual acts we performed, a description of her orgasm, etc., etc. I was always rated between 95 and 100. Our afternoon in the stacks she rated 110%! Her orgasms were always tens.
So why did she sleep with Greg Brown? On November 13th, two weeks after we'd returned from our weekend with the Smyth-Worthington clan, after we'd started to discuss details of our upcoming marriage, Victoria slept with the captain of the hockey team. He was given only a rating of 13. He'd refused to go down on her! And, although he had an almost eight inch long prick it turned out he was a premature ejaculator. There was no explanation in her narrative of why she'd decided to cheat on me. It made no sense!
I slammed the book shut.
Then I drove to a local Kinko's and copied every page of all five volumes. Then had the originals back in their hiding place before anyone got home.
I woke up at four-fifteen the next morning! Petrified. I dressed quickly, then I grabbed the locked attaché case I'd put the copied pages in and fled the house. And after finding an open Starbucks I started to read. Trying to figure out what (and who) she'd been doing around Christmas 1993.
During the Christmas break of 1993, my wife had made love with two men besides her husband-to-be. Neither entry provided much info. One, an old high school boyfriend, was a continuation, someone she'd apparently described more fully in Volume One.
The entry for the second, referred to only as Mr. X (an older neighbor, a schoolteacher?), was maddenenly brief. Rating: 5. A non-consensual encounter during a Christmas party. And it wasn't the first time this unnamed man had raped her.
And why were these two encounters any worse than the others I'd read? Why had I woken sweating outside and screaming inside?
It was quite simple -- my first daughter, Abigail, named for my mother, had been born on September 27th 1994, and now I knew that my wife had slept with two other men during the period she'd conceived her.
It had never occurred to me before that night that I might not be the father of my daughters. That someone else's sperm had impregnated the egg from which my beautiful Abigail had grown. I'd accepted the detective's report of Vikki's infidelities but had never taken it to the next step, that she'd started almost as soon as she'd met me. And too engrossed in my reading it hadn't occurred to me when I'd first leafed through her diary that afternoon.
I just made it to the Starbucks washroom before I puked up half my stomach. Then I checked the dates for Bernadette, my second daughter. Again there were other possible fathers besides myself. Including Mr. X! He'd raped her two nights running!
It's relatively easy to collect the required samples for the DNA paternity test, especially if you all live in the same house. Two thousand bucks and ten days later I knew...
And so, two weeks later, on January 9th, I sold my business to one of the three companies that had been courting me assiduously for the last year. On my threat of voiding the deal and selling to one of their competitors, it was contractually agreed that I'd have the money (forty-eight million) on February 1st but that the deal wouldn't be announced until the fifteenth. I agreed to stay on with them for one year. He money was hidden in Switzerland by the second.
I transferred the deed to our two country houses to an offshore corporation. And then called a friend who'd had dinner at our place over the holidays and who'd mentioned over coffee and brandy that if I ever decided to sell the house to give him a call. That his wife was in love with the house.
He was interested. "You can't say a word," I'd told him as we negotiated in my lawyers office. "I'm giving Victoria a new house for Valentines Day," I'd explained when he'd asked about the cloak and dagger stuff. Delighted at the idea he promised to say nothing, saying he'd tell his wife the same day -- that it would be a perfect gift for her. The sale closed on February 8th with occupation given for March 1st. I'll give the cheating bitch two weeks to get out I told myself as I sent the money abroad, convinced it was more than she deserved.
February 14th 2008 Valentines Day (con't)
"Hey, pay attention you," my wife demanded as her slap on my butt brought me back to the present. I could feel the approaching orgasm building in my balls as she continued to raise and lower her hips.
I reached up and grabbed her head, pulling it down until our lips met.
"Think you're pretty good don't you," she teased when they finally separated.
"Better than you deserve," I agreed angrily.
"Fuck you buster," she chortled, then reached back and grabbed my balls just as the first strand of cum exploded up my cock. Then she squeezed hard until I almost passed out from the pain and pleasure.
"You'll pay for that," I promised as, my spending over, I shriveled inside her.
"Promises, promises," she challenged.
Then in a second I had her over my knee, her pretty little bum an irresistible invitation. My hand fell...then a second time...again...harder...harder...
"Bastard," she yelled, but without malice, thinking that this was just another one of our endless sexual variations. Her butt was beet red when I stopped, her squeals of pain still echoing around the room. But when I slipped a hand between her legs I found her sopping. Then I took her ass!
She squirmed and protested under me as I pumped my cock through her anal opening but the wetness that coated the finger I'd inserted in her cunt conveyed her real response and feelings.
"Christ, what's got into you this morning," she panted when I'd finally finished, when my sperm was deep inside her heaving ass.
"Well, it is my last day here," I said softly as I lifted myself from the bed and headed for the shower.
"You're last day where?" she asked my retreating back. She joined me in the shower within seconds and catlike, rubbed her sticky, sperm coated skin against mine. I pushed her down to her knees and then forced her head to my prick, then watched as the warm water cascaded over her beautiful blond curls as her mouth started to move on me. I came in her mouth...deep down her throat...
Back in the bedroom, naked except for a towel I was drying my hair with, I waited for Vikki to appear before I opened the door that led into my private closet and dressing room. It was deserted except for two large leather suitcases sitting side by side on the floor. A large envelope lay atop them.
"Where are your clothes...your things," my wife asked as she looked at the bare shelves, the empty racks and hangers.
"I packed most of them yesterday...shipped them to my new place. Everything in my library and office too."
"Your new place?"
"I've rented a condo...for a year...then I'll probably move somewhere else."
"What are you talking about? We're moving to a condo?"
"Just me. And I've also sold the company but as part of the contract I've agreed to stay on with them for a year," I said calmly as I started to dress in the one outfit I'd left out.
"But..."
"I've sold the house too...you and the girls have to be out by March first."
"What do you mean? Are you crazy?"
"I got a divorce from you last week when I was in Las Vegas," I said as I buttoned my shirt. Then bent and handed her the envelope that contained the copy of the quickie divorce and the bill of sale for the house.
"You love me!"
"I used to..."
"Its Valentines Day...we have a party at the Browns tonight," my mystified wife said as she opened the envelope and looked inside. "You sold the house to the Grahams?"
"I'm sorry...I've found someone else...we're leaving tonight for fifteen days in Jamaica. She's younger..." I lied.
"Younger than who?" there was a blazing anger finally growing in her eyes.
"It's best this way," I said as I bent to lift my bags.
"This divorce isn't worth the paper it's printed on," she said as she threw it at me. "Do you really think I'm going to let you just walk away? I'll sue you for every cent you have...I MADE YOU," she screamed as I started towards the door. "You'll never see the girls again," she threatened.



"They'll be better off with you," I agreed.
"You love them...they're your life..."
"Leave a message for me with your new address with my secretary...your telephone number...I'll call you when I get back, say goodbye to the kids for me," I said coldly as I walked to the door and then out into the hall.
"Daddy will kill you," were the last words I heard as I walked away. She didn't see the tears that were streaming down my cheeks.
Early March
"We should discuss strategy...we shouldn't go into the meeting unprepared...I don't want you saying anything without checking with me," my lawyer, Melissa Park, ordered as we swept through the doors of the Chrysler Building on our way to the offices of 'Slade, Worthington, Bailey', Attorneys-at-Law, my ex-wife's divorce lawyers.
I'd found an e-mail and two registered letters from Charles H. Worthington (Vikki's forty-two year old second cousin) when I'd returned home from my two weeks in Jamaica. The first e-mail and letter were quite friendly missives that informed me that he'd been hired to represent Vikki and that he hoped we could meet and come to an amicable resolution of our marital difficulties. The second letter proposed a meeting to discuss a settlement while suggesting that the ex and my two daughters would be quite satisfied with two thirds of my net worth.
I'd always liked Charlie over the years; he'd been one of the few family members I could sit down and drink a beer with comfortably. He was a pretty good guy. Of course my opinion of him had changed somewhat when I'd got to page 33 of Volume 4 of the Sex Diaries and read Vikki's account of an afternoon she'd spent in her cousins arms. The prick had been given a rating of 63. They'd never repeated their tryst, it apparently was just a chance encounter that had led to sex and then left both slightly embarrassed when they'd finished. Still, it's pretty hard to think very highly of some guy who's fucked your wife...especially when he becomes your wife's divorce lawyer. Charlie was going to have to work hard to earn this fee I'd promised myself.
I'd called my business lawyer after I'd read his letters. He put me onto a Ms. Melissa Park who he described as a real ball breaker.
"She probably won't take your case," he advised, "she prefers taking the woman's side. But if you can get her she's the best."
Expecting a ferocious, mannish lesbian type, I was stunned when her secretary escorted me into her office the next day. Maybe twenty-eight years old, she turned out to be a spectacularly good looking woman, tall, full hipped and chested, and with a minuscule waist. Long, lustrous, silky black hair that you'd die for.
"I don't usually do men Mr. O'Scouries," were the first words out of her mouth as she stood and shook my hand.
"Well I guess we're pretty lucky this is an easy case then," I answered as I took a seat.
"An easy case? I thought this involved...I mean your lawyer said when he called me that millions were at stake."
"I just need an agreement written up and then I'd like you to accompany me to one meeting with my ex's lawyer," I answered with a smile.
"You've already agreed to terms with them?" she asked dubiously.
"No...it's going to be a take it or leave proposition for them. One chance...or off we go to court."
"What are you proposing to pay them Mr. O'Scouries?"
"What I'd like you to put in legalese Ms. Park is the following: I will make no claim on my wife's assets and she'll make none on mine. She gets the kids. And not a goddam cent!" I sat back when I finished.
"That's all?" I nodded. "No custody ...No visitation rights at all?" I shook my head no. "Any court in the land will award alimony sir...a share of the assets...support for you daughters...you can't expect to pay nothing," she stammered.
"We won't be going to court Ms. Park," I promised.
"But why would they ever agree?" she asked, clearly mystified.
"That you'll find out at the meeting," I answered enigmatically.
I think she only agreed to represent me due to curiosity and the fact that the famous Smyth-Worthington family was involved. She simply was dying to see what I could possibly have up my sleeve. And so, a week later, on a Friday afternoon, armed only with my offer, Ms. Park and I entered the Chrysler Building and entered the enemy's lair. Where, when we were escorted into the firm's conference room, we found ourselves facing across the table, my wife, her father, and her cousin Charlie.
I refused Charlie's offered palm. My father-in-law, his face already red and clearly agitated, had muttered 'asshole' as I'd entered the room.
"Speak up Reggie...stop mumbling," I ordered as I looked down at him.
"FUCKER," he growled.
My wife was as beautiful as ever. After Charley, always the diplomat, had tried to lead us through the pleasantries, he finally started to tell me Vikki's demands.
Holding up my hand I simply pulled out my one page agreement, already signed by me, and slipped it across the table. He read it quickly before Reggie grabbed it from his hand, then looked up questioningly at my lawyer. "You know this isn't serious Melissa," he implored just as my father-in-law tore the offer in half.
"I have a couple of other copies Reggie," I said smiling.
"Melissa?" Charlie asked again.
"Its Mr. O'Scouries show Charlie...I'm just his lawyer."
"But," he started, then turned to me and asked, "Surely you don't want to go to court Patrick? The publicity?"
"It might be fun," I said softly. I saw a hint of amusement in Vikki's eyes as I spoke. I suddenly realized she was enjoying the show almost as much as I.
"We've tried to be reasonable," Charlie implored.
"Charlie you're asking for nearly thirty five fucking million dollars."
"But you'll still have millions left."
"Well, I think I'll take my chances in court then...see what the jury thinks."
"The judge will kick your black Irish ass," my father-in-law promised.
"He might," I agreed as I pushed my chair back from the table and started to stand. Melissa, clearly surprised at the outcome, also started to rise.
"Wait...wait...lets talk about this Patrick...no need to rush off ...I'm sure we can reach an agreement," the clearly nonplussed Charlie begged.
Turning to Melissa I asked, "Do we have to give our list of witnesses to them now?"
Knowing nothing of any list she still showed no surprise and quickly answered, "No sir...not yet...they'll get it later...when the trial date is set."
"What witnesses?" Charlie demanded.
"The adulterers Charlie...the adulterers."
"The who?"
"The men who fucked my wife...who've cuckolded me."
Charlie, his face now bright red, sputtered, "We don't need that kind of evidence...it's a no fault state...we've agreed to the divorce...we're just discussing the settlement terms now Patrick."
"Still...it can't hurt me in the court of public opinion can it? Although I'm not sure how it'll work if you have to cross examine yourself, I added. Reggie looked like he was ready to explode. Vikki's eyes were smiling.
"Me?" Charlie whimpered.
"If you drag my daughters name through the mud I'll fucking kill you," Reggie suddenly screamed, all control now gone. "We're Smyth-Worthingtons for god's sake," he added as his spittle sprayed angrily outwards from his open mouth.
"I just think that the judge might be interested in the diaries...maybe the New York Post too," I answered.
For seconds there wasn't a sound in the room until Charlie finally spat out, "What diaries?"
"Volumes Two, Three, Four and Five of My Sexual Life by Mrs. Victoria Penelope Smyth-Worthington O'Scouries...complete with illustrations... names of course, occupations, penile measurements and the rated sexual performance for each of the eighty-eight men who've slept with her since she married me."
"Eighty-eight?" Charlie asked.
"You've read my diaries?" Vikki whispered. Reggie looked like he'd suffered a heart attack.
I turned to leave the room.
Hardly recovered Charlie still was able to ask, "But what about the girls...your daughters?"
"Oh I guess we'll just have to call their real father to the stand won't we counselor. Shouldn't it be up to him to support them?"
"But you're their father," Charlie insisted.
"Not according to the DNA lab at Columbia," I answered.
"Then who is?" he asked as he turned to Vikki.
There was a profound sadness in her eyes as she looked up at me and said, "Paddy will always be their daddy."
"I'll leave you another copy of my offer," I said as I slipped another copy of the agreement from my briefcase and placed it on the table. "I think we're through here Ms. Park," I said as I took her arm to lead her out. Not able to look at my wife any longer, to face her sadness, I was suddenly in a rush to escape.
"COCKSUCKER," Reggie hissed at my retreating back.
I turned back slowly, pierced him with a stare for seconds before saying, "Reggie, if you touch either of those two girls I'll cut your prick off and shove it down your throat." Then I walked out of the room.
"Jesus H. Christ," my lawyer muttered as we left the offices. We went directly from Charlie's offices to a bar. I slept with a woman besides my wife for the first time that night. Melissa screamed out her pleasure when I emptied a months worth of cum inside her orgasming center. We were both sated when I finally stumbled from her apartment late into the morning. Heck, nothing to it. It's just sex...anyone woman will do I tried to convince myself as I drove home.
I didn't fool myself.
The next day we received the signed and notarized agreement back.
Epilogue April 1st 2008
I'd slowly settled into some semblance of living as the weeks had passed. I was busy at work getting the new bosses up to date while making sure the old employees were comfortable...
I'd gone on dates with three women...and slept again with Melissa.
...And spent endless hours thinking of my two daughters...finally coming to realize my love for them was stronger than anything else. But I didn't act! Simply let the days pass wondering what they were thinking and doing. Finally knew that you can't love a person for every single second of their life and than suddenly stop loving them. It doesn't work that way.
*****
The front door of my rented condo rang at a couple of minutes before eight in the morning on April Fools Day. I'd just been about to leave for the office and had my suit jacket over my arm when I opened the door and found her. Neither of us said as word as we stared silently at each other.
Then I pulled Victoria into the apartment and threw her to the floor. Seconds later, with her skirt now pushed above her waist and her torn panties hanging from one leg, I pushed my cock deep inside her. We fucked like animals, angry, hungry, needy, on the hard marble tiles on my vestibule floor, the door of my condo gaping open.
Neither of us cared -- it was a fast, hard fuck. Then we did it again, slower but still with a fierceness, an intensity that I knew I'd never find with anyone else.
"I was horny...I still am," she said as her hand reached for my still throbbing cock. "I've missed you." She didn't have to ask if I'd missed her. We made love the third time.
****
"The girls miss you," she whispered much later. As we lay entwined on the bed, sticky and sweaty from our lovemaking.
"How are they?"
"They need you Paddy...they need you so much."
"They must hate me."
"Three quarters of their friends parents are divorced...I told them you loved them, that you just needed a little time. That it was me you were mad at, not them."
"But..."
"I know we'll never get back together...but they love you. So much. Let me send them to spend next weekend with you...maybe at the beach house? I'll call them, now," she said as she reached for her purse and her cell phone. I stayed silent as she dialed the number. When it started ringing she held it to my ear.
"Mommy?" I heard my daughter ask.
"No... its daddy," I said softly.
"DAAAAAAAAAADY," my thirteen year old daughter Abigail squealed, then I heard her yell, "Bernadette, hurry, come here, it's daddy on the line." Tears coursed down my lips as I talked to my two girls. Vikki, watching me as she dressed, sported a sad smile on her lips.
Later, after I'd hung up the phone, a weekend with my daughters agreed to, I walked Vikki to the door.
"Do you want to do this again?" she asked. We both knew the answer.
"Am I going to be in the diary?"
She reached into her purse and pulled out a familiar red book and then handed it to me. I opened the cover and read:
VICTORIA PENELOPE SMYTH-WORTHINGTON O'SCOURIES
MY SEXUAL LIFE
VOLUME ONE
THE EARLY YEARS
"You don't have to...it's none of my business...it's your life," I protested as I tried to give it back.
"Don't you want to know the whole story?" There was a new vulnerability in her eyes as she talked, a look I'd never seen in all our years together. "Why? Who?"
"No," I denied even though I knew I wanted to.
"I'll always love you," she said as she backed away towards the elevator, leaving the book in my hand.
"You should...heck, I'm the only hundred you've ever met," I teased.
I saw the light reignite in her eyes, saw the smile suddenly blossom on her lips. "Hah, you mean you were!" she said, then turned as the doors of the elevator opened.
"Hey," I yelled, "So how often can I expect these visits of yours?"
"We'll see," she said as the elevator door closed.
THE END
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I'd also love to hear back from you -- please comment below or e-mail me. Thank you, Jim Scouries
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Chapter 1 - Mom?
This is an Official Entry into the 2008 LITEROTICA "NUDE DAY" CONTEST.
I had hoped to write it in one chapter but it continued to grow 'larger and larger' as I wrote -- much like the hero of this story's penis! I now plan to make it a two chapter story and hope to have chapter 2 complete within weeks. Chapter 1 is approximately 3 Literotica pages long.
WARNING: This is an Incest category story that features a teenage boy's discovery of the allures of his sisters and his mother during a family marriage celebration. There is no underage sex described in this story -- all participants are 18 years old or older.
It's also a cautionary tale -- a warning to all of you to take care and think very carefully before attending any kind of Nude Day event with a family member...you never know what might suddenly pop up...and what mom or sis might do with it!
Charlie's Naked Proposal #1 - Mom?
June 14th 2007, the Woodman house, on Philadelphia's Main Lone,
"We're not going and that's final!" my father announced from the end of the table.
Since mom, my little sister and I had been talking about Obama and McCain for the last twenty minutes dad's interjection didn't make a whole lot of sense. Mind you he'd been looking pretty pissed off all through dinner. In fact he had been for the last couple of days I realized as I looked up at his scowling countenance.
"Not at the dinner table dear," mom cautioned her husband. "We'll talk about it later."
I looked up quizzically at my sister across the table. Her quick shrug of the shoulders indicated she was in the dark as much as I was.
"We're not going where dad?" I finally probed.
"Please Charlie, not while we're eating," mom said as she gave me a quick, cross look. Watching dad's face I could see all the warning signs of an immanent explosion. Dad wasn't that quick to anger usually but when he finally did he was as likely as not to go ballistic. I could see ballistic written all over his face.
"We are not going to backwoods West Virginia to wander around half assed naked for four days," dad promised in a tone that brooked no dissent. What the fuck is this all about I wondered to myself. My little sister Isabel however was a little quicker on the uptake.
Her eyes and mouth were open in shock when she asked, "You mean Sophie's getting married on the commune?"
"We'll talk about it later," mom quickly interjected, clearly hoping to bury the subject.
"But I thought they'd agreed to wait til next year," Izzy said guilelessly. "And to hold it here... I mean at the Church...then here at the house for the reception."
"Apparently not," dad muttered, the rage he was feeling clear in his sarcastic, angry tone.
"But isn't it up to us, the brides family to arrange the wedding?" I blurted out when I realized what was going down.
Dad didn't need any further encouragement. "Yes Charles, it is. In every family except ours apparently. In normal families. But your sister Sophie has decided to break her mother's heart ... yes, instead of a religious service in the Church she's attended all her life..."
"It's her choice John," mom interrupted. "If they feel that a more natural setting-"
Dad wasn't going to be stopped that easily and broke in. "A NATURAL SETTING?" he bellowed, his eyes almost popping out of his head as they jumped from mom to me to Isabel and back, "Charles, your sister believes that I should walk her through some muddy, West Virginia field and deliver her to this socialist, hippy, drug head. And she expects me to do it naked, my penis floating in the wind."
"Sophie asked you to walk her down the aisle naked?" Izzy gasped.
"She did not," mom insisted as she scowled at dad. It was wasted on him, he was just getting going.
"We can send invitations to all our friends," he railed sarcastically. "John and Catherine Woodman invite you to the wedding of their daughter Sophie to Mister Graham Poole. Dress is informal! Watch out for the cow shit as you wander barefoot to your seat."
"But it's not for another year...maybe they'll change their mind by next summer," I said.
"Not any longer son...this cretin has convinced your sister to marry him next month. On something called National Nude Day." Thinking he was joking I chuckled at dad's comment. He didn't smile back.
"He's not that bad," mom chimed in, but with so little conviction she might as well have stayed silent.
"Maybe we could kidnap her and have her deprogrammed daddy," sis suggested.
"How do you deprogram stupidity," dad thundered back.
Truth be said, Graham Poole wasn't that bad a guy. It was just that he was the furthest thing away from what my parents had ever imagined as a suitable husband for one of their daughters. And this was even though he was relatively good looking, and had been intelligent enough to have gone through Yale on a full scholarship.
While we'd grown rich on the Philly's Main Line, the fourth generation on both sides of our families to have lived there in capitalist luxury, Graham had grown up on a commune on the West Virginia/Tennessee border. Home schooled by hippy parents who were stoned half the time (at least according to dad). Raised naked by devotees of free love and practitioners of group sex and multi partner marriages (again according to dad).
The couple of visits Graham had made to our house could not be described as successes! When they'd announced their engagements at Christmas dad had extracted a promise from his oldest daughter that they'd wait at least one year before marrying and that the ceremony, if it ever took place, would occur at the local Presbyterian Church that had welcomed Woodmans through its doors for generations.
Obviously Sophie hadn't honored the deal and so Isabel and I both had to listen to dad rant and rave for another half hour that night before we finally escaped.
*****
"Hey."
"Hey you," I answered back as I looked up and saw Isabel slip through my door and into my room. I'd been expecting her for the last hour.
"Decent?" she asked as she sat down on the side of my bed. I'd been sitting against the backboard of my bed, reading by the light of my bedside lamp. All I was wearing was a pair of my boxer shorts.
"You're supposed to ask that before you enter...you know, after you've knocked," I groused, but with a welcoming grin on my lips. I knew she'd have some news.
"What's to see," she teased as she lifted the sheet that was bunched at my waist and pretended to look under it. "Ohhh wow!" she mocked, then sat next to me, leaning back against the headboard as she tucked her legs under the sheet.
"I'm busy," I complained but that didn't stop me from putting my arm around her shoulder.
"You probably don't want to hear my news then," she said as she made a move to get up.
"Talk," I ordered as I tightened my grip around her.
We'd been born only ten months apart and somehow, against all odds, we'd become best friends. I had buddies who hated their sisters or were constantly at war with them; but instead, somehow Izzy and I had become friends. She was the most important person in my world. The person I'd spilled my secrets to knowing they'd never be repeated. The person I'd sought for advice on almost any subject, including girls. Quite simply I loved her.
And she'd always reciprocated.
It had only been in the last few months that our life long connection had somehow become skewed and had started to falter. It was my fault and she had recognized the change immediately. And believed it was because of my immanent departure for University, me wanting to distance myself before I left for my new life.
She didn't know there was a darker reason, a reason I was incapable of articulating to the only person I loved in the world. Dark thoughts that overcame me as I slept...thoughts that erupted in creamy spurts from the end of my cock while I slept. I'd started to love her too much!
"It's the weekend of July 14th ... it's like their most important holiday of the year... Christmas, Easter and Thanksgiving all rolled into one," she started excitedly.
"What is?"
"International Nude Day at the Rising Sun Commune for Peace, Brotherhood and Love. That's the official name of Graham's commune by the way," Izzy instructed.
"What? Where'd you get that?" I asked.
"I checked their website. Then I called Sophie," she said proudly.
"You did?" I asked, as always impressed by my younger sister's ingenuity.
"She wants me to be her maid of honor."
"She does? Are you going to? It's not really a nude wedding is it?"
"Yes, yes, and yes," she answered. "But I'm wearing clothes...she said its okay. And you're coming too."
"I am?"
"She wants you to walk her down the aisle. She knows daddy won't come. Don't tell her I warned you."
"But...what do I wear?" I finally asked.
"She said that it'll be up to you Charlie. Nude or all dressed. Sorta like a hot dog," she added with a giggle.
"She's nuts," I groused even as the image of me walking Sophie down a church aisle flashed into my mind.
"Graham...his parents...his best man...just about everyone attending will be nude," she explained. "Only mom and I, and maybe you are exempt."
"What if I got an erection?" I asked without thinking as the thought of me walking down the aisle in front of a thousand pointing, and laughing, people jumped into my head.
"With something that small? No one would even notice it Charlie," my sister promised as she jumped from my bed, just in time to escape my angry lunge for her.
"Ha, ha, you're really funny Izzy," I yelled at her retreating back, "and maybe those little bumps on your chest will grow into real breasts some day."
She stopped on a dime and turned, and then, with her shoulders suddenly pulled back and her round, firm breasts taut against the thin cotton t-shirt trying to contain them, announced haughtily, "Well Peter seems to like them," then spun around and marched from my room and down the stairs to her bedroom below.
Isabel did have nice breasts. Gorgeous, full, round, high, just turned eighteen year old breasts, breasts that were one of the main reasons why I'd been trying to distance myself from her over the previous few months. Breasts that now often kept me awake at night. And this was even though I'd never actually seen them, at least not since they'd started to sprout from her chest a year and a half earlier.
I'll kill that little prick Peter I promised myself as the vision of her acne faced boyfriend mauling my sisters tits appeared before my eyes. And then I remembered her other insult. Small! Screw you I thought as I fished in my shorts and pulled out my penis. Slowly stroking him awake I actually spoke aloud to the empty room, "Wait'll you've felt this inside you Izzy. Then try and tell me about fucking Peter."
She's your sister, you retard, I told myself as soon as I'd uttered the words. But I still stroked myself. Harder and harder...faster and faster... then groaned as a thick strand of my cum spurted from the head of my cock. And with each subsequent ejaculation it was a picture of my two sisters, both naked, that filed my mind.
*****
"Hi Charlie," I heard when I picked up my cell the next day.
"Hi big sister," I answered, my pleasure at hearing my sisters Sophie's voice clear in my every word.
"So...you've heard?" she said nervously.
"Uh huh," I agreed.
"He'll never come will he?"
"No...It'd never work," I agreed, knowing she was referring to Dad.
"You're coming aren't you?"
"Do you think I'd miss a chance to see this spectacle," I laughed. "According to dad there's going to be six thousand naked hippies smoking pot and singing the commie "Internationale" in a field full of cow poop."
"Shutup," she giggled back.
"Then, after they sacrifice a virgin, and dad's not sure where they're going to find one, you and Graham are going to be declared man and wife in some Pagan ceremony that'll end with everyone in the commune rolling around entwined on the ground engaged in a wild orgy. Of course I'm going to be there."
"You're sick," my sister laughed.
"I'm going to bring every camera the family owns," I promised back.
"Pervert!" After a silence that stretched for seconds Sophie added in a soft, almost girlish voice, "Will you walk me down the aisle?"
"There's an aisle?" I tried to tease but simply couldn't pull it off. "Me? You want me? Really?" I asked.
"Uh huh. I need somebody to give me away...somebody I love," she whispered softly. I couldn't help but catch the wisp of sadness in her voice and knew daddy's decision had really hurt her.
"What if I decide to keep you instead of giving you away?" I asked my older sister. At almost twenty-two, four years older than I was and having been away from home at University for the last four years, I didn't know Sophie nearly as well as Izzy. But I'd always liked her.
"That might not be so bad," she teased back. Sophie was as quick with a quip as her sister.
"So what does the father of the bride wear in Lotus Land anyway?"
"Flowers in your hair?"
"Seriously."
"Everyone in the Poole family, and judging by the gossip I've heard lately, the whole commune by now," she added, "is expecting a group of stuck up, rich, overdressed, boring snobs to show up."
"Why do they think that? What's Graham been telling people anyway?" I asked angrily, suddenly pissed off that these degenerates were bad mouthing their betters.
"What have you guys been saying about them?" Sophie challenged back.
I didn't have to tell her -- she knew. And of course in the end I agreed to walk her down the aisle -- but without making any clothing, or lack thereof, commitment.
Driving to West Virginia Thursday, July 12th, 2007
It was four weeks later and yours truly, Charlie Woodman, and my sister Isabel and my mother were on our way to the House of the Rising Sun (that's what I'd taken to calling it) -- the naked rising sun...to wacko land.
"I want you two to know your dad loves your sister...just because he," mom started when we were finally nearing the commune. It had been a long ride. We were all tense and edgy.
"We know mom," Izzy answered and the fact was that we both understood perfectly.
"It's just that he'd ruin the marriage.... He couldn't help himself," mom continued.
"I was looking forward to seeing him walking her down the aisle though....naked...his penis swinging...they will have some kind of aisle won't they? I mean in the field or wherever they're holding the ceremony?" I asked with a smile.
"Shut up Charlie," my sister hissed.
"Yes, dad walking our lovely sister to the Pagan altar...where her beautiful young virgin sister Isabel will be waiting...naked herself..." I continued to tease.
"Charlie!" mom tried to warn in her sternest voice but both Isabel and I could both catch the humor she couldn't hide.
"You don't think they practice virgin sacrifice on these occasions do you mom?" I asked as I nodded at Izzy.
"I'm not a virgin...." My just turned eighteen year old sister ejaculated before she could catch herself.
"You're not?" I asked in mock surprise.
"I hate you Charlie," she muttered as she reddened. I had no idea what she'd told mom about her love life.
"I hope you packed soap and shampoo sis," I said when we finally turned onto the dirt road that led to the front gate of the "Rising Sun Commune for Peace, Brotherhood and Love".
"Why?" both my sister and mom asked. I was pretty sure from my perusal of the Rising Sun internet site that these environmentally activists wouldn't have a lot of commercial shampoos and soaps on hand.
"We're not staying at a hotel girls," I answered with a smile. Watching their faces I could see the consternation in their eyes.
"Maybe we should go back to the last town..." mom started.
"Too late," I announced smugly as we pulled up to the gate that blocked the road.
Listen, after the fact I can pretend I was pretty casual about the whole nudity thing but the reality was far different.
I was as nervous as mom and Isabel were as we slowly wound down the overgrown road towards who knew what. Maybe even more so. Let's face it, we weren't nudists! None of us. It just wasn't part of our family ethos. Dad and mom were both descended from conservative Presbyterian Scottish families from Philadelphia's Main Line.
Okay, we're in the twentieth-first century with the Internet and everything but it's different when you're there, when you're about to enter a world that is totally foreign to you. We really had no idea what to expect...except we were all pretty sure it wouldn't be good.
In the previous month I'd often stood in my bedroom and paraded in front of the mirror butt naked. Wondering what it would be like...whether I could do it. Whether I wanted to. And repeatedly cursed the fact that I'd let my girlfriend of the moment talk me into shaving myself just days before the whole wedding thing came up. I really looked weird bald.
But then, after we'd driven about a quarter mile inside the commune without incident, I could feel the confidence of all of us slowly growing. Hey, maybe it won't be that bad I was thinking just as the car turned a corner and we were suddenly faced by one of those idyllic country scenes, a mountain in the distance, background for a flower strewn field that led down to the creek that meandered through it, the sun bathing the field....
Except that there were about five hundred naked people dotted across the scenery. Swimming, talking, sitting at picnic tables...shit, even playing volleyball.
More breasts than a normal man would see in a lifetime. Balls swinging. Triangles of pubic pelts. Penises flopping.
I hit the brakes. Hard. Then stared. Both mom's and Izzy's mouths were hanging open.
"Oh my gawd," Izzy finally mumbled as the enormity of what was going to happen over the weekend hit us all.
Recovering, then trying to break the tension, I said, "I better get some pictures of this. Nooooo one at home is ever going to believe me if I don't."
"DON'T! Are you crazy" sis cried when I grabbed the camcorder and aimed it towards the meadow and the river beyond. I pushed play.
"Are you lost?" I suddenly heard in my ear. I jumped like three feet. But when I turned my head I also turned the camera. She was about twenty, blond, good looking and had an inquisitive look on her face as she waited for me to answer. The top of our convertible was down. Blondie had put one hand on the door. Two small but perfectly formed (and firm) cones were about six inches from my eyes. Puffy nipples to die for.
"Is this the road to the Elvis museum," I ventured as I blushed a deep red.
Anger flashed in the angels eyes. I could see she wasn't happy so before she could call seventy or eighty penises over to the car to throw us out I said, "We're the Woodmans."
"The who," she asked as her eyes drifted over to mom and sis. "The wedding?" she asked as comprehension dawned.
"We're lost," I lied as I threw my hands up in mock confusion. The camera was still recording! Puffy tipped tits were being saved for immortality.
"Oh wow! You're Sophie's family. I'm Jenny... I went to school with your sister... I'll show you the way," this blond angel promised. "Are you Charlie?"
Thank you god I said silently, then turned to Izzy and ordered her into the back seat so that my navigator could have a place in front.
"We're not lost Charlie," Isabel complained as she ceded her seat to the lovely Jenny.
"Better safe than sorry Izzy," I said smugly, then turned to Jenny and said, "Isabel's a little nervous. That's why we stopped...to help her get used to ... well, you know..."
"The nudity," blondie offered as she glanced back at Izzy.
"Exactly," I agreed, "you know, she goes to an all-girls Catholic school now...they don't... well, she's only fourteen... she's never seen a...a man's thing before..." I'd watched Isabel's face in the mirror as I'd talked and my innocent little sister was clearly not happy with her big brother. "Mom didn't think she should even come but it is her-"



"Her sister's marriage...she couldn't miss that," Jenny finished. Then she turned to my sister in the back seat and with a friendly smile on her face said, "They're not really that bad Isabel... and when you get a little bigger you might even"
I watched in the rear view mirror as "I'm eighteen" exploded from Isabel's lips.
Still smiling, completely unfazed by Izzy, Jenny turned to me and said, "All young girls wish they were eighteen."
"She'll get there someday," I agreed. Smoke was oozing from Izzy's ears.
The ride was too short! Before we knew it, and before I wanted us to, we'd arrived in the center of what was clearly their town center. "There's Sophie now," our guide announced needlessly as I pulled to the side of the road and stopped the car.
I'd never thought of my big sister as sexy. Not once in my life. Mainly I guess because she was so much older and had been away so much during her university years. Yes, if you had asked me if she was good looking I would have grudgingly agreed she was cute...or pretty...or maybe even beautiful... but in a big sisterly sort of way.
Of course that's easy enough to say before you see her completely bare ass naked, her long, light brown hair bouncing on her shoulders and down over her arms and chest as she runs towards you. Silken tresses bouncing in perfect time with the ruby tipped, lush, proud, deliciously jiggling breasts that continually peeked out as she ran. The triangle of matching curls below shimmering in the sun.
The three of us had just managed to get out of the car before Sophie arrived, her first move throwing herself into mom's arms. My eyes followed the curves of her shapely rear as she turned to Izzy and embraced her.
The hard-on I'd been trying to control on the ride over with our naked guide now sprang unashamedly to full hardness in my shorts. I almost cringed when Sophie threw her arms around my neck and embraced me. I knew she couldn't help but feel my hardness as she kissed me.
"A camera Charlie" she asked when we finally broke apart and she saw the camera hanging limp by its strap from my hand.
"Pictures for my scrapbook, Jenny was showing us the sights," I answered, my attempt at levity belied by the hoarseness in my voice.
"That's a movie camera Charlie," Izzy said with a sneer but as she'd said it I'd seen her eyes dart downward to my shorts and knew she'd seen my erection through the cloth. Jenny was looking down too. I hoped mom wasn't.
Fuck...she's your sister you pervert I chastised myself even as I pushed the record button on the camera again.
"C'mon, I'll show you where you're staying," Sophie said after we'd said goodbye to Jenny. But not before Jenny had asked me to join her and her friends the next day for a noon hour bar-b-que. A nude bar-b-que!
"I'd invite you too Isabel buts it's only for the older teens and twenties," she explained guilelessly. "I'll pick you up tomorrow morning Charlie," she promised me before departing. I silently thanked god again.
"What a slut," my younger sister hissed at the departing naked back and bum.
"She was friendly though," I said.
"She was stoned out of her head," Iz proclaimed in a tone that ordered the subject shut. Mom and Sophie, just up ahead of us, missed our words.
"The place you're staying at is down in the woods...it's really beautiful, special...you'll have total privacy," Sophie insisted to mom as she grabbed her hand. "Graham's parents use it as a sleeping cottage during the summer months, it's built right over the stream," she explained as she looked over her shoulder and checked that Izzy and I were following. I continued to film.
"Pervert," Izzy hissed in my ear as we trailed behind.
"If you take off your clothes I'll film you too," I promised as I lifted the camera and aimed it at her.
"Pig!" she added, then started to rush after her mom but I suddenly sensed she was as excited as I was.
I grabbed the hem of her skirt before she could escape and lifted it as I aimed the camera at her suddenly exposed panties, which surprisingly turned out to be a sexy pair of turquoise and white striped boyshorts.
"Stop," she whispered as she looked up to check if mom or Sophie were looking back.
"We'll get you naked before the weekend is out," I promised, then gave her bum a quick pat and let her skirt fall.
The summer sleeping cabin turned out to be a raised platform that had one side (the side we approached from) nestled into the bank of a small creek that gurgled merrily below. However, most of the platform, which was maybe twenty feet by fifteen in size, extended out over the creek and sat suspended ten feet above the water. The platform, and the porch that surrounded two sides, was supported only by thick logs that served as structural stilts at each corner. Steps ran from the porch down to the water below. And when we'd entered the cabin we were faced by three walls of glass and screens. The view was magnificent.
"There's a queen size bed for you and mom," Sophie told her sister as she led us inside. "You'll have to use the futon Charlie," she added as she indicated a ratty, folded up bed in the corner. "It looks worse than it is," she promised as she saw my grimace. "Graham and his brothers use it all the time."
How could I be angry when I was faced by a gorgeous, smiling, naked angel I thought to myself as I let my eyes drift downward over Sophie's curves for the thousandth time since she'd appeared. This can't be my sister!
"C'mon you guys, put your stuff down and I'll give you a tour of commune, we've got time before dinner," Sophie urged, then added, "you too Charlie," when I didn't move.
"Is this a naked tour or a dressed tour," I challenged teasingly with a leer.
But Sophie wasn't going to be cowed that easily and quickly shot back, "that's up to you little brother," (and she emphasized 'little') "the people of the Rising Sun are happily going to welcome the Woodman family no matter what they're wearing." Her eyes flicked to my crotch for a second before lifting them up again into a bold, challenging stare.
"Is everyone going to be naked around here all the time this weekend?" Izzy asked curiously.
"I gotta pee first," I said as I excused myself.
"Everyone will be dressed at the family dinner tonight," I heard Sophie explain as I slipped into the can. "But outside...and tomorrow yeah, most of them will be."
"Gawd, and we'll be the only ones dressed...everyone will be looking at us...they'll know who we are," Sophie groaned as I unzipped myself and started to pee.
"Don't worry Iz, you'll prove them wrong," Sophie said.
"About what?" my little sister grunted.
"I think they're expecting the Woodman family to be a group of Bible thumping, conservative, capitalist wacko pigs..."
"WHAT!" both mom and Isabel demanded. "Why?" Listening in the can I'd half turned as I heard myself described as a conservative wacko pig, unfortunately spraying a thick arc of my piss against the wall.
"Well, what have you guys told your friends about Graham's family...the commune? That they're commies... druggies...eco-nuts...perverts," Sophie challenged.
"But they are," Izzy protested weakly.
"So his family is as upset about this marriage as we are?" mom asked.
"No, no...they like me...it's just that it would have been easier for them if ... I don't know...maybe if I was one of them. They're nervous about you guys...about the dinner tonight...it's a big event for them, the marriage of their only son. They think you disprove of them...their lifestyle"
"But we've never met them honey," I heard mom say and knew without looking that she was now hugging her eldest daughter.
"I'm still not taking my clothes off, no matter what you say," I heard Izzy promise.
"Of course you're not; you're a private school girl." I heard Sophie laugh and knew my two sisters were now embracing. And that's the exact second I made up my mind.
Listen, I gotta admit I'd been thinking about it in the previous few weeks. I'd envisioned myself walking naked among these people, wondered how it would feel. Walking up to a group of nudists, a group like the one I'd seen at the side of the road today. My cock hanging. Displaying myself. Would I get an erection I'd wondered. What would the girls think? But I'd never really thought I'd actually do it.
That is until I'd just heard Sophie describe our family through their eyes. "Fuck em," I mumbled aloud as I pulled my tee-shirt over my head and then quickly shucked my shorts. And then, before sanity could return I opened the bathroom door and stepped into the room and faced my mother and my two sisters. Three jaws fell almost to the floor as their wide open eyes bored into my groin. Oh God, what did I just do I asked myself silently. My penis twitched.
After about twenty seconds of absolute silence Sophie started to giggle.
"ARE YOU CRAZY?" quickly followed from my sister. Mom was now looking up into my eyes, a quizzical, almost grinning expression on her face.
"I'll show them they're not better than us," I sputtered, suddenly blushing as the enormity of what I'd just done started to hit me. You're standing naked in front of your mom, your sisters, you fool, I admonished myself silently.
"They certainly aren't bigger," Sophie said mischievously. "And to think I called you little," she added as her eyes raked my penis.
"That's disgusting," Izzy complained even as her eyes kept darting back to my groin.
"Well, are we going? I didn't come all this way to sit around chatting with you guys stark naked," I said as I took a step towards the door. I didn't forget to grab the camera.
"Don't Charlie...Mom, please stop him...order him to stop," Izzy begged as I pulled open the door and stepped out into the beautiful, sunny, nude July day. But still, I gotta confess, I was a little nervous!
"C'mon you two," I heard Sophie urge the others, then seconds later felt her hand slip into mine as she caught me. "Thanks," she whispered, then turned back to mom and Izzy and said, "Now maybe they won't think we're so bad." I couldn't help but notice that Sophie's nipples were as hard as little pebbles.
"No, they'll think we're perverts like they are," sis shot back. Mom said nothing and her reaction to what I'd done, and in fact the way she'd responded to everything she'd seen since we'd come in the front gate, had surprised me. I thought the nudity and everything would disgust her, instead, in a way, I saw that it bothered her the least of all of us.
"And don't you dare get an erection Charlie," Izzy yelled as she and mom came abreast of us. "That's all we need, you leading us through town with your..." Her voice tailed off as she clearly didn't know how to describe it.
"His giant pointer?" Sophie asked. Mom grinned. Isabel scowled. And me? Well, as we walked the three hundred yards through the woods towards the main settlement, I kept chanting silently to myself in almost monkish manner, no erection...no erection...no erection...no erection. Talking to myself as my incredibly beautiful sister's naked tits jiggled and bounced just inches away. My cock bounced up and down and from side to side. He seemed happy. He wanted to get big! Down boy...
Somehow it got easier. After we'd been introduced for maybe the twentieth time to people we met in passing I was finally able to forget my cock and instead concentrate on what was being said. And with each new group we met all four of us saw the surprise, and then approval, flash through the eyes of these strangers. You could see the thought 'well, maybe these Woodman's aren't so bad after all' clearly registered on their faces. We're suddenly okay because my cock's hanging out, half hard.
After about an hour of showing us the highlights of the 'Rising Sun' Sophie deposited us back where we'd started from, warning us as she got ready to go that she'd pick us up in thirty minutes for dinner. "Come dressed Charlie," she instructed with a smile.
"But I'm starting to like this nudism thing," I shot back.
"You certainly liked those three blonds," Izzy complained, letting me know she'd noticed my interest in one on the last groups of people we'd met. Mom had disappeared into the bathroom the second we'd got back so was missing this conversation.
"I think it was the other way around," Sophie giggled, "they certainly weren't looking Charlie in the eye."
"I know! They were looking right at his..."
"I don't think they knew they come that big," sis added, still giggling. "Anyway I'd better go and get ready," she said as she turned to go but then stopped and walked back to me. "Thanks Charlie," my big sister whispered, then plastered herself against me in a warm embrace.
I started to lose it! Fuck, I'm a horny teenager who's had a hard-on on and off for the last two hours - in fact since we first came through the gate -- and now I've got two perfect breasts punching into my naked chest and my cock's squeezed against my sister's hair covered mound. What could anyone expect? I grew an erection. Like in two seconds. I immediately tried to pull back from Sophie but she held me for second after second before finally releasing me. It was my penises fault!
"You know Iz, I think I'm going to have to find a date for your brother," Sophie said as she stood back from me and then stared down at my throbbing erection.
"Charlie!" Izzy muttered as her eyes discovered my bobbing cockhead.
"Now if I wasn't getting married in two days...and if you didn't happen to be my little brother," Sophie teased as she backed towards the door.
"You'd what Miss Naked Hippy," I challenged.
Ignoring my question she turned to Izzy and said, "maybe you should help your big brother out with his problem," then disappeared through the door.
"WHAT DID SHE SAY?" Isabel squawked.
"It's just that she's excited about getting married," I explained to my sister with an innocent shrug.
"Or that they've turned her into a sex maniac," Izzy said huffily, then after staring at my still erect penis for a couple more seconds instructed, "Now make it small; mom will be out in a second."
"I'll try," I answered but my penis seemed to have a mind of its own.
"Try harder," she instructed, but now there was a real grin on her face. "Oh, and by the way Charlie, why do you have so little hair down there?"
"What do you mean?" I asked blushing.
"You shaved didn't you? Or did someone else do it? Was it that weird Evelyn?"
My bloody sister was prescient. It had always been impossible to fool her. A week before the wedding announcement Evelyn, one of the girls I'd been dating at the time, had talked me into shaving every hair off my prick and balls. Stupidly, after much cajoling, I'd agreed. So my groin was now covered with only a wispy beard of short hairs. "I didn't," I denied. "It just grows like this."
"Yeah right Charlie," Izzy mocked. "You know, I think mom thought you were gay when she first saw you this aft. Lucky dad wasn't here." With those words my cock started to fall and fortunately was limp when mom came out of the bathroom seconds later.
"Sophie gone?" she asked innocently. But I had to wonder just how much she'd heard.
When I emerged from brushing my teeth and combing my hair twenty minutes later (yes, we did have an indoor sink and toilet but no shower or bath tub -- the creek apparently was where guests bathed) -- I found mom and Izzy hunched over my now opened futon. They were both shaking their heads.
"You can't sleep on this Charlie," mom instructed when she saw me.
"Sophie said it was okay," I answered nonchalantly. "I'll pretend I'm camping."
"Its got holes in it...I think some mice were living in it," Izzy said in disgust. "And it's got nasty bugs in it."
"It does?"
"Put it out on the porch Charles, we're not having it in the house with us," mom ordered in her most imperious Main Line voice, a voice that brooked no dissent.
"I have to sleep outside?" I asked incredulously.
"You'll share with us...there's lots of room," mom decided.
"There is? Where?"
******
Which is why, at about eleven thirty that night, after having spent a surprisingly pleasant evening at the Poole home in the company of Graham's closest fifty relatives, the three of us arrived back at the cabin and tumbled into the one bed available. Mind you it was Queen size.
The Poole's had proven relatively intelligent and educated. Dressed, and around their dinner table, you wouldn't have guessed they were radical socialists and nudists. And in fact they weren't. Instead they were interesting people trying to live their lives in a way that seemed to make sense to them. They were strange but sane.
"They weren't that bad," I said as I lifted the sheet and slipped into the bed next to mom. I hadn't brought any p.j.'s so was wearing only my boxers. I got a quick glimpse of a pale yellow slip that seemed surprisingly sexy for my forty-one year old mom before the sheet fell. Izzy was in the can but when she finally appeared, wearing a matching pink tank top and silk sleeping shorts, she got in the bed so that I ended up trapped between them.
"Tres sexy," I said to sis, then immediately let out a wolf whistle.
"Don't snore, stay on your part of the bed and don't get an erection," Isabel ordered, clearly still irritated at me about my earlier remarks to Jenny about her.
"Isabel! Don't talk like that," mom instructed from the other side of me.
"Yes mom," her daughter said obediently, then poked me in the ribs.
"Night sweetie," I cooed softly, then leaned over and gave her a big, wet kiss on her cheek.
"Yuck!" she spat out as she was rubbed my kiss off her cheek.
"Night mom," I said, then leaned over to kiss her. But by accident she turned just as my kiss was going to land innocently on her cheek and instead our lips met. And stayed together than longer than I'd planned. Which was weird. Mom tasted good! I also felt what seemed like still quite firm breasts against my chest for a second. Was mom's nipple hard?
"Night honey," mom whispered when our lips finally separated.
This is really getting fucked up was my last thought before I fell asleep. Now even my moms turning me on!
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Mom woke before Izzy and me the next morning, then woke us when she was washed and dressed. "C'mon, get up you guys, it's almost nine-thirty," mom ordered as she shook us.
"Maaaa!" I complained. Izzy's groans echoed mine.
"I'm going to get us some breakfast... I'll be back in twenty minutes. I want you guys up when I get back. We've got a busy day ahead Isabel."
"You poked me...during the night...with your thing," Izzy told me as we lay side by side on the bed, slowly stretching after mom had left.
"I didn't," I denied but was pretty sure I had. Heck I had erections every night when I slept. I couldn't blame my cock for getting a little excited when it found itself lying between two near naked women.
"You came," my sister accused as she sat up and peered down at my groin.
"You're crazy," I said but I could feel the stickiness on my cock and on my thighs.
"What's this then?" she asked as her fingers lifted a clearly stained portion of my boxers up.
"Don't touch me," I ordered. "Besides, if I did it's your fault," I said as I got out of the bed and walked towards the toilet.
"My fault! Why's it my fault?" she demanded as she jumped from the bed and rushed after me.
My penis was sticking out of the slit in my shorts, a stream of deep yellow piss already arcing down into the bowl, when she barged into the room.
"You touched me, you must have. Tried to take advantage of your poor innocent brother while he slept...it was sick," I accused as I finished up and tucked my cock away. I'd learned long ago that you had to stay on the attack with my sweet little sister. I left her sputtering in anger.



Mom and Isabel had a lunch date with the ladies so I had some free time and was delighted when Jenny showed up around eleven and led me off to the main beach where the University aged kids were partying. Jenny was at her naked best and I could see Isabel wasn't that happy to see us trundle off arm in arm.
You'd think it would be a teenage boy's heaven to spend three hours or so in the company of some two hundred naked girls aged sixteen to twenty-five. Girls who weren't afraid to frankly express their interest in the boy from Philadelphia. And hey, yours truly wasn't doing a lot of complaining ...it was interesting...fun...exciting...but you know, ultimately it was almost too much. Sexual overload! Even my penis was confused.
I learned that there can be too much of a good thing. I didn't even know them but knew that any one of ten or fifteen of them would have been happy to lead me into the woods and ravish me. Wasn't that my job I asked myself as I walked back to our cabin alone just after two. Where's the challenge?
*****
"Hi!"
"Hey," I answered when I saw Sophie standing at the edge of the brook. I'd jumped in when I'd got back from the party. It was around two-thirty on a hot, sultry July day.
"I thought I should show you where the marriage is taking place...show you what you have to do," my sis said with a smile.
"Sure. Where's mom and Izzy?"
"Over at the Pooles...they'll be over there for a while. I needed a break," Sophie admitted as I waded out of the water towards her.
"Tired?" I asked as I put my arm around her.
"A bit. Excited too... I didn't sleep much last night. No big deal...c'mon it's this way... wear your sandals, it's a bit of a walk," she instructed as she took my hand.
"Should I put on my shorts?" I asked my naked sister.
"No." a grin accompanied her answer, then a long appreciative look.
"Should I bring the camera?" I asked.
"I'd of thought you'd have used up all the film by now," she teased back.
"You know sis, you're not as bad as everyone says," I complimented as we walked through the woods. Mind you this was after I'd grabbed the camera off the porch.
"You're not so bad either little brother," she said with a happy smile on her face. And then, after we'd walked silently for another forty yards, asked, "You okay with everything?"
"I don't know...it's strange...everyone nude all the time...it's hard to think about anything else."
"Besides sex?" Sophie asked.
"Yeah. Heck, we were eating burgers down by the lake and all I'm thinking about is eating Jenny...or Rose ...or ...or the other fifty naked girls hanging around."
"Main Line boys don't think about things like that...or do them," Sophie teased.
"Yeah sure. I had a hard-on half the time I was with them."
"That must have made them happy," she answered but immediately noticed that I didn't think it was a big joke. "They're different Charlie. It's natural for them."
"The nudism?"
"Yes that but also everything else. They're taught that sex is good...that's its natural...that it should be enjoyed. They start young...their parents encourage them to experiment."
"But-"
"There's no guilt here Charlie."
"And you?" I asked, "this isn't your world. Do you and Graham-" I started but had no idea how to articulate my thoughts.
"No," she answered emphatically.
"But he must have slept with half the girls you meet every day."
"I know. Sometimes it's hard. But we'll be living in Philly when we get back from the honeymoon...it's easier when we're not here."
"Do you ever want to... I mean-"
"Sleep with somebody else?" she supplied. I nodded. "It's hard not to when we're here, when everyone else is doing it. Tonight will be the worst; they go crazy on Nude Day. Everyone's come back home, half the people here this weekend live away from the commune. Last year was crazy...I'd never seen them like that before. Drinking...lots of marijuana...they wear masks...its like Carnival in Rio ... a night you can do anything... they do things...," she said in a tone that indicated it was a night she'd never forget. "I know it's hard for you to understand."
"I understand I got an erection when you hugged me yesterday," I blurted.
"Teenage boys always get erections Charlie," my sister teased. "And it was a very nice erection by the way," Sophie said as she leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.
"Do brothers sleep with sisters here?" I challenged angrily, my anger as much at myself as them.
"Hey, we're here," she said excitedly as we emerged from the woods and found ourselves looking down into a natural bowl that sat on the edge of a small lake. I knew she didn't want to answer my question. I wondered if Graham had ever slept with his younger sisters.
"They use it for special occasions...marriages...funerals... ceremonies," she added when I didn't answer right away. My breath had been taken away by the beauty of the spot. I pointed the camera and pushed record.
"They'll be down there...Graham and everyone...we'll enter here and walk down this way," she said pointing downward, then led me down the gentle slope.
"And there's going to be a couple of thousand people watching?"
"Uh huh. All around...on the hillsides. Naked Charlie."
"Fuck, I'm going to get an erection for sure."
"You know it might make a good story, probably it would go down in "Rising Sun" history, you know, the day the weird, rich boy with the huge penis," my sister said grinning, then bent over and lifted my penis in her hand and said, "and if you're not good Mr. Penis your owner is going to be in big trouble with his sister."
"Don't...stop that," I said as I laughed, but my penis, clearly not ready to follow sis's instructions, started to rapidly fill with blood.
Still holding me lightly in her palm she said, "He's nice...big and nice, I think maybe my little sister's pretty lucky, give me the camera."
I liked the big and nice but what's this Izzy crap I wondered as she let my penis go and took the camera. Standing fully now erect he needed no further support. "What's that mean?" I asked as Sophie pointed the camera at me.
"It means that I've been fielding questions about my little brother's wonderful body... read big penis Charlie... from a very large group of pretty and eager nudists all morning," she said as she pointed downward.
"You have? Who? What'd they say?"
"I've even warned mommy that'll she'll have to stand guard on you at the party tonight. That the virgin scion of the Woodman family may be in danger of being carried off and ravaged."
"Ha, ha," I muttered then couldn't stop myself from asking, "Which ones am I in most danger of?"
"Girl secrets," Sophie said smugly as we arrived at the flat, raised slab of rock that served as some sort of alter. "When we get here you lead me to Graham and then go over there and sit next to mom. She'll be right there," she said as she pointed to a spot ten feet away.
"On the ground, the grass," I asked dubiously as I surveyed the grass slope that rose up on three sides from the altar.
"And don't try to smoke it," Sophie said mischievously.
"From what I understand I won't have to. I was warned this morning that I'll just have to inhale the air down here and I'll feel stoned. That a blanket of smoke will hang like a cloud over us. Apparently it's standard for Rising Sun occasions."
"Who told you that?"
"And what if when I get here I decide not to let Graham have you? What if I just pick you up in my arms and carry you away? What's down there anyway?" I asked as I nodded at the area behind the altar.
"A couple of stairs lead to a little beach," she explained.
"Okay, I lift you up...hell hardly anyone will notice they'll be so stoned, then carry you off to the beach where I'll have my powerboat waiting," I announced as I bent down and, after putting my arms under her knees and behind her back, lifted her effortlessly up into my arms.
"You're crazy," she giggled as she wrapped her arms around my neck. "Don't," she said as I carried her around the altar and then down the three steps that led to a small beach that sat at the edge of the lake.
"Heck, our boats not here yet," I announced as I lowered her feet to the sand, then set her so that she was facing the water with me directly behind her. I left my hands resting softly on her hips.
"I guess I'll have to get married then," she said softly. My penis, which had fit itself into the cleft in her ass, was straining upward against her bum. She leaned her head back into my shoulder so that her soft hair was caressing my cheek.
"Not til tomorrow," I whispered in her ear as my hands slid upward from her hips...up across her stomach...then across her ribs until they started to climb the undersides of her breasts.
"It's my last day of freedom," she answered, the question clear in her voice. She gasped when my fingers found her nipples, nipples already hard and excited. She started to move her butt up and down against my fitted penis.
"It'd be a sorta wedding present," I said, as my hands, now firmly cupping and squeezing her full breasts, pulled her back even harder against me. Her back was plastered against my chest. I slowly moved my left hand down off her breast and across her stomach. Sophie was wet, her nether lips engorged, her clitoric bud exposed when my fingers ventured lower. And then, as I was running my fingers up and down her moist cleft I felt her hand close on top of mine, then I simply let her direct me as she urgently and forcefully moved my hand up and down against her.
"It's a big present," Sophie gasped as she reached behind herself with her free hand and grabbed me. And then I slipped my middle finger inside my sister. Finger fucked her urgently until she groaned and then pulled away and turned. Facing me she simply climbed up on me using her arms to lift herself off the ground and then locked her legs behind my back.
Then my sister, twenty-four hours short of taking her wedding vows, reached down between our bodies, then, after recapturing my cock, slipped it inside herself.
Seconds later we were on the ground, me on top, Sophie's legs still locked around me...making love...fucking urgently...
It was easy. For both of us. A perfect two part harmony that humans have been perfecting for a million years. We both came quickly... urgently... moistly... each spurting ejaculation met by an orgasmic squeezing twitch from Sophie's vagina. Plaintive cries of, "Oh Charleeeee....Charleeeee....Charleeeeeeeee!" echoed across the lake as we came.
Panting heavily, the sweat dripping of me, I left it in my gasping sister as I lay atop her, plugging my cum inside her. I was still rock hard.
"You okay?" I finally panted out.
"More," Sophie ordered as she struggled to lift her hips...as she tried to somehow get more of me inside of her. It was much slower the second time. The almost feral animalistic insanity of our first coupling was replaced by the sensuous dance of two lovers. Of tender caresses... kisses... loving looks ... soft words... but which still ultimately ended up with the urgency of needy cock and cunt... with that explosion of pleasure that rockets from your groin to your brain.
I finally slipped out of my sister. The still half hard shaft coated with a thick layer of my cum mixed with Sophie's juice. For minutes, holding hands, we lay side by side looking up at sky, wordless as our breathing slowed. Then Sophie leaned over and kissed me.
"I'm full ... I feel so full," she said after breaking away from my hungry lips. "Look," she instructed as she sat up, kneeling in front of me with her thighs spread. My cum was oozing out from her still engorged vaginal lips. I watched as she slid two fingers up her bright pink channel and collected some of my seed. I watched as she pushed her dripping fingers into mouth. Was silent when she collected another finger full with her other hand and then pushed it between my lips.
"Your big cock.... Then your seed... all your creamy sperm...inside me," she whispered even as a strand of my cum hung from the corner of her mouth, "maybe even your baby"
"You're on the pill! You said you guys weren't going to have a child for a few years," I said when the import of her words hit me.
"We changed our minds. I stopped taking the pill a month ago."
"But"
"Graham's been using condoms... we were going to start tomorrow... our wedding night," Sophie said softly.
"That doesn't mean," I started.
"It means that your baby's going to grow inside me," my sister said with such absolute certainty that I knew it was true.
"You can't marry him then... we'll have to call it off," I ordered. But my mind was swirling in confusion. Thoughts cashed around inside my brain. I'd fucked my sister. Made love to her. On her wedding night. Made her pregnant. What about Isabel? Mom?
"We better get back," Sophie said as she jumped to her feet.
"No, we have to talk-"
"I'm getting married tomorrow Charlie. To Graham. And you're walking me down the aisle."
"But Sophie, we have to talk," I insisted.
"We'll talk when I get back from the honeymoon in the fall," she promised as she started up the steps. I could see my cum sliding down her thighs.
For ten minutes we walked silently through the woods. Our hands intertwined but our thoughts far away.
"You could always marry me," I finally ventured.
"You've got that girl waiting for you," Sophie answered.
"No I don't ...my girlfriend at home's not serious," I declaimed.
"The girl you've loved since the day she was born."
"What? Who?" I asked even though I knew who she was talking about.
"You guys were made for each other...everyone knows it. I think even mom does. If you leave for school without telling her you'll regret it the rest of your life."
"We can't," I said angrily.
"I just showed you that you can," Sophie insisted.
"That's different. She'd never want"
"She's been dreaming of you all her life. Gosh Charlie I can remember when I was a senior in high school and Donna and Jacqui were over at our house. We were all sitting around the pool and you guys were running around like you always did. Neither of you knew anyone else existed. Your own little world. I was so jealous."
"We were just kids," I protested.
"Donna thought you two were having sex even then ...wouldn't believe me when I told her you weren't...that you guys had no idea. You know what she said Charlie?"
I nodded no. "She just said, 'well Sophie, they're going to be someday'. Just like that. And I knew she was right."
"But what about us?" I finally asked as we neared the cabin. Suddenly we could hear mom and Izzy's voices through the woods.
"I love you. And I'll never regret what we did today Charlie. Never! But you'll be at school when we get back from Europe."
"I'm not going away to school," I told my sister, the first person to know my news.
"Of course you are. Every Woodman goes to Yale."
"I accepted Penn last week... told Yale I wasn't coming."
"But Daddy will..." she started but then I saw she understood. "Izzy."
"Not just," I lied, "and now that you'll be in Philly."
"I'll be married," Sophie protested.
"With my baby in you...growing... Charlie's baby, not Graham's, I insisted." We stopped talking as we emerged from the woods and came upon mom and Isabel standing waist deep in the brook.
I watched spellbound for seconds, my eyes darting from my mother's full rounded breasts to Izzy's smaller but higher pair. Sophie finally poked me in the ribs and yelled out a welcome.
"Don't look," Isabel yelled when she saw me, then moved into deeper water until her young breasts were covered. Mom stayed where she was as we approached the bank.
"We don't have any soap Sophie...any shampoo," Isabel complained to her sister from where she stood in the middle of the pool.
"They don't really believe in it much here Iz...Graham gets mad every time he sees me shampooing...I almost have to shampoo in secret when he's around."
"I've got some," I announced back over my shoulder as I started up the stairs to the porch and cabin.
"You do?" I heard both mom and Izzy demand. "What kind?" Isabel added.
"Well, being a good Boy Scout and a good brother, being prepared and everything... and having cleverly perused the Rising Sun internet site, I brought"
"Bring it," Isabel begged, "please Charlie...I'll do anything."
"Ha!" I bellowed.
"We let you share our bed."
"You did what?" Sophie asked, her curiosity clearly piqued. Then, as I heard mom start to explain our sleeping arrangements, I walked into the cabin.
"PLEASE CHARLIE!" I heard wailed and in fact Izzy's cry was still reverberating in the clearing when I reappeared seconds later carrying both moms and Isabel's personal soaps and shampoos.
"Oh I love you Charlie," Izzy promised when I'd descended back down to the pool.
"I told you so," Sophie whispered, then quickly kissed my cheek, then added, her mouth just an inch from my ear, "And I want to hear all about these sleeping arrangements later."
"C'mon and get them," I called gaily out across the water to mom and Izzy as Sophie marched off.
"Just leave them on the bank," Izzy instructed but mom, soapless and shampooless for almost two days, simply threw modesty to the wind and waded quickly out of the water and toward me.
"You're definitely my favorite son," mom said as I handed her the supplies. And I couldn't help myself from looking downward to the triangle of dark pelt that grew at the juncture of her legs. And my mother let me look at her! She didn't rush back to hide herself. She took her time, in fact I realized later that she'd almost posed for me. I think that after two days at the Rising Sun, after two days of exposure to naked bodies, including her sons, her ingrained modesty had been overtaken by a desire to display herself. To show that she had a body too. A beautiful body.
"You know ma, you don't look that bad for an old forty year old lady," I teased.
"I don't?" she asked sarcastically. But she'd seen the real admiration in my eyes. And I realized that she loved seeing it. You think of your mom as just your mom, yes someone you love, but sexless... until something like this happens and you suddenly realize she's a sexual being too.
Izzy was straining to hear us so I announced a little louder than necessary, "You know mom, when Izzy grows up maybe she'll have breasts as nice as yours."
"Don't tease your sister Charlie," mom instructed but her smile indicated her true feelings towards my comment. Moms can be vain too. She continued to pose for her son. Stood taller. Arched her back and pulled back her shoulders. Seemed even to thrust out her hair covered mound.
"I hate you," echoed across the water, then, "and don't look," Izzy ordered as she slowly waded out of the water, one arm struggling to cover her breasts while she placed the other strategically between her legs.
Pretending to ignore her I continued to talk to mom as Izzy bent to grab the soap and shampoo. However my darting eyes didn't miss a curve. My next statement just popped into my mind and was spoken before I knew it, clearly the result of Sophie's and my conversation. "You know ma, maybe you and dad should have another baby...you're still young enough."
Isabel abruptly stopped her retreat back into the water as she turned to protest. "That's crazy, why would they want another child?" she demanded. She'd forgotten her nudity as she waved her arms to emphasize her point.
"We'll be gone soon. Mom's only forty-one. Why not?" I asked as my eyes moved across the naked form of my sister. I knew immediately this vision would dominate my dreams for the foreseeable future. Then back to my mother. I couldn't help but notice that her nipples were now erect and then, when I looked up into her eyes I saw something I'd never seen before in them. A challenge? An invitation? Then I just stared as I watched mom's eyes drift downward.



"What about daddy? He's too old-"
Isabel was interrupted by her mother before she could finish. "We have talked about it Charlie."
"You have?" Izzy demanded as she rushed out of the water. The same words lay unspoken on my lips. But I immediately realized it made sense. Why the hell not?
But knowing my little sister was the expert at extracting information I let her go at it. I simply stood back and watched the interplay between mother and daughter. Both of them beautiful and naked. Both of them standing just feet away from a horny teenager who loved them both. Whose cock, even after all the exercise it had just had, started to show a little life. I reached for the camera I'd put on the stairs. My penis grew.
I caught the end of one of mom's answer to an Isabel question. "We're going to decide next week...when I get home," mom said.
"You're really serious?"
"Uh huh," mom responded.
"But you haven't done anything about it yet? You're still on the pill?" Then Isabel saw the answer in mom's eyes and pressed on. "You've gone off the pill? Does daddy know?"
Mom started to blush, but then, after a quick questioning glance at me, decided to answer. "I just went off it a few weeks ago honey. We haven't had...I mean we haven't," she started but didn't finish the sentence. They haven't had sex since then I finished for her in my head.
Mom wants to have a baby! She's not on birth control.
Thoughts arrive in your brain unbidden. One second, something, some idea that is totally foreign to everything you know, suddenly appears in some synapse and is transmitted into your awareness. Its there and you can't do anything about it. Oh you can try to forget it...or ignore it...or bury it... but it's there...it was echoing around my brain...
IT SHOULD BE MY BABY GROWING IN MY MOTHERS WOMB!
... my penis stirred...
END OF CHAPTER ONE
In chapter two, Mom, sis and Charlie go to the NUDE DAY party... they arrive home late, both excited and disgusted by what they've seen...they slide into bed...
Sophie gets married...or does she? Will Charlie get an erection? ...A baby starts to grow ... or does it...and in who?
And whose milk will Charlie drink?
COMING SOON on LITEROTICA! promise...
And please dear readers, take the few seconds required and cast your vote. Feedback is what keeps writers on this site coming back with more new tales for you. I'd also love to hear your comments at the link below. Thanks, and have a great NUDE DAY, jim scouries.
And hey, if you liked this one you might also like my entry in last years contest -- it's called "Nude Dancing #1: Sis".
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In Part 1 Charlie made love to his beautiful, older sister Sophie the day before her wedding. It ended as the two of them returned from their forest tryst to find their sister Isabel and their mother washing themselves in the creek that flowed below and around their cabin retreat. Charlie saw his mother's breasts for the first time!
Rising Sun Commune, West Virginia, July 2007
"We've got some masks Charley...for tonight... the Poole's got them for us," mom called from inside the cabin. I was standing naked on the porch looking down at my sister below. Surreptitiously filming Isabel from above as she shampooed her beautiful long hair. She was standing knee deep in the gently flowing creek and her naked, eighteen year old body seemed to glisten as the setting sun lit up the beads of water that were dancing all around her head. My cock, still sticky from Sophie, was half full and swinging between my legs, pointing downward at what it clearly wanted.
"CHARLEY!" mom admonished when she came out through the door and saw what I was doing.
"Well, we do need a film record of this weekend... Sophie's only going to get married once ma...its part of our family history," I answered without hesitation as I turned towards her. Mom had a white towel around her waist and another one around her just shampooed hair. Her breasts, breasts I'd never seen before I'd come upon her bathing naked twenty minutes earlier, were proudly bare. She held three or four brightly colored feathered masks, adorned with sparkling sequins, in her hand. My camera continued to record – it just had a new subject. My penis glanced up.
"Stop that...you're embarrassing me...what if somebody ever saw that film?" she chided. Strangely enough they were words she'd always used when someone had tried to take her picture in the past, something in her Scottish Presbyterian background had always rebelled against having her image captured. But she made no move to cover her nudity.
"You never let us take your picture," I complained, echoing a complaint that my sisters Sophie and Isabel, and I had made a hundred times growing up. "Besides, you're beautiful," I added.
"No I'm not," she answered, "They make me feel old."
"Who?" I asked softly as I set the camera down and moved towards her.
"All these nude, teenage, hippy girls," she answered but seconds after her words had escaped her mouth I saw a rueful grin grow on her lips. Mom knew that even I wouldn't be fooled by that one. She had nothing to fear from a group of girls – she was a woman.
"Here, c'mon, put on this mask, then I'll take a picture," I cajoled after I'd taken the carnival masks she held in her hand and then selected a bright pink, feathered one that would cover half of her face. "Let your hair down first," I instructed, then gently unfastened the towel she had curled around her head.
"Charlie!" she protested but didn't move away as I released her long silken tresses and then attached the mask. "You're crazy," she added but her flashing smile belied her words.
"Now no one will know it's you," I said as I grabbed the camera from the table I'd set it on.
"I will," she whispered but made no move to cover her full breasts.
"Pose for me...pretend you're my bare breasted Amazon Queen," I said laughing.
"You're terrible! I knew I shouldn't have come here this weekend," mom answered but her words were aimed at herself and there was no power behind them. The proud way she held and displayed her body for me indicated her true feelings. She'd discovered in the last twenty-four hours that she liked to be looked at. Even by her son.
"This towel too," I said as I slowly undid the fold holding the towel around her waist up.
"No Charlie...please honey," mom complained but made no move to escape my hand. Stepping back with the towel over my arm I let my eyes hungrily rake up and down her exposed body. Then I zeroed in on the dark triangle that pointed the way down to her sex.
"No-one would ever recognize you mommy... my beautiful mommy," I intoned as I let the camera capture every curve on her body.
"I'm not," she protested even as her body started to move, posing itself in ways women had been using to lure men for thousands of years. My cock slowly hardened as I suddenly realized that the fact I was her son was actually making it even more exciting for her.
"MOMMY!" yelled from behind us brought us out of our semi stupor.
I knew mom was blushing under her mask as I turned to face my little sister, my little sister who had a large beach towel wrapped around her. 'Your turn little sister," I threatened as I reached to grab the edge of her towel.
"You're crazy...stop that," Isabel squealed when with one quick pull I'd left her standing naked before me, then she fled inside when I aimed the camera at her. "You're not my brother," I heard yelled at me through the screen door that had slammed behind her. I checked the replay screen on the camera to make sure I'd captured her perfect, firm and round eighteen year old butt. I had!
"You better go talk to her, if you don't she'll be pouting all night," I told mom when I turned back to face her.
"You tease her too much," mom chastised. But she didn't budge from where she stood in front of me. Nor was she angry.
"I better go get washed if we're going to get there on time," I said as I simply continued to watch her. My cock was suddenly huge in front of me, almost as if it was trying to bridge the three foot gap between our bodies.
"Izzy'll be okay... I'll talk to her," mom said but didn't turn; instead she arched her back and took a tentative half step towards me. Her dark triangle seemed like a magnet drawing my straining shaft.
"I love her," I blurted, a completely unplanned statement. I took a small step towards mother even as she seemed to spread her knees slightly and push her pelvis forward. My cockhead lightly grazed her hair covered mons.
"I know you do...I better go now..." mom whispered without moving. My pulsing penis was now resting upward against her stomach.
"I love you too," I added as I felt her pebbled nipples graze my chest.
"Nooooo Charlie...we can't," mom moaned in answer, her lips now so close to mine I felt the breath that carried the words. And then I tasted her! Met her eager, probing tongue with mine. Moistly pushed inside her mouth.
"I want to be your baby's father," I whispered when our mouths finally released each other. My cock was pulsing violently between our bellies.
"It's so big," she finally answered, hugged me once tightly against her and then turned and rushed back into the cabin.
You just had sex with Sophie you pervert, now you want make your mother pregnant... and then Izzy too...you're sick, I admonished myself as I fled down the stairs to the creek below. But I also knew that it would be me, not dad, who put the child inside her.
Minutes later, washed, I heard the screen door slam just as I got out of the water. And as I started to climb the stairs to the porch I heard Izzy yell, "It's not fair...it's just not fair mommy."
Isabel was standing leaning against the railing when I finally got up to the porch, dressed in a skirt and top and with tears sliding down her cheeks. "Hey," I ventured tentatively.
"I hate you too," she cried, then added, "I wish you weren't my brother."
"Who do you wish I was?" I asked as I put an arm around her shoulder. She tried to push it off. I held her tighter.
"Don't, you'll get me all wet," she protested as she continued to try to escape.
"You're cute," I said as I engulfed her in my embrace.
"You're mean...and naked...and your cock's ugly."
"I love you," I answered.
"I hate you," Izzy cried into my shoulder. Then I let her cry as I held her, listening as her sobs were muffled by my bare skin.
"So what's wrong?" I finally asked.
"She's going topless...tonight...it's not fair," Isabel stammered out.
"Who is?"
"Your mother! She's gone crazy, she's decided to go to the party topless. In public!"
"She has?" I asked as I looked over Izzy's shoulder and saw mom standing motionless behind the screen door.
"Just to make me feel stupid. Everyone will think I'm a..." Isabel simply left the balance of the sentence unsaid.
"A weirdo? A teeny bopper? A nerd?" I supplied teasingly as mom came through the door. Her breasts were proudly bare.
"Shut up," Izzy ordered.
"A private school snob," I added as I gave her a big, sloppy wet kiss on her cheek.
"Yuck... stop that...I won't go...I'll stay home," she threatened.
"Okay...hey ma, do you think we can get a baby sitter this late?" I shouted toward mom. Who happened to be wearing a long, pleated, white cotton skirt, a necklace of crimson beads and matching earrings, and nothing else. And looked great!
"Neither of you love me," Izzy accused as her eyes darted from mom to I and back, clearing waiting for us to beg her to come.
"We may be back late Isabel," I said as I gave mom a quick wink, then grabbed her arm and made as if to leave.
We bluffed her. She just couldn't wait us out! We were about thirty yards down the path, pretending to be talking happily while knowing we'd have to turn back soon, when we heard her cry. "WAIT!"
"You think you can get rid of me that easily Charlie?" Izzy demanded when she'd caught us.
"Don't Charlie!" Mon warned when she saw that I was going to make a comment to celebrate Izzy's capitulation. "We'd never go without you sweetie," mom promised as she turned and hugged her daughter.
"C'mon, let's go," I urged as I watched their embrace.
"Wait," sis instructed after she'd broken from mom's hug.
"What are you doing? Are you nuts?" I asked.
"If mom is I am too," Izzy answered as she started to unsnap her bra. She'd already lifted her top over her head in one motion and then thrown it into the woods. The bra followed. Her pointed teenage breasts jiggled delightfully.
"You can't," I insisted. Yes she could. I wanted to bend over and swallow one of her puffy nipples.
And that's why Isabel, mom and I arrived at the Rising Sun 2007 NUDE DAY party a fashionable fifteen minutes late. Two topless masked babes and yours truly. My penis, free, was swinging happily between my legs. Nobody noticed! What a fucking zoo we walked into!
There were about three thousand naked, masked people milling about randomly in the mown parkland that stretched back on both sides of the meandering creek that bisected it. And maybe five hundred more in the trees beyond. A hundred campfires dotted the field but it wasn't the smoke from the fires or the smell of the cooking steaks and hamburgers that captured our noses; instead it was the sweet smell of the marijuana that immediately overpowered us.
'You'll see, it's like they're all back in the sixties...hippies...free love', Sophie had warned me earlier. 'For one night they go crazy...they'll do anything', she'd said. And they were! It was still early when we arrived, around nine-thirty, but already you could feel the sexual excitement in the air.
Music attacked our ears from ten different directions... rap to our left...60's folk from twenty-five yards farther left...hard rock over there...acid rock somewhere to our right... electronic; all loud and with each center of music surrounded by swaying, dancing, half stoned nudists. There was no shortage of erections.
We were momentarily rescued by the Poole's who'd set up tables and a bar-b-que next to the creek. But as the three of us sat eating from the overflowing plates presented to us it was hard to ignore Sophie's future father-in-law making love with someone who clearly wasn't his wife. They were doing it standing up knee deep in the water!
Mrs. Poole, completely ignoring (or oblivious to) the noises coming from the creek, arrived with a big smile on her face, and led mom away explaining she wanted her to meet some of her friends across the way. Izzy, as eager to escape as I, wolfed down the last of her burger and then insisted I accompany her. "C'mon, there's some good music over there."
I didn't need a second urging! "Was that his wife's sister that Graham's father was fucking?" Izzy asked as we fled. She was holding on to my hand for dear life. She never used the "F" word.
"I know we met her last night at the family dinner but I can't remember who she was," I said as I looked back.
"Gawd, look at that," Izzy squealed, bringing my attention back to where we were heading. Two middle aged bald guys were making a sandwich of a tall, frizzy haired twenty something year old on a blanket five yards from where we were walking.
"CHARLIE!" suddenly rang out. "Look, its Charlie," we heard added as three sweeties rushed towards us.
"Oh no, it's that space cadet from yesterday," Isabel groaned as my new friend Jenny and two other girls I'd met earlier at lunch ran up. And then plastered their shapely bodies against me.
"We're stealing your brother for a little while," Jenny announced to my steaming sister as she and her friends grabbed my hands and started to drag me away.
I didn't fuck them! They wanted me to...all three of them if you can believe it. My cock wanted to. Sophie rescued me just in time, finding me backed up against a tree with Jennie on her knees in front of me.
"God, you're a slut," my big sister said laughing as she let me away from her complaining friends. She'd lied, telling them I was needed for a family wedding picture.
"Hah! Whose idea was it to get married in Nudist World?" I scoffed as we slipped between a couple of trees and then deeper into the woods. I pulled her against me.
"CHARLIE! I'm getting married tomorrow!" she protested even as her hand slipped between our bodies and circled my penis.
"Where is the groom anyway?" I asked.
"He's busy," Sophie answered as she pulled me inside her.
"I'll bet. Christ, we saw his dad screwing his cousin or someone in the creek."
"Mom sent me to look for you," Sophie said as she tightened her arms around my neck and then lifted her legs up off the ground and then curled them around my back.
It was quick and hard, an urgent, needy fuck that ended with Sophie pinned between me and the trunk of a large sugar maple tree. She was groaning as I flooded her insides with my sap.
Five minutes later, we strolled back into the clearing and over to the Poole's tables. Mom rushed over as soon as she saw me. If it hadn't been so dark she would have seen my cum oozing down her daughter's thighs.
"I'm going to go back now Charlie, to the cabin," my mother said the second she was next to me.
"I'll walk you back," I said as I put my arm around her. I immediately felt the trembles that were coursing through her body. "You okay?"
"I'm fine. You stay and have fun," she said but I heard the desperation in her voice. I hugged her and as I held her whispered, "It's awful isn't it?"
"You too?" she asked.
"We gotta find Isabel and get out of here," I answered as I looked up and tried to locate my sister.
"I think she's over there," mom said as she pointed across the field. Five minutes later we found Izzy in a jam of people listening to a group playing folk music.
"Charlie...Mom," she welcomed as she fled from the boys surrounding her. I couldn't help notice that at least three of her admirers were sporting erections.
"What the heck were you doing to those guys," I accused as the three of us turned to leave.
"Just shut up for once Charlie," my little sister instructed as she took mom's hand and started to lead her away. She clearly hadn't been enjoying herself!
"I don't want my future nephews and nieces growing up here," I said as we slowly walked through the forest towards our cabin. Mom was on my left, Izzy on the right; the three of us were holding hands. I had caught up to them and slipped between them. We still had our masks on.
"It was gross," my sister agreed.
"They'll be living in Philadelphia," mom said softly. I knew after tonight she dreaded the prospect of her grandchildren growing up here as much as I did.
"They always go back mom. That's what everyone said at the bar-b-que this aft. They go away for University... then they'll work away from the commune for a while...make some money...but as soon as their children get to school age they come back to live. To teach them the way."
"What can we do? They'll be married."
"I won't let her come back," I promised, a promise I made as much to myself as I did to mom or Isabel. I was really thinking about the baby I knew I'd put in Sophie that afternoon. My child.
"We'll kidnap the children and bring them up ourselves," Izzy agreed. She had no idea I'd slept with her sister twice that day.
We were almost shy with each other when we got back to the cabin. We'd seen so much that night, so much nudity, so many loveless couplings, that even though there was an incredible sexual electricity between us, we were hesitant to go to bed.
"I could sleep on the futon thing," I offered.
"Don't talk crazy Charlie," Izzy said, "that thing is diseased."
Mom and Isabel quickly went and washed and brushed their teeth but were both bashfully standing in their skirts at the side of the bed when I went in to use the washroom. And when I exited the can five minutes later, naked, I found them lying on their backs under the thin, virgin white sheet that covered them and immediately wondered what, if anything, they'd left on.
Standing at the foot of the bed I found that Mom and Isabel had each positioned themselves so that the only place for me was in the middle. I slowly started to climb up the bed between them.
"You should put on your underwear," Izzy said as I grabbed the top of the sheet and slowly pulled it back so I could get in.
"Don't look...and where's your bra anyway?" I asked when the descending sheet revealed her pert, puffy nippled breasts.
"It's hot. Besides, at least I have my panties on."
"Do you?" I asked as I peeked under the sheet. I gave her a wolf whistle and a leer. "Where'd you get those," I asked as I took in the sexy string of cloth through which I could easily see the dark pubic triangle underneath.
"Yes I do ...and stop that," she ordered but I sensed the excitement she was feeling. The excitement that we were all feeling.
"And you mom, do you have your panties on?" I asked as I slipped my legs under the sheet after taking a quick glance at my mom. "No you don't," I said as I nestled down between them.
"You don't?" Isabel squawked as she lifted the sheet and leaned over me to get a look. Her breasts brushed my chest as she hovered above me. Then she announced after she'd fallen back in bed, "Well, then I won't either." Seconds later her hands appeared out from under the sheet with a lacy little piece of white cloth. I watched it sail through the air.



I lay back, watching as mom stretched to reach the bedside lamp that was providing the only illumination in the room and switched it off. And then for minutes the three of us lay on our backs, our bodies touching from foot to shoulder, silent but for our thoughts. My thoughts were on the breast I'd seen hanging as mom had reached for the lamp. On the nipple that seemed to invite. Without thinking I voiced the thought that flashed through my mind.
"Will you let me... I mean when you've had your new baby?" I asked my mother softly in the darkness. I felt Isabel's body stir beside me as I issued the words.
"Let you do what?" mom asked nervously.
"Yes, let you do what Charlie?" my sister echoed.
"Drink."
"Drink?" mom asked, her surprise evident in her tone of voice.
"Your milk," I answered as my hand involuntarily reached for my mother's breast. "It's my earliest memory."
"What is?" mom asked. She didn't pull back when my fingers touched her.
"Drinking your milk...lying at your breast...your hand supporting my head."
"That's impossible," Izzy announced from my other side. She was now sitting up. "You would have been too young Charlie...no one remembers anything before their second birthday," she lectured confidently, obviously repeating something she'd read somewhere.
"I do though," I answered and I did. My hand was slowly cupping and fondling my mother's breasts as I spoke. Mom groaned softly. She made no attempt to stop my urgent caresses.
"How long did you breastfeed Charlie Mom?" Isabel demanded, clearly trying to disprove my statement. My fingers closed on my mother's now hardened nipples. In the darkness Izzy hadn't yet realized I was touching her mother.
"Til he was two and a half," mom finally admitted, something neither I nor sis would ever have guessed.
My, "I did" was echoed by Izzy's amazed, "HE DID?"
"I weaned your brother the first time after six months... and that wasn't easy I can promise you," mom said as she remembered. "Then as soon as you were born Isabel your big brother latched on again."
"You let him take my milk?"
"It was that or having him howling like a banshee twenty-four hours a day."
"How much longer did you feed me?" I asked, fascinated by mom's unexpected story.
"I weaned your sister at about eight months but you kept hanging on," mom said as I squeezed and stretched the teats that had fed me so many years earlier.
"So it is possible I can remember it," I said triumphantly to my sister. "And that's probably why I'm so much smarter than my little sister," I added, "Everyone knows how important to future intelligence and health a mother's milk is." Then I gave Isabel a quick little slap on the butt.
"I'm smarter than you... I was first in my class last year...my PSAT scores were..."
"It shows up in the long run dear sister," I interrupted smugly, then quickly asked mom, "So can I? When the new baby comes?"
"Dad and mom haven't decided yet if they're going to have another baby Charlie," Isabel said but the fight had gone out of her.
"Can I?" I asked again and then dipped my lips to one of mom's erect buds.
"Charlie! What are you doing?" Isabel spat out when she realized what I was doing. Mom moaned softly as her hand came to the back of my head and lightly caressed my hair as she held me against her soft skin.
"There's no milk now Charlie," my mother finally cried as she pulled her nipple away from my lips. I could taste and smell her sexual excitement.
"There will be," I answered.
"Well maybe I will...if that day ever comes," mom muttered, making a promise we both knew would soon come to fruition.
"MOM!" Isabel interjected angrily. "Don't encourage him."
"And what about you?" I asked my sister as I turned towards her.
"What about me what?"
"Will you let your favorite brother taste your milk once you've found some poor guy willing to marry you and father your children?"
"You're crazy. No! N...O...," she spelled.
"Not even once?" I asked as I slipped my hand onto her.
"Never. DON'T! Stop... that's disgusting," Izzy begged as my lips latched onto her nipple, a surprising thick and long nipple compared to her older sister's. They were almost as large as her moms. I sucked hungrily for seconds as I felt her push ineffectually on the top of my head. I finally released her straining bud.
"CHARLIE!" I heard mom say in her most authoritative voice. I ignored her as I looked up into Izzy's eyes.
"Promise me," I demanded.
"No!" Izzy answered, then cried out, "Mommy... stop him," when I dipped my head and swallowed her other nipple as I cupped the breast that supported it.
"Promise," I ordered when I came up for air.
"No...never," she answered and then watched as I dipped my head and captured the first nipple again. "Okay...okay...okay, I promise" she finally agreed.
"I love them...your nipples are perfect," I said and then took the second one back into my mouth and suckled hungrily at her teenage tit.
"You're a pervert," she announced when all three of us were again settled minutes later, lying motionless on our backs. "And who knows," she added, "I may not even have babies... I'll probably be so busy running a company or being a top lawyer that I won't have time."
"Oh you'll have baby's all right sis. Remember it's your brother who got the milk and the brains in this family." I knew an angry retort was on her lips so I quickly leaned over and whispered in her ear, "They'll be my babies."
Isabel didn't say a word. In fact that was the last word any of us said before the three of us fell asleep.
*****
I'm one of those guys who once he falls asleep is usually dead to the world for the next eight hours.
So it was a very rare occurrence when I woke up later that night. It happened around four I figured out later. I was on my back but slowly became aware of a body next to me. Where am I, who am I with, I asked myself as I turned groggily towards the person pressing against my left side. Two eyes stared back.
"Mom?" I mumbled softly when I finally recognized my mother's face in the moonlit room. One of her hands was gently caressing my hair. Lying on her side and leaning against me I slowly became aware of her nudity, of her hanging breast lying on my chest. Her nipple was hard!
"Mom?" I tried again when she didn't answer but then almost immediately felt one of her fingers move against my lips, shushing me. And just as she quieted me I suddenly realized I had a hard-on and quickly looking down saw mom's top thigh lifted up over mine.
My penis was in her palm! She slipped her shushing finger into my mouth as mesmerized, I watched her hand move up and down my cock. Stroking him to hardness. Then she lightly ran the tip of my penis up and down her slit. She started to push her finger in and out of my mouth!
"Its so big sweetie...so hard," my mother whispered as she raised her leg even higher and adjusted herself so that each time she ran my prick along her crack my cockhead was momentarily caught and half swallowed by her now well lubricated entrance.
"Mommeeeeeeeee," I groaned out around the finger she still had between my lips as she climbed up on my thighs and straddled me. My cock was still firmly grasped in her hand. I watched silently as mom quickly dipped her head and blocked my view with a curtain of her soft hair. Hair that blocked me from seeing her tongue flick across my penis before she took it between her lips. Groaning I tried to lift my hips off the bed to force more of my shaft into her moist mouth.
A small gasp made me turn my head and even in the moonlight I was able to make out the look of surprise on my sisters face. For seconds our eyes remained locked together. We said nothing. Then, when I felt mom slowly release me from her mouth I turned back to her and watched as she brought my saliva covered shaft towards the engorged pussy lips waiting at the junction of her legs.
She slowly lowered herself. Inch by agonizing inch her tightness enfolded me. Until she was full. Full of her son. My hands found her hanging breasts as she started to ride me. Low grunts escaped her mouth each time she slowly lowered and skewered herself on my thick shaft.
I was inside my mother! For the first time in nineteen years. I started to move my hips, slamming them upward each time she lowered herself. Faster... harder... deeper... each thrust seemingly more urgent. Our mindless voices started to echo around the room. Isabel was forgotten as our orgasms neared.
"Fuck me...oh please Charlie...fuck mommy...hurry baby... yes... yes honey... yes, like that ... hurry... huuuurrrry!" mother cried as she rode me.
We were loud, almost screaming, as we approached the end.
"Aaaah... aaaahhh... ohhh mommeeeeee," I cried out as I felt the tightening in my balls, as I felt my cream rush explosively up my prick, as I felt it spurt out into her vagina. Then another strand. Again... again... again... splashing out my impregnating cum as her insides tightened and pulsed in orgasm around my burning cock.
Mom simply collapsed down onto my chest when we'd finished, panting into my chest as I held her against me. My cock, still hard, was plugging my seed deep inside her. We slept....
*****
I woke again just after seven, brought out of a deep sleep by a piercing shaft of morning sunlight that flooded through the high east window.
What the fuck, I wondered as I opened my eyes into a blinding glare. Shading them I tried again and found the suns rays slicing across the bed, and found that only my head and the body next to me were in the bright glare of light. I moved my head back into the dimness
Don't, I ordered myself even as my left hand reached out towards the naked form. The top sheet had somehow disappeared during the night leaving her unprotected. Lying on her back with her knees splayed outward every inch of my sisters skin was exposed under the intense light. My fingers gently traced across Isabel's stomach before they slowly moved upward.
Her body twitched just as my hand cupped her perfectly formed, firm teenage breast. I knew immediately that she was awake even though her eyes were still tightly shut.
"You're beautiful... so beautiful," I whispered in her ear as my fingers caressed her young breast. I felt another tremble as I lightly stretched her fat nipple. Still she feigned sleep. I brushed her hair from her eyes as my lips moved softly across hers.
My hand slipped off her breast and slowly started to move downward, across her quivering stomach before it found her hair covered mound. My mouth found a nipple. My finger slid down her moist channel. Isabel's hips seemed to jump upward as I touched her in her most intimate place, upward in welcome even as she spread her legs even wider apart. Still she feigned sleep!
My middle finger moved up and down, each time stopping to gently tweak her crimson bud of a clitoris before it slipped back down into her slit. I finally pushed inside of her, penetrating her teenage pussy with my longest finger. Small groans started to escape her lips as my finger aroused her. She was bucking against my hand when I finally climbed between her legs. Her eyes were still shut tight.
But my mothers weren't! She was staring at me... at the large, sunlit, golden shaft that was poised between her daughter's legs. At the penis that just hours earlier had split her. At the cock that still had traces of her orgasmic juices splattered all along its length. My eyes, locked on my mom's, silently asked permission. An almost imperceptible nod signaled her acceptance of what I was about to do. I turned back to Izzy...her eyes still remained shut.
I rubbed my pre-cum coated cockhead into her slit and slowly pushed it inside her. Levered open by the heart shaped organ I moved my fingers to her clit and slowly manipulated it. I felt the tremor come from deep inside her and pass over my cockhead just microseconds before the head of my prick popped completely inside her.
She was sopping inside but still it was a struggle to push my penis into the tightness of her young pussy. She groaned when I thrust and got about half of my cock inside her. Softly moaned, "Nooooo," when I retreated. Still she feigned sleep. I pushed in again, a little deeper, retreated, pumped again, pumped again as she spread her legs even wider and tried to lift her hips off the mattress to meet me.
It went on and on, for minute after minute, a slow pistoning. I felt no urgency to finish. Her eyes remained clamped shut.
She came. Quick wet pulses that radiated out and around my cock. High pitched short grunts spilled from her mouth as her first orgasm passed through her. A baby orgasm. I wanted more!
My cock, which had already ejaculated three times over the previous twelve hours, was in no rush. It was only another five minutes later, as a much stronger series of orgasmic spasms were taking control of Izzy's body, that I finally started to spout.
Knowing she was on the pill I had no reason to pull out until every last drop of my cream was deposited inside her.
"You're my wife now," I whispered softly in my little sister's ear as she lay panting under me. Her eyes remained closed. But a tear of happiness was slowly trickling down her cheek. "I love you," I added as I rolled off her.
"I love you too," I heard whispered into my ear just before I fell into a deep sleep.
Wedding Day, Rising Sun Commune
We awoke late – it was close to one in the afternoon when the three of us came slowly back to life.
"Oh my gawd, I'm supposed to be at the Poole's by two," Izzy squealed when we finally figured out the time. "I gotta wash...do my hair... mom," she pled as she leapt from the bed and rushed into the bathroom.
I leaned over and kissed my mother. "Oh honey," she moaned when our lips finally separated.
"Stop that! I'm late," Isabel demanded when she rushed out of the can and found our lips again interlocked.
"Okay...okay," I complained as I disengaged myself from mom and rolled out of bed. The two of us washed her in the creek. Mom shampooed her daughter's hair while I washed my dried sperm from her body. Ten minutes later I watched my little sister race away down the path in shorts and tank top, her fancy dress over her arm.
"We better get ready too," mom said as she stood next to me.
"We have lots of time," I promised as I turned and took her in my arms.
"Are you sure?" mom asked as the back of her knees came in contact with the side of the bed.
"At least an hour," I answered as I pushed her backwards.
"You're so big," she groaned happily as I pushed my thick shaft inside of her. "No ones ever made me feel like this..."
We made love! There's no other way to put it. I'd had sex with my share of girls growing up but what I was doing with my mother, what I'd done with Sophie and Izzy, was different. Better. It's wrong, many people would say. Illegal. Immoral. Against God's teachings.
But we weren't hurting anyone. We were making love. And we did. Hungrily. A man and a woman needing each other, needing what the other had.
We washed each other in the creek when we'd finished. After my throbbing cock had spat strand after warm strand of impregnating cum inside her. She was my mother and lover now!
*****
"So, how was the party," Sophie asked me an hour later. Earlier, Mom, who'd decided to go to the ceremony naked, had joined the Poole's and they'd all left for the clearing where the wedding was to be held.
"My sons not growing up here," I answered. We were walking through the woods towards the amphitheater where in fifteen minutes I was due to deliver her to her bridegroom. My arm was around her shoulder. We were both naked... although, for this special occasion, my sister was wearing a virginal, white lace wedding veil.
"Isn't she?"
"It's a girl?" I asked and immediately knew it was. We both knew. I bent down and quickly kissed my sisters belly. "Hi beautiful," I whispered to my daughter-to-be.
"We have to hurry," she said as she grabbed a hand full of my hair and tried to pull me up. I caught a nipple between my lips.
"Charlie we don't have time!" she ordered. We walked on.
"Did you park your boat on the beach?" she asked when we reached the edge of the bowl and looked down, referring to my threat of yesterday to whisk her away from her marriage by speed boat. "I guess I'll have to get married then," she added with a smile after I'd shaken my head no.
"You don't have to...we could just turn around..." I offered, quite prepared to lead her away even though the crowd had caught sight of us.
"C'mon Charlie, we've come this far, time for you to deliver me to my husband," she said laughing, then started down the incline towards the altar fifty yards away. The natural bowl was a swirling mass of people, some standing but most sitting on the grassy slopes. All naked! I couldn't help but hope that mom was capturing every step of our descent with the camera I'd insisted she bring.
We were about three quarters of the way down when Sophie gasped, then laughed before saying, "Well just get a look at our once shy baby sister."
Isabel was naked! "Where's the bloody dress she's been going on about for days?" I demanded. But I was starting to laugh. Isabel blushed when she saw us staring at her.
I joined mom and sat next to her on the blanket she'd brought to sit on. We were ten feet away from Sophie and Graham. I took the camera from mom and started to film! "Dad will love this," I whispered to mom as I let the camera rove over the crowd.
"You'll have to censer it before he sees it," she whispered back, then gave my penis a quick squeeze.
The ceremony was over in minutes, the words spoken by a long haired, bearded and ancient hippy who presided and whose words were completely unlike any I'd ever heard at any previous wedding. However, the watching audience seemed to approve and cheered wildly when Sophie and Graham kissed, apparently cementing the union. I had no idea if what we'd just seen was actually a legal ceremony under American law.
"So, what happened to the famous dress?" I asked my blushing sister as she, mom and I stood talking in front of the altar after Sophie and her husband had paraded up out of the amphitheater. Ninety per cent of the audience had already flowed out after them.
"Why, you don't like the one I'm wearing?" my nude sister demanded as she did a pirouette in front of us. I picked up the camera.
"I love it," I answered as I handed the camera (still recording) to mom and took Isabel into my arms. I kissed her.
"Don't... someone will see," she said shyly when we'd broken apart.
"You know, we could get married...no one would notice," I offered.
"You're crazy," she answered with a saucy grin on her lips.
"We can do it right now... here... mom can be the minister," I told Isabel as I took her hand and led her to a spot directly in front of the altar.
"Charlie!" mom tssked as I took her hand and pulled her so she was standing between the altar and us.
And so, with fifty or so laggard wedding guests still milling around, and with the camera we'd set on the stone block that made up the altar still recording, mother, a grin on her face, started, "Will you, Isabel Ann Woodman, take Charles to be your lawfully wedded husband?"
"Don't forget the obey part mom," I instructed about one second before Izzy's elbow rammed into my side.
"You'll obey me Charlie," she said with total confidence.
"I know," I agreed grumpily.
"Don't complain...you're sooooooo lucky," my sister answered. Her face was radiating happiness. And I knew I was lucky.
In the end mom pronounced us man and wife. It had no legal standing of course but as I held my little sister and looked lovingly into her eyes we both knew we'd always be husband and wife. And we've got the video to prove it!



*****
It was a great reception – a great party. But as soon as Graham and Sophie had left just after ten, mom, Isabel and I rushed home to our cabin in the woods.
I carried my new bride over the threshold. Then rushed back and carried my giggling mother inside and dropped her next to Izzy on our marriage bed.
No one will ever be able to claim that Izzy's and my union wasn't consummated. It was! Four times. In fact I also consummated it with my new mother-in-law three more times just to make sure. Mother and daughter. Mom and sister. Bride and mother-in-law. And once more with Izzy just to make sure.
Seven times lucky! We've got that video too.
Isabel didn't feign sleep this time. In fact she proved to be a very noisy lover. Her urgent cries of need echoed loudly out from the cabin into the forest beyond as my cock pistoned in and out of her writhing body.
Mom was much quieter. But her orgasms were more powerful as they rumbled over my thrusting cock.
It was late when the three of us finally fell into a deep, untroubled slumber.
Sunday, Rising Sun Commune
"Wake up...wake up all of you! What are you guys doing anyway?"
"Don't shout," I heard yelled from beside me. Izzy's voice I thought.
"Why are you all naked?" I heard demanded from the first voice. It was Sophie speaking I realized. I slowly opened my eyes. My married sister was standing at the foot of the bed looking down at us. She was wearing clothes for the first time all weekend.
"Sophie?" I asked. Mom stretched as she rolled off me and onto her back. "Why are you dressed?" I added.
"Not all the Woodman's are hippy nudists," Sophie giggled out. "Its amazing I turned out normal growing up in such a weird family."
"It's your fault," Izzy accused as she sat up while brushing her hair from her eyes.
"My husband and I are about to leave on our honeymoon and dutiful daughter that I am I thought I'd come by and say thank you to my family who've been so supportive. And look what I find," she finished as she sat down on the edge of the bed next to her mom. Then, bent over and hugged her.
She then proceeded to climb over my naked body so that she could reach Izzy and hug her. Then as she sat up again she asked her sister, "What's all this sticky stuff all over your stomach and legs anyway?" Izzy blushed as Sophie turned to me.
"Thanks Charlie ... for walking me down the aisle," she added as she hugged me.
"We'll miss you," I whispered.
"It's just six weeks... then we'll be back ... I'll miss you guys too," she said as she slid down towards the foot of the bed and then stood, poised to leave. "I'll miss him too," she said as she climbed back up onto the bed between my legs. "Yes I will," she added as she lifted my penis from where it lay on my thigh. Then she kissed its tip.
"SOPHIE!" Izzy cried as she watched her sister open her lips and take half of my soft, semen splattered prick into her mouth.
"Well you two didn't do a very good job cleaning the poor boy, did you?" she asked after releasing my penis.
"But you're married!"
"I gotta go, Grahams waiting," Sophie said as she jumped from the bed. "I'm late."
"But...What was that all about?" Izzy demanded as the screen door slammed behind her departing sister.
"I guess married life isn't all it's cracked up to be," I said nonchalantly, "now come and give your brother a wake up kiss".
"No...I gotta brush my teeth first," my wife answered as she jumped from the bed.
"Morning mom," I said turning. "Will you give me a kiss?" My mother did. Then a second and a third. Then she slid down my body, giving me little wet nips every six inches until she reached my groin.
"You are sticky," mom said after running her tongue from the base of my shaft to its head. My cute sister decamped from the bathroom just as mom was planting a wet kiss on its tip.
"You get too many hard-ons Charlie," Izzy admonished as she sat back down on the bed. But there was an excited sparkle in her eye.
"Isabel, you're definitely old enough to help your mom with her cleaning chores... it's not fair to make her do all the work," I teased. "What kind of wife are you anyway?"
"I've always done my share," my little sister answered haughtily as she leaned over. Then two tongues were licking me! "This is the kind of wife I am," she said just before she lowered her lips down over my cockhead.
We left the Rising Sun Commune three hours later. Dressed. Isabel drove. She smiled the whole way home.
Sunday, Woodman House, on Philly's Main Line
Dad couldn't wait to hear the news. Of course we could only give him the highlights. We didn't mention Mom's or Isabel's nudity. Although, when I'd edited the pics I'd taken, I did leave in enough that dad got a pretty good idea of what a show it had been. He actually gasped when I showed him one panorama picture of the hillside around the altar littered with at least a thousand naked bodies.
"Isabel shouldn't have gone. I shouldn't have let her go," he said aloud in self criticism. We'd taken a few of shots of Isabel wearing her fancy gown that morning before we'd left so that we'd have something to show dad. Some of mom and I dressed too. Dad just shook his head when he saw the pictures of the bride and groom.
"It wasn't that bad daddy," Izzy told her father but I made sure he saw my raised eyes as she spoke.
Later, when mom and Isabel had gone to do something he asked me, "What was it really like son?"
"They're animals dad ... it was ... just horrible," I finally admitted.
"Jesus, I knew I shouldn't have let her marry that guy."
"Worse than you could ever imagine," I added as I shook my head.
*****
Some hours later I slipped into my sister's room. I was naked. I bent down and picked her naked form from the bed and then, with her cradled in my arms, started towards the door. "And don't think you can pretend you're asleep this time Izzy," I warned as I started up the stairs to my room.
"Charlie?" she asked as her eyes popped open. She had a sly smile on her lips.
"And who were you expecting?"
"We can't...what if daddy comes up?"
Our father hadn't visited either the second floor or the third floor of our house since he'd suffered a heart scare five years earlier. The day he'd got back from the hospital he'd called an architect. Two months later dad and mom moved into a two thousand square foot master suite in a ground floor extension jutting out from the house into the back yard. Izzy had inherited the old master suite on the second floor where she'd lived in luxury since Sophie had gone to University and I had the third floor to myself.
"You're sleeping with me from now on, understand?"
"Yes dear," she answered saucily.
It was our first night alone together. The first of what we both knew would be thousands. We took our time. Explored every inch of each others body.
Then fucked hard!
*****
The next morning, after dad and Izzy had left for town (Isabel was working as an intern in Dad's office for the summer), I wandered into the kitchen dressed just in my boxers. Mom was drinking coffee at the kitchen table with her back to me.
"Charlie, you shouldn't... Maria might see," she started to admonish when I wrapped my arms around her from behind and bent and kissed her.
"She's upstairs, I just saw her," I answered, referring to our housekeeper. My hands closed on mom's breasts.
"We can't... not here... that was ... it was just for there ... it was wrong... daddy..." she stammered out as I lifted her from her seat and pulled her against me. I carried her to her bedroom. Made love to her.
"I'll never leave him... I love him," mom whispered as we lay panting side by side later.
"I know. I love him too."
"He can't know," mom insisted.
"He won't," I promised.
And in the weeks that followed the four of us settled back into our new day to day existence. Izzy and I lived together upstairs as man and wife.
Mother and I made love irregularly. Every four or five days we'd find ourselves together and would simply smash together in need and lust.
I told dad I wasn't going to Yale; that instead I'd accepted an offer from Penn. He pretended to be angry at first that I wasn't going to his alma mater. But mom reported the next day that he'd admitted to her that he was happy his only son would still be living at home for the next four years. That he'd hated the thought of me leaving but hadn't wanted to say anything.
A week after we got home mom told me that dad and she had agreed to have another child. The fact that I was staying at home apparently had helped her convince dad to have another.
To his, 'I'm too old ... what if something happens to me?' my mother had answered, 'Charlie's here. And Isabel. If anything ever happened they'd be there.' And so he'd agreed.
But my child was already planted!
*****
"They should live here with us," I said between bites. It was early August, three weeks after Sophie's marriage. The four of us were having dinner and we'd been talking about the newlyweds.
"He's a commie... a nudist," dad scoffed.
"We'll only have a couple of years while they're in Philly to change him... to make him more normal," I argued. "You don't want your grandkids growing up there dad."
"What the hell can I do?" dad muttered angrily.
"There must have been four thousand of them, from two to ninety, naked, smoking dope... Christ dad, you shoulda seen it." I could see the frustration in dad's eyes. For a couple of weeks I'd been telling him stories of our foray into hippie land.
"You know they've rented an apartment in town Charlie, what the hell can I do?"
"Don't swear John," mom chided dad.
"It's not a safe area they're moving into dad. We have lots of room here, heck you could give them the whole second floor... redecorate it... give them free rent," I cajoled.
"He doesn't want to stay with us ... besides, what about your sister? Where will she stay?" he asked as he nodded at Isabel.
"There's lots of room on the third floor daddy," Izzy chimed in with perfect timing.
"It'd be so much better for all of us John," mom added. The seed was set! We even convinced dad to take the stairs upstairs and tour the second floor after dinner. I let mom point out how easy it would be to give the newlyweds their own apartment.
"Maybe we can talk to them... maybe after they've lived in their new place for a couple of months they'll realize how much better they'd have it here," we finally got dad to concede. We left it at that. But in the following weeks the three of us continued to revisit the issue with him.
On August 27th, two days before Graham and Sophie were to get home from their European honeymoon, and four days before they were to move in to their new apartment, it just happened that an electrical fire flared in the third floor apartment of an old Philly townhouse. In fact in the exact apartment my sister had been planning on moving into.
Isabel alerted us to the fire. "There was a fire on Sophie's street last night," she announced breathlessly as she rushed into the den the next night. "I just saw it on the news."
We didn't know it was Sophie's apartment (or my parents didn't) when the four of us watched the late news that night. "She shouldn't be living in that area John," mother admonished dad. "They're all firetraps... and the crime rate is terrible. She'll be raped some night. And what about your grandchild?"
There was a sudden look of steely determination in dad's eyes. A decision finally made. "C'mon Charlie we're going to find out just what the heck is going on down there. What's the house number Sophie's supposed to be moving into?" he asked mom.
"Tonight Dad?" I asked dubiously.
"Yes tonight, she's your sister for crying out loud," my father insisted. And of course we quickly discovered it was Sophie' apartment that had been damaged. Quite badly damaged in fact!
"Well, now I guess they'll have to stay with us for a while," I announced as we drove home. "And if you can convince them we can get them to stay permanently. It's up to you now Dad."
My father is no fool. You don't get to be one of the most powerful lawyers in Philadelphia and a Director of Fortune 500 companies if you are.
So it came as no surprise when he suddenly stopped the car two blocks from home. "You little bastar-" he started.
"The owners were away for the weekend... there was nobody home....it was insured." I knew he'd figured it out.
"How did-" he started again but again stopped. "I don't want to know. And don't ever tell your mother or sisters," he ordered.
"Yes dad."
My father was smiling. "You could go to jail for something like that you bloody idiot."
"Family should always come first dad." He hugged me. We never discussed it again!
And eventually father was able to convince Graham and Sophie to temporarily move in. Heck it wasn't that hard – free rent in one of the nicest houses in Philadelphia. And dad even threw in a new car for them. Mom and Sophie immediately set about redecorating the second floor. Within days it was obvious to all of us (except perhaps Graham) that they wouldn't be going anywhere soon.
On September seventh, with mom, dad, Isabel and Graham out of the house, Sophie Poole, nee Woodman, my big sister, just back from her honeymoon, climbed the stairs to the third floor and was properly welcomed home by her brother. Three times!
A week later she proudly announced during a family dinner that she and Graham were expecting their first child. That she was about seven weeks gone. The newlyweds beamed.
Them mom announced that she and dad were also having a baby! And that she too was about seven weeks pregnant. To the astonishment of Sophie and Graham. Dad popped the champagne that night. Mom and Sophie were allowed only one glass. By the time Isabel and I stumbled into bed three hours later we could hardly stand. Neither could dad or Graham.
*****
...Seven months later, on April 15th 2008, just four hours apart, first mom, then Sophie produced the most gorgeous daughters imaginable. My daughters. Charlie Woodman daughters. Amanda (mom's) and Jacqui (Sophie's).
And two days later, at long last, after some seventeen years without, I tasted my mother's milk again. Her breasts were much bigger than they'd been the summer before of course. Her teats thicker and longer. I milked mom slowly that first time. Kneaded her ripe melons until the first stream of milk arced out through the air. Savored the taste. Slowly licked my lips before I let them descend to mom's other waiting nipple.
Then greedily sucked.
I tasted Sophie's milk that same night. And in the following days I milked the mothers of my children repeatedly, sharing their bounty with the babies. I made Izzy drink too. I wanted her to know exactly what I was experiencing, what I'd feel when I eventually milked her.
It was a period of happiness and joy in the Woodman household...
Nude Day 2008, Woodman House, on Philly's Main Line
Graham of course wanted to go home to the commune for Nude Day 2008.
Sophie refused! 'The baby's too young'... 'I'm not ready to travel'... 'It's not sanitary there'... she argued adamantly.
Father, mother and Isabel and I supported Sophie, presenting a unified Woodman front that was impervious to any argument Graham tried to make.
Mother finally proposed holding our own 'NUDE DAY' celebration in the back yard around the pool to make up for it.
Dad, when he heard, informed us that while he'd like to attend, he couldn't that weekend due to previously scheduled business commitments. The chicken!
Graham grumpily agreed.
Sophie bought the masks.
And so, at 8:00 pm on Saturday, July 19th 2008, Mom, Isabel, Graham and Sophie, two beautiful babies, and yours truly found ourselves in the Woodman backyard with masks on our faces. And nothing else covering our bodies.
We swam... and ate from a huge spread of food the ladies had prepared ...drank bottles of wine... and talked and laughed (although Graham, for whom the party was being held, did more grumbling than smiling)... we danced ... and mom and Sophie fed their babies. Then they playfully offered their dripping breasts to the rest of us.
"That's gross," Graham declined but that didn't prevent me from taking his wife's teat between my lips. He grimaced when I pulled away from his wife and he saw the huge erection jutting from my groin.
Then he watched as Isabel and I milked mom.
Then we danced some more. Graham, the man who'd been raised on the free loving commune was tentative as he danced with his naked mother-in-law, with Izzy. Not I.
And he could clearly see my excitement. Knew that as I held my mother, my sister, his wife in my arms my throbbing penis was hard and insistent against their stomachs. He watched the hungry kisses I traded with Isabel, with mom... I could see the protest on his lips as I tasted his wife's lips.
"It's wrong," he finally muttered.
"It's NUDE DAY man," I answered, while directing a clear challenge at him with my eyes. I was bigger than my brother-in-law. Everywhere! He finally lowered his eyes.
"C'mon mom, Izzy, its bed time," I finally said. Graham glanced up as I took their hands.
"Will you watch the baby Graham?" my mom asked her son-in-law.
"What?" he asked but three of us were almost at the sliding doors that led from the pool deck into mom and dad's bedroom.
"The baby," Izzy said impatiently, "take care of him."
"But..." he mumbled, clearly befuddled.
I turned back, and after catching Sophie's eyes said, "C'mon, you too!"
"Me?" my big sister asked, and but then, after only a moments hesitation, bent towards her husband, spoke a few words, gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, and then turned and rushed towards us. And then into my arms.
I simply lifted her up and carried her to the bed, then, after laying her back on it, climbed between her legs and brought my cockhead to her glistening slit. Graham, a baby in each arm, was standing in the doorway, a dumbfounded look on his face, when I slowly pushed my penis inside his wife. After watching for seconds he fled.
We made love all night! It was the first time we'd all been together. But we knew it wouldn't be the last. It was a feast of breasts and lips and tongues and fingers and bums and quivering clits and mouths and one cock.
Of sex! Of love!
When dad came home a week later he couldn't help but sense the distance that had suddenly grown between his daughter and her husband. But he didn't say anything.
Graham lasted two more months with us before he suddenly disappeared one day.
"This wasn't some more of your doing was it Charlie?" my clearly pleased father asked that night at dinner.
"Not me dad," I declaimed with a blushing grin.
"C'mon son, what did you..." he started to ask, but then stopped and said, "Don't tell me. I probably don't want to know do I?"
"No dad," I agreed even as I wondered what it would be like to have all five of us in bed together. Did dad like breast milk?
I have a feeling we just might find out...
THE END
And please dear readers, take the few seconds required and cast your vote. I'd love to see this story get more than the 800+ votes Chapter 1 got. Feedback is what keeps writers on this site coming back with more new tales for you. I'd also love to hear your comments and ideas...either below or e-mail me. Thanks, jim scouries.
And hey, if you liked this one you might also like my two "Souries" Family stories.



        

  
    In Uniform... In Mom
  
  In Uniform... In Mom

        He takes father's & grandfather's place inside his mom.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/in-uniform-in-mom

Title: In Uniform... In Mom

Author: scouries

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: He takes father's & grandfather's place inside his mom.

Tags: mother, son, mother/son, male virgin, his first time, mom, milf, pregnancy, marine




I received an e-mail from a reader recently. He told how he and his mother had a loving, sexual relationship during his teenage years after his father had died suddenly and he and his mom had emigrated to the U.S. from Eastern Europe.
Poor, scared, alone, and not fluent in English, they sought solace in each others arms during some truly troubling and difficult times. Eventually he joined the Marines and proudly served his new country. He subsequently married, had children and led a "normal" life but he said he had never regretted the time he and his mother had spent together as lovers. In fact they never stopped...
This is not that story. Instead it's one that popped into my head after I'd read his...It's about 2 ½ LITEROTICA pages long. Enjoy...
WARNING: This is an Incest category story that features sex between a mother and her virgin son. There is no underage sex described in this story -- all participants are 18 years old or older
Friday night, 10:50 p.m. March 14th 2008
"You're back early," my mother said as she looked up from her book when I entered the den just before eleven. She had her long legs curled under her and was sitting at the end of the dark blue sofa that dominated our den. Her rectangular, black framed reading glasses, the same color as the long, silken tresses that tumbled down over her shoulders, sat perched on the end of her nose. She looked great. She always did!
"Becky was tired," I said, shrugging my shoulders as I threw myself down on the other end of the couch. "Watcha doing?" I asked casually as I let my eyes surreptitiously slide over her curves
"Reading," she said ruefully. I noticed that a couple of the old photo albums were on the coffee table and guessed she'd been looking at the old family pictures again.
"C'mon ma, it's Friday for crying out loud, you gotta get out once in a while," I chided.
Mom, who was a young looking thirty-five year old, and was an ER nurse at the local hospital, never seemed to have a date on her free nights. Which, given her looks, didn't make much sense to me. I hadn't really noticed her lack of man when I'd been growing up. And until grandpa had died just over a year ago we'd always had a man around the house so it hadn't been so obvious. It had only been after my own sex drive had exploded into life that I'd started to wonder about mom.
"What's wrong with Becky anyway?" she asked without looking up.
"Who knows...some girl thing."
"Some girl thing?" she asked as she flicked her eyes over at me. She had an amused mothers smile on her lips.
"Well you know," I stammered.
"Her period?" mom asked, not taking the hint that I didn't really want to discuss it.
"I guess," I said noncommittally, "Or something else. Wanta play cards or watch a movie or something?" I asked as I idly picked up one of the photo albums from the table and started to flip through it.
"Something else?"
"C'mon, you know...heck you're the expert," I grumbled.
"What things? Bobby, why are you embarrassed?"
"I'm not," I replied as I felt even more blood rush to my cheeks. I had a sudden crazy urge to lean over and capture mom's lips in mine...to stop her words... to taste her.
"We are in the twenty-first century my dearest son," she said with the teasing tone now clear in her voice. "The age of science...of medical knowledge...of informed teenagers...AIDS...STD's...condoms."
"Jeeze ma," I muttered. Cripes, what's wrong with bloody women these days I asked myself silently? It was bad enough that you have to spend half the evening talking about clothes, hair gel, chick fliks and Brittany Spears to even get a girl to kiss you. But then, after your girl bails on you before you can get to first base, you get home and your mom gives you the third degree.
"You do know what a woman's period is don't you? I mean you do remember your eighth grade sex classes, right? The talks we had? What your granddad told you?"
"I don't want to talk about it," I said as I jumped to my feet and turned to leave the room even as I hoped she'd call me back.
"Hey you... I'm sorry Bobby...what movie were you thinking of watching?" mom wistfully asked my back. I was surprised to catch the hint of loneliness in her voice.
"Can we watch one of the old ones?" I asked as I turned back, meaning the old family films.
"You want to? Really?" She asked as she brightened, then added, "Yeah okay, sure," when she saw my nod. Then I watched as she put her book down and then leaned back and stretched her body. It was a stretch that pulled her shoulders back and thrust out her full, round breasts and filled her suddenly taut, pink turtleneck sweater. Outstanding breasts! Better than Becky's. By far! Except that they were my moms.
You pervert, I chastised myself as I covertly took in the view, watching as mom's nipples pushed outwards through the thin wool. Ma's body had being increasingly getting my attention over the previous couple of months. Lately, weird as it may seem, mom had been appearing in my dreams more often than my girlfriend. And somehow I sensed that she enjoyed the attention, and that even sometimes maybe she was trying to attract it. I knew suddenly the stretch was for me. She wanted me to look at her tits.
"You'll have to make the popcorn," I challenged with a smile, now eager to spend a Friday night with ma, realizing I was as lonely as she, now more than eager to sit next to her on the couch. I let my eyes linger on her breasts, just long enough to make sure she'd notice my attention.
"You want a coke too?" she asked as she hopped up from the couch. There was a smiling blush on her cheeks. Her breasts bounced under her sweater. Then, as she headed for the kitchen she turned back and said, "Hey you, I'm going to go put my p.j.'s on and get comfy, maybe you should too."
"Ya, okay...sure, give me five," I answered as I jumped up and followed her from the room and then moved down the hallway to my bedroom at the back of the house. After quickly stripping off my jeans, shorts and shirt I stood for seconds in front of my full length bedroom mirror watching myself. Fuck, I should be over at Becky's house I complained silently as I examined my reflected body. I slowly lifted my penis and then waved it at the mirror. "Here Becky, Bobby's got a nice big present for you," I said angrily to the empty room as my cock jumped into hardness filling my palm. Yeah, except little Becky was at home alone in her bed. But then a vision of mom's breasts flashed through my mind, completely erasing any thoughts of Becky.
To heck with underwear I told myself as I rummaged in my dresser for my old grey sweatpants that I normally wore when lounging around watching TV. But I usually didn't when mom was around, and certainly not without underwear under them.
I grinned at my reflection as I watched my now clearly outlined cock through the thin, light grey fabric that clung to my legs. What'll mom think if I walked into the den like this I wondered as I took a few tentative steps in front of the mirror, watching my penis bounce with each step. Christ, I better change I decided and then slowly started to lower my pants, but laughed when my freed cock sprang upward hard against my stomach.
I watched it for seconds before pulling my pants back up. She's seen me in sweats before, no big deal I convinced myself as I tucked my penis away. No big deal. Yeah right!
"She's your mother stupid," I muttered out loud as I grabbed two thirty-five pound dumbbells from the floor and started curling them in front of the mirror. After two sets of twelve reps I paused and admired the bulging biceps that were reflected back at me.
"Are you coming?" I heard mom call from the den.
"Two secs," I yelled back, then dropped the weights, pulled a tank top on over my head and left my room and started down the hall. "Just gotta pee first," I shouted.
"Hurry up, the popcorns getting cold" she yelled back.
My washroom was between my room and the den and when I entered it I purposely left the door open. After lifting the toilet seat up I pulled my penis out and aimed the still semi-hard rod at the bowl below. The stream of piss when it started was strong and splashed noisily down into the yellowing water. I loved the sound and knew mom next door could easily hear it. Would she say anything I wondered as I pushed it back into my pants? She did.
"You should shut the door," mom said when I finally got back to the den.
"Huh?" I asked, feigning incomprehension.
"When you pee. You're noisy. Did you at least put the toilet seat down after?" she asked as her eyes flicked to my groin. My eyes followed hers -- my penis was clearly outlined!
"I think so, but what's the prob, you don't use that can anyway," I said as I sat down next to her. My cock bounced upward as I sat.
"Yeah, well," she said as she got up and went over to the DVD player.
Jeeezus! My eyes finally focused on what mom was wearing. What the hell did she have on? Without a seconds thought I let out a wolf whistle.
"What?" she asked as she turned her head to look back at me.
"Where'd you get those? Have you been shopping at Victoria's Secret or something?" I accused, a stupid grin on my lips.
"What do you mean? They're just new p.j.s, nothing special," she said as she half turned towards me with a DVD in her hand.
"Sure ma," I said in a disbelieving tone, unable to take my eyes off the curves her new jammies just highlighted. "Do you have a new boyfriend by any chance? A doctor maybe?" I asked as I leered. Mom started to blush as I continued to run my eyes over the form fitting, two piece, ivory colored, knit outfit made up of a V necked cami over a matching pair of form fitting boy shorts. She had never worn something like this in front of me before. And I'd been worrying about what I had on I thought to myself as I watched her.
"Yeah right, like some doctor would want to go out with me," mom groused as she bent over and inserted one of the DVD's in the machine. The soft cotton of her shorts rode up the back of her perfectly proportioned thighs and provided a quick shot of two round cheeks as the material bunched up into her anal crack.
"I don't know ma....you're pretty hot...especially for an old widow lady," I said as she moved towards me and the couch. "He'd be one lucky guy," I added, a teasing smile on my lips.
"Old...ha, ha...as if," she answered as she plopped herself down on the couch next to me and handed me the remote. Then she reached over and grabbed the bowl of popcorn from the coffee table and put it in her lap. I watched as her breasts moved under her top. The blood started flooding back into my cock!
"Here, you take the remote," I ordered as I grabbed the bowl and put it on my lap, trying to disguise the awaking giant, the growing bulge. I could see the dark shadows of mom's nipples through the light colored material that struggled to contain her heaving breasts.
"We're sharing that popcorn young man," she warned as she pushed the play button on the remote.
A picture of my dad appeared up on the TV screen as my mother nestled her soft body against mine in a comfortable position for her that inadvertently allowed me to see halfway down her top. Or was it inadvertent I suddenly wondered? My hard-on jumped to attention, almost upsetting the bowl of popcorn! My eyes darted back and forth between the images on the screen and the dark pink areolas I'd dreamed of but had never seen before.
I watched the TV as my father, captured on film some seventeen years earlier, ran over to my mother and lifted her high into the air. Both of them were laughing and obviously in love. He lowered her and then they embraced, kissing in a passionate embrace that rivaled anything you'd ever see up on the big screen. When we'd transferred all our old family films and photos to DVD's a couple of years earlier mom had insisted that this clip of dad and her be the first scene of every one of the three DVDs we'd finally had made.
Now, sitting next to my mother, watching them kiss on the TV, I put my left arm around her shoulders and pulled her even tighter against me. And then, with her soft hair resting against my cheek and the smell of her perfume wafting around my head, I couldn't help but imagine what it would be like to be doing what my dad was doing up on the screen. What he'd done so many years before.
"How old were you then?" I whispered even though I'd seen the film a hundred times and knew every frame of it. The fingers on the arm I had around mom lightly caressed her upper arm.
"Eighteen...we'd been married almost two years by then...you know all that," she accused, then, watching the screen, she reached into the bowl on my lap and grabbed a handful of popcorn. The bowl teetered on top of my cock.
"You were so beautiful... dad was lucky-", I said almost reverentially while slipping my free hand under the elastic band of my pants and adjusting my penis, freeing it from the weight of the bowl. Looking down I could see the thick shaft clearly through the cloth, then quickly moved the bowl to the side a bit so it was partially between mom and the tent that had formed. "You still are," I added.
"Hah!" she answered. But when I'd looked up I caught her eyes peeking down, saw the surprise, the interest?
My father, John Morgan, Jack to everyone, an eighteen year old who'd just graduated from high school and then immediately joined the Marines, was just one of the thousands of recruits that pass through Camp Lajeune, North Carolina every year. It was the summer of 1988 and a couple of weeks after arriving at the camp he ran into sixteen year old Cindy Brown, the precocious daughter of a Marine Corps master sergeant. It was love at first sight!
I got to know my grandfather, Robert Carlyle Brown, pretty well growing up, what with my father dead and mom and I living with him. And to me, even now, the greatest mystery of my parent's life was how they ever got together, fell in love and eloped with grandpa guarding the gate. Somehow dad had slipped through gramp's defenses and carried off the prize without getting killed. Which must have taken some doing! My grandfather had been one tough son of a bitch!
On one of my gramps and my overnight hunting outings years later, when I was maybe twelve or thirteen, sitting by the campfire after a day in the woods, he'd told me the story of how he'd arrived home one Friday to be presented his daughters elopement letter by his wife of twenty years.
"Had grandma known about it?" I'd asked.
"She'd been as surprised as I was," he admitted in his gruff, deep voice. "I wasn't happy."
"And what happened when they finally came home?" I asked my grandpa as we sat in the warmth of the fire.
"Never you mind Bobby...anyway, it all worked out," he'd answered, closing the subject. But of course I eventually heard the story of how my father and grandfather had gone at it for about thirty rounds in the then dusty front yard of the house I'd been born in and where I had spent my whole life. I heard of how they finally, bloodied and bruised, spent the rest of the night sitting on the front porch getting drunk together, finally emerging in the morning as best friends.
Life went on. Mom got pregnant almost immediately while dad continued his marine training. She continued to live with her parents in the small southern town on the edge of the largest Marine base in the country and that's where yours truly, Robert John Morgan, named for my grandfather and father, was born on November 17th 1989. More than eighteen years ago.
I never got to know my grandmother, she died of breast cancer at fifty-one years of age, three days before my first birthday.
Nor did I get a chance to really get to know my father! He died in nineteen-ninety two in some place called Mogadishu, Somalia over there in Africa. Gave his life in the service of our country. Fighting for who knows what. I'd tried to figure out what the whole thing had been about when I was sixteen. Read stories, checked the Internet, asked around. But I'd never really figured it out.
When I'd asked my gramps to explain it he's simply said, "We live in the greatest country in the world Bobby. And when our country needs us, men like your father and me and even you," and here he stopped to drill me with his eyes, "we answer the call."
"Yes sir," I'd answered, having known for years that one day I too would become a Marine and serve my country.
When dad died I wasn't yet three years old. And so, my only memories of my father were the stories I'd heard from mom and gramps and the meager photographic evidence he'd left behind.
But there weren't that many photographs...not that many films of my dad and mom. They'd only known each other for less than four years and dad had been away for over two of them.
Mom and I watched the film silently for over an hour -- both of us lost in our own private thoughts but drawing warmth from the contact between our bodies. Tears silently flowed down mom's cheeks much of the time as she watched the man she'd loved. And it was almost as bad for me as I sat watching my gramps up on the screen, the man who'd raised me, dead only just over a year now.
And yet as I watched I was continually aware of the warmth of mom's thigh against mine, of her soft dark hair nestled against my cheek, of the glimpses of her full, milky white breasts, of her perfume...of how the cloth of her pajama bottoms would tighten across her groin each time she shifted her legs and give me a hint of the channel below. Of the way her breast gently pressed against my side...of her pink areolas...capped by erect nipples...
"Do you want to watch the next one," mom asked softly when the DVD finally ended. It was just after midnight. A last lone tear was slowly winding down over her cheek. She was nestled against me.
"Why don't we watch it tomorrow night?" I answered, then bent over and kissed the tear from her cheek.
"What about Becky? You always take her out Saturdays."
"To hell with her," I said, choosing words that I knew would arouse mom's curiosity. Words I'd spent the last twenty minutes of the film planning to say. Then I slowly uncoiled from her and made to stand. I knew she wouldn't let me leave on that note.
"Is something wrong between you two?"
"Nah. I just don't think its going to work."
"With Becky? How come? She's a nice girl..." mom said, but even I could detect the false tone in her praise. Mom had never really liked my girlfriend.
"She's okay... but...it's just that...it's embarrassing, you probably don't want to-" I stammered, leaving another lure for mom. Meanwhile I was thinking to myself, what are you doing? Go to bed...you can't have her...it'd be wrong...wouldn't it?...she'll hate you if you try anything...you're sick....
"Yes I certainly do want to hear about it young man," mom said as she put her hand on my arm, holding me from leaving.
"It's just that," I started but then stammered to a halt.
"Is Becky pregnant?"
"Maaaaaaaa!" I was stunned by her question.
"Well...the way you-"
"It's just the opposite," I finally admitted with a rueful laugh as I sat back down next to her. My cock was hardening.
"What do you mean?"
"She doesn't believe in having sex."
"She's a virgin?" mom asked, her incredulity clear. "But-"
"She's too young...she's not sure...she wants to wait for college...she's afraid...we're not going to see each other next year...her minister said...she's not ready...what if she got pregnant," I said, reciting just some of Becky's increasingly lame excuses.
"But you're eighteen...you're not a virg...," mom started but then trailed off into silence as she watched my face. "I mean there's nothing wrong if you are Bobby...I just thought," she stammered out when she started up again. "What about Carrie?' she asked, referring to the girl I'd been dating in the fall.



I just shook my head.
"You've never been with a girl?" she asked.
I shook my head no as I said, "I've kissed them... you know, necked ... other stuff...just not..." My voice trailed off.
"What other stuff Bobby?"
I didn't have to fake my nervousness or my blush now. "Just stuff... touching ..." I stammered.
"Becky's breasts? Her..." Mom didn't finish but her eyes quickly flicked downward to her groin.
"No, not there! Maybe her breasts a couple of times," I admitted shyly.
"You do like girls don't you?" mom asked as she placed her hand on my upper thigh.
It took me a second to understand mom's suggestion. "What? Of course I do!" I spat out as my face reddened. "You don't think I'm a homo do you?"
"No sweetie, of course not," she quickly answered. She then gave my thigh a quick squeeze as she added, "But Bobby, whatever you are or aren't you will always be the person I love the most in this world."
"I know mom."
"You better," she answered as she lifted her arms and engulfed me in a hug.
"I love you too," I said and then lightly brushed mom's lips with mine. It wasn't a lover's kiss but neither was it a son's kiss.
"It's just I'm surprised, I thought," she said when we pulled apart, then started to laugh.
"What's so funny?" I asked, pretending to stay angry at her even as my eyes slid down onto her chest. I'd just kissed my mom! Felt her tongue for a second.
"I've been feeling sorry for myself...for months," she said between giggling laughs. "Thinking you've been...well, you know-"
"Doing it," I suggested.
"Yes.... while I've been wiling away the hours at home alone."
"And why are you home alone?" I challenged. "You're beautiful. Don't you like sex?"
'Don't try to change the subject young man, we're talking about you tonight," mom said even as a blush came to her cheeks.
"I masturbate...I mean a lot, an awful lot," I finally admitted shyly.
"I know you do."
"You do?'
"And who do you think washes your sheets, your underwear, young man?" mom asked with a grin. "It's a small house Bobby."
"Ohhhh."
"But I still thought you were ...active. But what about your friends? Like Charlie. Or Joe. Sam. Are they-"
"Virgins?" I finished for her. Seeing her nod I answered, "About half and half. It's just that...I don't know...I want to ...but it doesn't ever seem to work."
"What doesn't work? Your penis?" she asked as her eyes darted downward. Yes I knew she was teasing but there was also a bold, husky tone in her voice I'd never heard before. And for mom even to mention the word penis...
"Ha, ha. My approach mom. I think I'm too nice. This works fine," I insisted as I highlighted the bulge in my pants with my fingers.
"Don't be crude young man," ma ordered. "Women aren't impressed by boasters or show-offs. Having a large penis doesn't mean anything."
"Yuck...Maaaaa! That is so gross," I said even while loving the way our conversation was going. Then I challenged her with, "Do you really think it's big?"
"CHARLIE!" she admonished but I couldn't help but sense the sexual excitement behind her words.
"I'm hard all the time... horny ... I dream of stuff...every night...I just wish Becky would..." I mumbled as I circled my now bone-hard penis right through the thin cotton and moved it so that it was pointing towards mom.
"You know Bobby, maybe you are too nice," she said musingly as her eyes jumped back and forth between my eyes and my penis below. "Sometimes a man has to be...well he has to force the issue a bit...."
"You've always taught me to respect women, to," I started, then was interrupted by mom.
"I don't mean force that way honey...I mean be more manly...Marine like...like your father, your grandfather. Take charge."
"I don't think the whole Marine Corps could get through Becky's defenses," I joked ruefully.
"Aren't you a good dancer? Your dad certainly was. And a good kisser," mom added.
"He was?" I said, a hint of surprise in my voice, then added, "I think I'm sorta okay...I mean...well sometimes Becky complains."
"About what?" my mother asked.
"Who knows? She's always complaining about something."
"She is? She's lucky to have you, to have a man as nice as you," mom said indignantly.
"Not according to her. She says I don't really have rhythm."
"Show me," mom suddenly demanded as she jumped up from the couch. She reached down and grabbed my hand, then urged me upward.
"Show you what?" I asked as I let her pull me up.
"Show me how you two dance." Then, still holding my hand, she turned and walked over to the CD player.
"C'mon mom," I complained, trying to keep the eagerness out of my voice.
"C'mon what," she asked as she pushed a CD into the machine and then turned and faced me. Her nipples were hard and erect under her thin top.
"We're in our pajamas," I answered as the music started up. "God, what's that?"
"Your daddy and I used to dance to it...years ago," my mother said as she took my hand and then moved into my embrace.
"To that?" I asked with a fake grimace on my face.
"The night before he left...for the last time...we danced, right in this room," mom said as she slipped an arm around my neck.
"You did? Where was I? Grampa?" I asked as I tentatively put my arm around my mom's back.
"Your grandfather took you away for the weekend...to give us some privacy," she answered with a far away look in her eyes, clearly remembering the night. "You're taller than your dad," she said softly as she nestled her head into the crook of my neck.
"I am?" I asked as I felt my mother's breasts brush lightly against my chest.
"Uh, huh...and taller than your granddad too," she added as she released my hand and put both hands around my neck.
"Well you're taller than Becky...you fit me better too... much better," I answered even as I realized how well our bodies fit together. I tentatively pulled her just a little closer.
"When you're dancing with her do you talk to her?" she asked, making no attempt to move away from me.
"Not much," I admitted, "we just sorta dance. The music's loud. We don't usually dance close like this." My cock was hard. Throbbing as it reached outward toward mom. I pulled back as though scalded when it brushed her thigh.
"You don't tell her she's beautiful...that she smells nice...or that you love the feel of her hair....or?" she asked, her face now turned towards me, her lips just inches from mine. "Do you pull her closer to you? Take charge. Make her feel what a man you've become?" She moved closer to me as we continued to dance, just close enough that her breasts continually came in contact with my chest. Again and again as we danced slowly together my hard penis came in contact with her body...her stomach...her thighs...her mound.
"Becky comes with a force field ma, you don't get closer than about a foot," I joked.
"Your father used to hold me so close Bobby," she invited.
"Like this?" I asked as I pulled her against me.
"Uh huh ... it was so nice. He was so strong... like you." My cock was throbbing!
"Me?"
"Yes...you're a man now. Strong...and big." Her eyes were lovingly staring into mine.
"I am? Big? My..."
"Can I tell you a secret?" mom asked. Her lips were just inches from mine. I nodded eagerly. "You can't ever tell anyone," she instructed.
"I won't," I quickly agreed.
"Your daddy and I...that last night... in this very room... to this song," mom whispered wetly in my ear.
"Yes," I encouraged.
"We danced naked."
"WHAT! You did? No clothes at all?" My hands tentatively slid down and onto her bum. Caressed...squeezed lightly...explored. My cock was standing erect between our two stomachs. There was no hiding my excitement now.
"Uh huh," she answered dreamily, her body now plastered against mine. "Just both of us topless at first...my naked breasts against his bare skin...my nipples...."
"Your nipples what?" I whispered as I moved my hands upward, first off her bum and onto the small of her back, then up and under the soft cotton cami she wore. As my fingers moved upward the cami slowly rose with them. Finally up over her breasts.
"He liked feeling them like that...hard, poking him," she remembered as she released me for a second and lifted her arms over her head, her invitation clear. I lifted her top up and off her. Topless, she quickly grabbed my tank top and pulled it over my head. I watched spellbound for seconds, mouth open, my eyes locked on my mother's naked breasts. Full, round breasts.
"Jeeesus," I mumbled as she moved against me, pushing her hard nipples into my chest. We stood locked together, swaying to the music, my impossibly hard cock trapped now between our stomachs. I caressed my mothers naked back, then slowly moved my hands downward and slipped them under the material of her shorts and onto her bum. Her tongue probed moistly into my ear as I slid a finger down her anal crack.
"You and Becky have never done this?" mom asked softly as she rubbed her breasts back and forth against me.
"She has little padlocks on every bra she owns," I answered as I cupped mom's ass in my hands and then, while squeezing her firm skin, pulled her cheeks apart.
"It was so sexy with your daddy that night."
"Was it?"
"The second dance we were totally naked," my mother purred into my ear.
"You were?" I asked as I grasped the top of her shorts and pushed them down over her rear and down her thighs. "Like this?"
"Uh huh," she answered as she stepped out of her shorts. I craned my neck to try and see past her bare breasts to her pubes below. She quickly knelt and pulled my cotton sweats down, releasing my throbbing erection. Then before I could see much of anything she slipped back into my arms.
"Becky's a little fool," mom said as she thrust her body against mine. We danced...or maybe a better description would be that we stood interlocked in the middle of the room, hardly moving. I was afraid that my naked cock, rubbing against the silken skin of my mother, would explode at any second.
I pulled away from mom when the song ended, urgently trying to forestall the ejaculation I felt building at the base of my penis.
"What's wrong honey?" ma whispered.
"You're so beautiful," I gasped as I let my eyes drift over her perfect body, eyes that stopped only when they reached the dark triangle of thick pubic curls at the base of her stomach. Mom moved back into my arms and trapped my erection between us.
"What did you do after you and dad finished the second dance?" I stammered, knowing I couldn't last much longer.
"Your daddy simply bent, picked me up in his arms and carried me to our bedroom."
"He did? Like this?" I asked as I lifted my mother up into my arms.
"Yes honey," she answered as she pushed her hand down between our bodies and slipped it around my cock. "Then we made love all night."
"Ohhh Mommy," I groaned as I rushed from the room with her in my arms. Seconds later I laid her down on her back on the soft eider down comforter that covered her queen size bed. Then, my prick still grasped in her insistent palm, I crawled up between her legs and knelt between her thighs.
"Hurry baby...hurry...hurry for mommy," my mother urged as she pulled my engorged shaft, already dripping out a thick drop of precum, towards the trimmed triangle at the junction of her legs. Her pink slit and insides, peeking through her dark hairs, lured irresistibly. A spasm of excitement rippled through my body when mom slowly rubbed my cockhead up and down her moist channel.
"Right there," mom instructed when she'd positioned my cock. Tentatively I pushed its heart shaped head between her protruding lips, then felt them close behind it as the head was swallowed by her sticky insides.
"It's so tight...it feels so good," I mumbled wonderingly, stunned by how much different, how much better it felt than anything I'd imagined.
"You're big...so big baby," she groaned, then moaned out a deep, long, "aaaaaaaahhhh," as I thrust more inches of my shaft inside her. Her legs curled around my back.
"Unh...unh...unhhh," I groaned, each grunt made in unison with three quick thrusts of my hips, each one pushing my cock deeper than the last. And then, the second I'd completely buried my penis inside her, I felt the first eruption of my sperm as it rushed up my bucking cock and then spurted out into my mother's womb.
"I'm sorry...I shoulda ..." I stammered as I moved to pull my still hard and spurting shaft from mom's pussy.
"Don't...leave it there baby...it's perfect," mom promised just before her lips found mine. Her legs locked around my back trapping me.
"But," I started to protest, sure I'd completely failed in my first attempt to make love. But my protest was stilled by the moist tongue that pushed insistently between my lips.
"We'll do it slower this time," my mother whispered when our lips finally separated.
"Slower? We're going to do it again?"
"Uh huh. And longer...and harder...and bigger...and wetter," she promised as she rolled us so that I was on my back and she was left straddling me. My ridged cockhead kept me anchored inside of her. "Then we'll do it a third time," mom promised as she started to move.
"Shouldn't I put on a condom?" I asked even as I wondered if it wasn't too late...as I wondered if my first premature load of cum hadn't already put a baby inside of her. Was it possible to get pregnant the first time I asked myself even as mom lifted her hips up and then down over my long erection.
"I'm on the pill sweetie," she groaned out as she started to move on top of me. Only later did I find out she was lying. But by then it probably wouldn't have mattered. I quickly found my rhythm! We both did. That sounds simple but it's exactly what happened -- in seconds we'd metamorphosed from two separate thinking entities into a mindless, unified being bent on satisfying the primal desire that was so deeply encoded into our genetic makeup.
I pulled her down and our lips met in a desperate hunger. Her hanging, pink tipped gourds brushed repeatedly across my chest as my hips arched again and again upward off the bed to meet the grasping lips of her sex.
It was a highly sexed woman who hadn't had sex in over a year paired with a horny boy who'd never done it before but who had the sexual energy that only the young possess.
There was no need for foreplay, no need for exotic positions, and no need for instructions or dialogue.
Instead we made love. Fucked! Hard and soft... hungrily...my mother groaned out her repeated orgasms... I grunted out mine... SEX! Pure and simple.
I finally was doing the things I'd been dreaming of for years...
And I found out later that mom was doing what she'd been hoping would happen since grandpa had died. Who hadn't allowed a penis inside her during that time as she waited to see if I could, and would, satisfy her sexual hunger.
I came five times... I think! We weren't counting or talking or even thinking as we rolled intertwined on mom's brass bed ... the bed she'd taken over when her father had died.
We finally slept. Entwined. Sticky. Spent. Wide smiles on both our lips. I was a man!
Saturday, 1:03 p.m. March 15th 2008
The ringing of the bedside phone woke me just after one the next afternoon. I watched as mom's eyes opened, then felt her as she leaned over my body and stretched to grab the receiver. Smiled as I remembered where I was... at what we'd done. I slid one of my hands onto her bum. Then reached between her legs.
"Oh hi Becky," I heard mom say sweetly as I slid a finger lightly along her crack. "No dear, I don't know why he's not answering his cell. He's around somewhere...Let me see if I can find him dear," she added but then with her free hand grasped my penis and directed it towards her slit. Then rubbed my cockhead slowly up and down her nether lips.
"Have you two been arguing honey?" mom asked my girlfriend as she adjusted her legs and slipped me inside. "Oh, it was just some thing Bobby said last night dear," mom explained to Becky's question over the phone. As Becky answered mom, and in quite great detail apparently, mother rode me like a jockey, bouncing up and down atop me even as she muttered various encouragements like, "yes dear", "I'm sure he likes you honey", "boys are different sweetie", etcetera, etcetera.
"Oooh, I think he's cumming now dear...hold on a sec...yes he's definitely cumming now," my mother announced down the line just as my cock erupted deep inside her. When I was done she handed me the phone and then slipped down my body.
"Becky?" I asked just as I felt mothers tongue slide onto my sticky cock.
"Where were you?" my girlfriend whined down the line.
"I was in the shower...thinking about you actually... touching myself... my cock," I said boldly even as my eyes captured my mother's which smiled back at me from inches above my shaft, my cockhead already engulfed between her lips.
"That's disgusting! Where's your mom? Did she hear that?"
"Don't worry, she's busy now."
"She is?" Becky asked.
"Yup... she's eating ... you interrupted her breakfast," I said as I watched mom's tongue catch a strand of creamy cum as she licked up my shaft and then over my cockhead.
"Why's she getting up so late?"
"I think she was out with her new boyfriend... she looked really bushed when she wandered into the kitchen twenty minutes ago." Mom gave me a dirty look, stuck out her tongue, and then took me back into her mouth. I felt her teeth lightly bite into my shaft.
"Your mom has a boyfriend? Since when?"
"I think they were doing it last night," I said.
"That's gross," Becky said even as mom let my penis slide between her teeth. "Who is he?"
"A Marine... from the base... I think he's like eighteen or something ... our age," I invented. "I think they did it in his car."
"Your mother had sex with a Marine? In his car?" my stunned soon to be ex-girl asked.
"She's a healthy woman Becky. She needs sex. Not like someone I know," I added sarcastically. I moved my hand to the back of mom's head as I talked. The head that was bobbing in my lap.
"She's not married!"
"I have to go hon... mom's calling me... telling me I have to cum right now," I said down the line as I winked at my mother.
"Will I see you tonight?"
"I can't Beck, I promised mom I help her with some stuff," I said as my cock jerked out a first urgent string of cum. I pressed the END CALL button.
"You're terrible," mom said with a saucy laugh after my softening penis had slipped from her mouth.
"She called you a slut," I lied.
"That little bitch," my mother said as she started to slide up my body.
"I'm hungry," I said.
"I'm full," mom teased, then let some of my sperm slip over her bottom lip. "Full of Bobby's cum," she laughed as she brought her lips to mine. I tried to protest even as her tongue pushed some of my cream into my mouth. Our lips stayed glued together for second after second as our tongues dueled.
"I'm still hungry," I insisted when we finally broke apart.
"Eat mommy then," my mother near ordered as she climbed up my body and planted her hair covered mound over my face. So I did! I ate her until her cries of need and screams of pleasure started to echo around the room in a wild, almost feral cacophony of sound. I held her writhing form over my tongue until she spewed her orgasm into my waiting mouth.
"Since you've been such a good boy maybe I'll go cook your breakfast now," mom offered as she slid out of bed.
"Naked," I insisted when she bent to pick up her panties from the floor.
"So you're not such a good little boy after all are you?" my mom asked as she let the soft cotton slip from her fingers. I gave her a quick swat on the butt in reply. There was a happy grin on her face as she danced from the room.



We bathed together after we'd eaten breakfast. Then softly caressed each other as we lay entwined in the soapy suds. Then we toweled each other dry before mom, giggling, ran ahead of me back into the bedroom.
"Try it on honey," my mother said when I arrived in the bedroom.
"Really?"
"Please...for mommy, you're my Marine now," my mother pled.
"The last time I tried it on I looked like a clown," I answered as I looked at the dress Marine uniform mom held in her hand. "It was way too big," I laughed as I remembered the day four or five years before when I'd snuck into mom's room and found dad's old uniform in a plastic garment bag at the back of her closet. Of how I'd tried it on and then wondered if I'd ever grow into the man my dad had been.
"You've grown Bobby, it won't be too big for you now," mom promised softly as she slipped her free hand under the towel around my waist and grasped my penis in her palm.
"MOM!"
"Everywhere," she insisted as the blood rushed into my penis as her fingers caressed me. My towel fell from my hips and pooled around my feet.
I took the pants from her, then, after stepping into them, let her help me pull them up. I stood silently as mom tucked my now throbbing prick inside the material and slowly pulled up the zipper. Then she helped me with the dress blouse.
"It fit...it's even a bit tight...my chest, my thighs," I exclaimed wonderingly as I stretched my body inside the tight uniform.
"Tight here too," mom murmured in my ear as her hand slowly traced my penis through the cloth.
"I'm not dad...I'll never be," I said softly as we stood locked in an embrace.
"You're my lover... my son... my husband...."
"But," I tried to interpose as I stared back into my mother's eyes.
"I love you Bobby," my mother responded, then brought her lips to mine.
"I want you to have sex with mommy while you're wearing daddy's uniform," she begged as she lowered the zipper on my pants and pulled me out. "Over here," she directed as she led me to the bed where she positioned herself on her hands and knees on the bed so that she faced the large wall mirror. "I want to watch."
"Like this?" I asked as I mounted her from behind, pushing my throbbing shaft into her already moist channel. I grabbed her breasts and pulled her back each time I made a hard deep thrust inside her.
"Harder...harder baby...fuck me Jack," she ordered as her eyes captured mine in the mirror. She'd called me by my father's name. I squeezed her breasts with my left hand as I moved my right to her bum.
Thrust...squeezed...slapped...thrust again, deep, hard...pulled a nipple...slapped her firm butt....thrust again...then caressingly moved my hand possessively over her ass and explored her anal crack. Then thrust my penis into her again as I pushed a finger deep up into her bum.
"You're so handsome in your uniform honey... fuck your wife... I've missed you honey... so much...fuck me Jack... oh god, you're so big Jack... so big... you've never been so big," my mother cried out, the whole time with her eyes locked on mine in the mirror.
I came quickly, my cock bucking wildly inside mom's tight sleeve, emptying itself.
"I want your baby Jack... I want you to put another baby inside of me," mom urged as my cock spurted.
"I'm not daddy," I groaned as I watched mom in the mirror.
"You are today Bobby. You're two men today...two men for mommy, you're daddy too," my mother answered.
I finally pulled out my sticky penis, then once free let the softening shaft lie between the cheeks of her ass. Slowly I grasped it and pumped one last drop of thick cream from its length and then watched as it dropped onto her butt and slithered down over its roundness.
Then I rolled my mother onto her back and positioned myself so that I was kneeling between her widely spread legs. "You're mine now... you're Bobby's, you're my wife...you'll always be mine," I promised fiercely.
My mother lowered her hands to her pouting red vulva and spread her lower lips even wider. I watched as my seed oozed out of her. "You're only my third man...ever," she said softly as her eyes found mine, a clear challenge in her eyes.
"Just three...but," I started and then suddenly understood. Mom never could have gone without a man all those years. "GRANDPA?" I asked but then knew I was right without hearing her answer as a hundred memories of events I'd never understood growing up suddenly crystallized in my brain.
"Your grandmother had died two years before. Then your daddy didn't come back from Africa."
"Both of you were alone," I supplied as thousands of pieces of the jigsaw puzzle continued to click together in my mind.
"Yes...in this house...living together. I was only twenty...I had a young child...you." There was an unasked plea in her eyes that I try to understand what she'd done.
"You still needed sex...both of you," I agreed.
"It was wrong, I know it was Bobby. It wasn't your grandpa's fault. I was the guilty one," my mom admitted. "I'd lie in bed at night...dreaming of your father...still loving him Bobby...but"
"You were still so young...so needy...so beautiful," I said as I moved a hand down onto her mons.
"We were both so sad in those days Bobby. We'd both lost so much. If it hadn't been for you, if we hadn't had you bringing a little joy into our lives I don't know what would have become of us."
"What happened?"
"I was in bed one night...dreaming of your father...like I did every night...touching myself,"
"Like this?" I interrupted as I took her hand in mine and guided it over her sex.
"Yes...I was wet...I wanted it so badly," my mother groaned as both our hands moved over her. "I got out of bed, naked, then walked to your grandfathers room. It was summer...so hot...he was lying naked on his back asleep...his penis was hard, full, reaching upward in the moonlight," mom explained as she remembered.
"I slid onto the bed next to him then gently touched his cock."
"Was Grandpa big? His penis? When he was hard?"
"Fat Bobby...shorter than your dads but fatter. Thick like yours. You have the best of both of them," mom added.
"My cock's bigger?"
"Uh huh. Then I moved over your grandpa...sat astride him for a second lightly caressing him before I slowly lowered myself down onto it."
"He was still asleep? You put his penis inside yourself and he was sleeping?"
"Yes...in this bed. It had been almost one year since I'd slept with your father...since I'd had sex."
"What did it feel like?" I couldn't help asking.
"It felt so good...it slid into my vagina... like this," mom answered as her fingers closed around my again hard cock and pulled it to her gate and then inside.
"Like this?" I asked as I thrust every inch inside my waiting mother.
"I was quiet... gentle... soft as I moved up and down. I came Bobby. And your grandpa was still asleep. He finally woke after I'd been riding him for minutes...woke just as his sperm was splashing inside me," mom said as she lifted her hips to meet my every thrust. "He had thick, creamy cum...it was different from your father's."
"What'd he say?" I gasped out as I felt my own orgasm nearing.
"He didn't recognize me at first. Oh god when he did he went crazy...tried to throw me off but I fought him Bobby... I continued to ride his still hard shaft. He came a second time. Then we talked the rest of he night...I told him I couldn't live without sex...that if we couldn't do it I'd have to leave...have to find someone else. He held me in his arms Bobby, we were both crying."
"I went and got you. Told him you needed a father. And that I needed a husband... a lover..."
"He argued all night...it was wrong...we couldn't....but then just as dawn came up I took your grandfather's penis into my mouth...he let me... I sucked him Bobby...then he made love to me... gently... after that he was never able to stop... I didn't let him... soon we didn't want to."
"All those years? And I never figured it out?" I asked even as I thought of the clues they'd given me but which had sailed over my head. I continued to pump my cock inside of mom as we spoke, the image of grandpa making love to mom somehow adding even more excitement to our act.
"We tried to be careful when you got older."
"But..."
"When your grandpa was dying he asked me to wait for you, he said you'd be next, that you were the only man who could take his place."
"WHAT? Gramps wanted me to sleep with you?"
"He said you had a big cock...that you were the perfect man for me...that you were the only person who could satisfy me...that I needed someone I could love...I've been dreaming of you for months Bobby... lying in this bed waiting...touching myself..."
"Why didn't you say something...we could have been doing this for..." I demanded just as I felt her first orgasmic spasms rhythmically clench and release my cockhead deep inside her.
"Put a baby inside me....put a baby in mommy....yes...yes Bobby," she cried as my creamy seed spurted again into her womb.
We had a late dinner that night. The table was laid with a set of China that has been in mom's family for a hundred years. Our best silver. Crystal stemware that we kept filled with wine throughout.
I wore Dad's old uniform. Mom was dressed in her fanciest dress. I knew that the eyes that watched me so adoringly all dinner were registering two men -- that for that night I was both father and son, both husband and lover.
We took pictures... lots of pictures... repeatedly resetting the timer on our digital camera as we posed arm in arm in front of the crystal laden table. A marine and his new bride!
And then we started to take other pictures. And videos. In the bedroom. Secret records that were for only our eyes.
Sunday, 11:30 a.m. March 16th 2008
Gramdpa's old dress uniform was hanging on the door when I awoke the next morning and found myself alone in bed. Mom arrived two minutes later carrying a fully laden tray. She was naked. The smell of freshly brewed coffee and simmering bacon filled the room.
I could see that she was nervous as she set our breakfasts down on the mattress. Her eyes darted to grandpa's uniform and then back to me. "I thought maybe... you don't have to Bobby... it's just that," she stammered.
"I want to."
"You do?" I could see the relief wash over her eyes.
"I loved grandpa."
"I know you did. Daddy loved you so much," my mother said as she sat next to me on the bed.
We ate breakfast first. In fact it turned out to be a long breakfast. It was made so when mom playfully dipped her finger into the jar of raspberry jam and then proceeded to spread the sticky red goo all over my penis and balls. And then she proceeded to lick me clean. Which prompted my penis to produce a thick cream for her coffee.
I reciprocated with my tongue and some strategically placed honey!
And of course we had to bathe before we could get dressed. Which again took longer than usual. Is there anything better in the world than lying back against the end of a bath tub filled with soapy bubbles and having the woman you love leaning back against you? Of running your hands over her slippery body?
So it was close to two thirty in the afternoon before mom had a chance to help me into my grandfathers dress uniform.
"You look so handsome in your uniform Daddy. I love you so much Daddy," she whispered as she moved into my arms.
"I love you Cindy, my beautiful little Cindy, my lovely daughter," I answered as I pulled her against me. I'd never called her by her first name like that before.
"I've missed you so much daddy," my mother cooed as she pressed her curves into me. We kissed. I felt my grandfather's presence in the room. I knew mom did too.
"Make love to her for me Bobby... for all of us," I suddenly heard in my grandfather's deep voice echoing inside my head.
"Yes grandpa," I whispered back.
"Daddy?" my mother questioned as she looked into my arms.
"I'm here honey... daddy's here," I said as I engulfed my daughter... my wife... my mother ... my lover...the woman who was going to bear my children.
"Jack too?"
"Yes, I'm here too," I answered for my dad...
THE END
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Saturday, February 14th, 2009
"Ohhh Joey," I moan softly as my three month old son's lips close hungrily on my left nipple and start to suck. It had amazed me when after having Joey I realized how enjoyable it was to be milked. I'd always imagined beforehand that it would be an uncomfortable chore.
"He's hungry today."
"He's always hungry," I answer as I look up and see my mother standing in the doorway.
"Well, you're certainly full of milk," mom says as she walks into the den and then sits next to me on the couch.
"I know, they're huge," I complain as I lift my right breast in my free hand and test its weight.
"They're perfect," mom compliments.
"I'm fat... look," I grumble as I let the breast fall free and then pinch the roll of fat at my waist.
"Stop complaining, it's only been three months and you've already lost ninety percent of the weight you gained. You're stomachs flatter than mine."
I spit out a "yeah right" as I move my baby to my other nipple. But I can't help letting out another gasp of pleasure as Joey latches on again.
"You enjoy it don't you? Being milked." mom asks.
As I nod my head yes I ask back, "Did you?"
"Yes," my mother answers softly as she runs her fingers caressingly through my hair. Her love for her daughter shines through her smile. We sit silently as my child suckles. My mother loves her grandchild but also wishes her nineteen year old daughter was away studying at university. I know it's time to tell her.
***
"It was one year ago exactly," I start.
"Valentines Day?" I can see the interest in her eyes. The hunger she has to know the truth, to know the name of the boy who impregnated her daughter.
"Do you really want to know?" I ask. I can see her trying to control her eagerness as she nods her head.
"You don't have to if you don't want to," she finally says.
"I don't think it's going to be what you and daddy imagined," I caution. I'm still not sure if I should tell her.
"I didn't ever imagine you were going to go out and get pregnant," she answers, the anger that she's just managed to keep simmering under the surface for the last ten months obvious in her voice. The disappointment in me she's unsuccessfully tried to conceal.
"Neither did I," I answer.
"You should be at Harvard instead of--" she starts before she chokes off her reply.
There's no point beating about the bush. "I was raped," I whisper.
"WHAAAAAAAAT!" I can see immediately that it's something she's never considered. Then I watch as a hundred emotions flash across her face. "But--" she starts, then stammers out a string of words. A "fuck" followed by "bastard ... I'll kill him ... who is he? ... why didn't you say something? ...you mean this baby is the--"
"Don't say it mom," I warn as I cup my child's head in my hand and pull him even tighter against me.
She somehow manages to swallow the words.
***
"You woke me up that morning," I finally say, starting again. I shake my head no to still her as I see a question forming on her lips. "I'd slept in and you were late ... you were in the middle of that big murder trial," I say as the memories of that day, never far from the surface, flood into my brain.
Mom says nothing as she waits for me to continue.
"I'd decided the Sunday before that it was going to be the big day." I can see the question in mom's eyes. "I'd decided to let Jeffrey have my virginity," I finally add.
My mother can't contain herself another second longer. "That little, fucking prick ... I'll kill him," mom promises. She's literally shaking in anger.
"It wasn't him."
"But--"
"Do you want to hear the story or not?" I ask as I capture her eyes with mine. I can see Mother, a woman who can terrorize witnesses in the courtroom, fight to control her anger. She finally lowers her eyes and nods yes.
"It was an accident, an improbable, serendipitous occurrence of events that caused this wonderful child to be born," I start. I see mom wince at the use of the word serendipitous.
"First of all I slept in that morning...
... I forget about mom as I start to relive that fateful day...
Thursday, February 14th, 2008
"Allison ... Allison..."
"Mum?" I mumble as I slowly come awake.
"Allie, are you up," I hear shouted through my bedroom as my mom's knuckles rap angrily against it. Then I hear the door opening as I attempt to open my eyes.
"You're late," she chastises when she sees that my eyes are open and that I'm watching her. She has her best trial lawyer clothes on.
"I'm tired," I grumble as I stretch my body.
"It's seven thirty; your dad's already left," she says impatiently. Then I remember.
"It's Valentines Day," I say happily. Today's the day!
"C'mon young lady, we've gotta go, I have to be out of here in ten minutes."
"How's it going anyway?" I ask, referring to the trial that she's the lead defense counsel for, the trial that's been taking up almost all her time for the last month.
"It's almost finished... maybe another week. Now hurry-"
"Are you going to win?"
"Of course I am! What, do you think your mom's some loser who's going to get beaten by some wet behind the ears, geek prosecutor? Now c'mon."
"You go ... I'll walk or get a ride."
"You sure?' she asks. I nod. "You won't just go back to sleep?"
"Maaaa!"
"Well okay, but if I hear-"
"Mother!" We both know that there's no need to argue about school, I've already been accepted into next falls freshman Harvard class.
As she turns to go we're both smiling, but then, instead of rushing out of the room she turns back and says, "I love you Allie."
"Me too mom ... I mean I love you too," I answer as she walks back toward the bed.
"Is everything okay? We haven't talked much since the trial started." She grabs my hands as she says the words.
For a second I want to tell her. Tell her that today's the day. Then almost immediately know that I can't. That if I did tell her we'd be talking all morning and then she'd miss her trial and I'd not lose my virginity.
"Everything's good," I say instead.
"When this is over you and I are going to get some girl time in," she promises.
"We will?"
"A mother and daughter trip... no daddy," she adds with a smile.
"Shopping?" I encourage.
"Of course shopping! Maybe New York for a long weekend."
"Really?"
"Well we have to start getting you ready for next fall. We'll take all of daddy's credit cards."
"And yours too," I tease back as she leans over to hug me. Then a second later she's up and ready to go. "I'll be late tonight," she says as she retreats but I already know that. Since the trial had started she's never gotten home much before midnight. "And your father's going to be late too. He's flying up to Washington... won't be back til around midnight."
"I know."
"Are you sure you'll be all right alone?"
"Duh!"
"Are you going out with Jeffrey tonight?"
Again I'm tempted to tell her. But I don't. "Annie's having a Valentines Day party," I say instead. Not a lie but not the truth.
"Don't be too late. And don't do anything-" she starts to add but then stops as she sees my frown and instead she smiles and then bends over and gave me a quick kiss on my cheek. And then she's gone. I'll be a woman when you see me next I promise the empty doorway.
And as I fall back into bed I immediately start to wonder what it will feel like. Jeff's penis! His cock! I wonder for the thousandth time if it will hurt. And how much it will hurt. What his semen will feel like when it spurts up inside me.
Will he want me to lick it before he does it? Yuck! Then I wonder what a penis tastes like as I lift my cami pj top up over my head. I know he likes my breasts. My eyes follow my hands as they move across my stomach and then up until they've cupped them. For the last six months I've been fighting to keep his hands at bay. Tonight I'm going to let him do whatever he wants.
But there's still doubts rumbling around in my brain. "Shut up," I say aloud to the empty room, trying to quiet them.
"Cock-a-doodle-Allie," I yell when I finally jump out of bed and move toward the full length mirror that hangs on the back of my door. Quickly I bend and shuck the thin white panties, baring myself completely. I take my time as I examine the body that faces me. A girls body. Not for much longer I promise my reflection, then turn to grab my camera.
I'd already decided last night that I'd need a photographic record of this most fateful of days and so I'd prepared my camcorder, a 60 Gig hard drive HD Sony. I grab it from the desk where I'd left it and then pick up the tripod, extend its legs, then mount the camcorder and position it next to the mirror. I quickly connect it to the television so I'll be able to watch as I film. Then I turn to the window and open wide the drapes. The sun floods into my boudoir, my film studio, I think happily as I dance back to the camera. I push the start button.
"My name is Allison ... Allie... Allison Rebecca Townsend," I announce into the microphone as I let the rolling camera capture my nudity. "It's February 12th, 2008, Valentines Day, and I've decided that today is the day I'm going to surrender my virginity. For the first time a boy is going to go here," I add as I walk toward the camera until my small, trimmed triangle of pubic hair is within six inches of the lens. I look over and check the TV to make sure everything is being captured perfectly. It is.
"Only six inches," I giggle aloud as I wonder just how big Jeff really is. Six? Or seven? Or maybe even eight? I should know, I mean I have felt it before. Through his pants when we close danced. Even once when we were making out. I ran my fingers up and down him as our tongues dueled.
I even touched it once. We were in his car necking when he pulled it out and put my hand on it. But it was dark. I think he's pretty big. Of course he's not going to be as big as the ones they show in the porn movies but who wants one of those monsters inside themselves? I move my hands down onto my hips and then slowly towards my sex.
"I'm eighteen years old," I announce to the camera, "a senior at Worthington Academy. I've been thinking about doing it for a long time. Most of my friends have already done it," I say to the microphone as I pull the lips of my sex apart.
"As you can see my hymen is still intact. By tomorrow it will be gone. Maybe you're wondering why I waited so long? I mean my bodies been ready for years. And I've wanted it. I think I've waited this long because I wasn't sure. Not about the sex but about the boy. Shouldn't the first one be special?" I ask the camera.
"There was a boy in my sophomore year, Danny, who I almost did it with but then didn't. And I've been going with Jeff since October and he's been trying to talk me into it ever since. But I just wasn't sure. I'm not sure why. I love him and everything. He's good looking... kisses really good. Makes me tingle."
"But I didn't. I wasn't sure for some reason. But I'm through with all that ... the doubts," I say even as more spring into my mind. "I've decided! This is it. I'm serious. Jeff's the one," I announce defiantly to the mirror.
I watch myself in the mirror for second after second, laughing at my image as I pose myself in a series of playmate type poses. "But this has to go first," I announce to the room as I lightly brush the triangle of hair at the base of my stomach. "Jeff is going to get a bald pussy," I promise the camera.
I let the camera run while I shave myself. It watches silently as I spread the shaving cream over my mound. It watches as my razor slides smoothly through my pubic hair, decapitating every strand it touches. It watches when I present my cleanly shaven cleft to its eye. "You slut," I whisper to my image before turning toward my ensuite bathroom and my shower.
An hour later, after a full breakfast, and wearing my official Worthington Academy uniform of white long sleeve blouse, knee socks, black oxfords and the famous plaid skirt, and with my school knapsack over my shoulder, I left my house. I didn't call one of my friends to pick me up; instead, in honor of the occasion, I'd decided to walk to school. My camera was hanging from my arm.
***
"Hey, hey you!"
Hey me? The voice is deep, coming from somewhere over my shoulder. I ignore it as I continue down the alley, the short cut that will save me ten minutes on my trip to school. A horn honks. Turning I see that a cop car has turned into the alley.
"Hey, I'm talking to you." The anger in the voice is clear.
A cop! Just what I need I think as I stop and face the still moving car. What's his problem?
"Have you ever heard of jaywalking ma'am?"
"Ma'am?" Is this guy cracked I ask myself as I unsuccessfully try to stifle a giggle. Why isn't he shaved I wonder when I notice the two or three day stubble on his cheek. Standards are really going down!
"You find something funny miss?"
Fuck him I think. They have no right to hassle us just because we go to a private school. My mother's profession as criminal defense lawyer has continually exposed me to a certain contempt for the police force over the years. It comes out in my next words, heavily sarcastic ones, even as I try to swallow them. "Is mister big, bad policeman on jaywalking patrol today?" Shut up I order myself even as I sneer at the cop. I put my hand on my hip while holding the camera up with other. I press play as the patrol cars coasts to a stop next to me. "Arresting dangerous teenage jaywalking girls? Saving our wonderful city from--"
"Shut the fuck up lady."
"Fuck you too," I answer, unable to stop the words from slipping from my lips.
"Whore!" he hisses as he throws open the car door. A second later he's in my face, his body six inches from mine as he forces me back against the alley wall.
"What did you say? Did you call me a whore? Do you know who I am?" I'm now too far gone to obey the warning voice in my head.
"Put the camera down ma'am. Then put your hands on top of the police car," he orders, an evil softness now in his voice.
"Why?" I'm still holding the camera and filming as I face him.
"Please miss ... NOW!"
"My mother's a defense attorney. You are going to be in such shit," I promise as I try to face him down.
"Miss, if you don't put your hands on top of the car immediately and assume the position I'll have to use force."
"I'm filming this," I threaten.
"So am I ma'am," he says agreeably as he points to a red light blinking inside his car. But there's a hardness in his eyes.
Should I obey him I wonder as I try to weigh my choices. Go along with the idiot I finally decide as I move towards the car. Mom will have this guy's ass on a platter two seconds after she hears.
"Spread your legs ma'am."
"I'm a student at Worthington Academy." The sneer is clear in my voice.
"Yeah right," he says contemptuously as he kicks my left foot out wider.
"I suppose you don't recognize the school uniform mister observant policeman." My voice, which I'd meant to drip with sarcasm, but instead, I can hear that a tinny, unsure quality has crept into it.
"Where's your pimp?"
"My whaaaaat?" The what turning into a squeal as I feel his meaty hands slide up my legs. "What do you think your doing?" I ask as I try to turn. His fingers dig into my hamstrings, holding me immobile.
"Keep your hands on the car," he orders as his hands continue up the back of my legs and then under my skirt and onto my bum.
"You can't!"
"Standard operating procedure ma'am," he answers calmly as his fingers slip around my legs and then linger on my inner thighs.
"It's not standard procedure to feel up high school girls you pervert," I hiss. "My mother is going put you in so much shit--"
"So your mom helps the bad guys does she ... helps the perverts and killers get off? Well, why not tell the bitch my names Joe Spagnola and that she's raised a slut for a daughter."
"Slut! I've been accepted into Harvard for next fall you moron."
"If you're out of jail by then," he answers as his hands move up and capture my breasts. He presses his body into my back.
"Are you crazy?" I can't believe what this jerk is doing. In fact I'm so outraged and surprised by his actions that so far it hasn't occurred to me to be scared. "Let me go," I order.
"Looking for concealed weapons miss," he says with a laugh, he mouth just inches from my ear. "Nice little titties," he adds as he continues to maul me. "Wait til some bull dyke inmate gets a hold of these beauties."
"You are fucked... so fucked," I answer.
"Put your hands behind your back miss."
"Why?"
He, doesn't answer, instead simply pulls my hands off the car roof and holds them in one of his huge hands behind my back. The handcuffs are quickly snapped on my wrists. This guys a fucking lunatic I think even as he opens the back door of the cruiser.
"What are you doing?"
"Mind your head ma'am," he instructs pleasantly as he forces me towards the open door.
"You're arresting me?"
"Yes ma'am."
"For jaywalking? You'll be kicked off the force you idiot," I promise as I duck my head as he propels me through the door.
"Lewd and lascivious behavior ma'am. Solicitation."
"You're arresting me for prostitution?" I'm ready to completely lose it.
"We've been on the lookout for you miss. Prostitutes hanging about the Academy, offering blowjobs to any comer. Wearing the official academy uniform. Did you think we'd let you people get away with this for ever?"
"I'm a student you asshole."
"Are you?" he asks as he starts to close the door.
"My camera ... get it, it's on the roof," I demand, not yet having grasped the reality of what's happening to me.
He reappears a second later, the still recording camera extended in his hand, aiming at me.
"Smile my little student," he orders as he brings the lens towards me. Then suddenly he reaches out and grabs my legs and lifts them up so I'm forced onto my back on the seat. Then I feel the camera between my legs. I hear him laugh.
"Let me up."
"Are these the standard uniform panties for girls at Worthington now?" he asks as he pulls me up into a sitting position.
"Bastard," I hiss as he slams the door shut.
***
He simply starts to drive. And then begins to talk. About women. About his wife. For minutes, lost in my own world, I hear nothing.
"The bitch got my daughters. Half my salary for support. The judge was a cunt. A lesbo cunt."
"What? Your wife's a what?" I ask when I finally come out of my funk and hear his almost shouted words.
"You're all alike ... cunts," he spits out angrily as his eyes catch mine in the rearview mirror.
"You're wacko," I mutter back.
"I worked my ass off for her ... six years I slaved for her ...bought her a house ... gave her every fucking thing she wanted ... it was never enough ..."
"I'm surprised she lasted six weeks with you let alone six years."
"Whore," he mutters and I'm not sure if he's referring to his ex-wife or me.



I finally look around. Where the hell are we I wonder. The cop shop was only a couple of blocks from where he'd picked me up. "Where are we? Where are you taking me?" For the first time since he'd stopped me it occurs to me I might be in trouble.
"We're in Southgate," he announces.
"We're going to the Police Station in Southgate? Why not the one in River Heights?" I ask as we turn a corner onto what turns out to be little more than a lane. A hundred yards down it my captor, for now I recognize him as such, turns into a driveway, a driveway that cuts through a swath of grass that doesn't look like it's been cut in a month.
"Who said I was taking you to a police station?" he asks as he lifts and points the remote for the garage. And once we're in the garage he simply bundles me up in his arms and carries me into the house and then down the stairs to his basement.
"Are you really a cop?" I ask as I struggle to escape his strong grip.
"I was until thirty minutes ago," he says as he drops me in a heap on a sofa in a well appointed basement rec room. I watch as he moves to the other end of the room and then delivers a devastating uppercut followed by a right cross to a heavy boxing bag that hangs from a hook in the ceiling.
"If you weren't such a mouthy, little rich girl, fuckin slut you wouldn't be here," he tells me as he lifts the bag off the hook.
"What are you going to do?" A second later he's slipped the handcuffs over the hook and left me hanging, my toes barely grazing the floor.
"I'm going to teach you a lesson. Teach you we don't want whores running around our city."
"I'm a student." I can hear the pleading tone in my voice as I feel a first tear slide time my cheek.
"What do you charge for a blowjob? Fifty? A hundred? Do you have special rates for students?" he asks as he pushes me so that I start to spin around.
"I told you, I'm a student," I yell. "A virgin."
"A virgin?" he snorts as he grabs me so that I stop spinning and am facing him. Facing his anger, his contempt, his amusement...
"There isn't a virgin in that whole fucking school," he adds as he grabs my blouse and rips it open, sending its buttons clattering to the floor as my bra is exposed.
"I am."
"You telling me a pretty little thing like you doesn't have a boyfriend?" he demands as he walks over to the couch and grabs my camera.
"I have one."
"What's his name?" He's pushed the play button. The camera I'd happily performed for earlier in the morning now seems more an invasive tool.
"Jeff," I whisper back.
"And this fag Jeff's never stuck his cock in you?" His hand moves caressingly across my bum.
"No."
"Never licked these breasts?' he demands as he rips the thin covering from my breasts and completely bares them. Then slides the cool metal exterior of the camera across my chest, catching each on my nipples in turn with the lens.
"I wasn't ready."
"Never sucked these little nipples?" he asks as I feel his teeth latch onto my breast.
"DON'T! Why are you doing this?" I'm crying, pleading now as I feel his mouth move to my other breast.
"Do you know what the judge told me yesterday?" He's removed his mouth from me but his free hand moves onto my chest. Tightens on a nipple. Pinches it.
I don't give a shit what the judge said but now I have to get him thinking about something else. "What? What did she tell you?"
"The stupid cunt told me that I could see my daughters every second weekend. Thought I should be happy with that. The girls I love more than anything in the world. 'And you'll have to pay support Mr. Spagnola,' the bitch told me with a smile. My wife's fucking some old, rich River Heights bastard and I'm going to support her. Do you think that's going to play little girl?"
I venture a timid "studies show that children of divorced parents do better living with their mothers." A mistake!
"And then I wake up today and who do I run into? A mouthy, private school bitch with a fag boyfriend and who just happens to be from River Heights."
"My boyfriend's not a fag."
"Then why hasn't he fucked you?"
"We were going to."
"You were going to? When? If I'd been your boyfriend—"
"But you're not though are you? You're just a loser who can't keep his wife." You fool I admonish myself as his hand flashes out and delivers a slap hard enough to set me spinning.
"So how big is Mr. Fag's cock?"
"What?"
"Does he have any hair on his chest?" And as he asks the last question he starts to unbutton his shirt.
"What are you doing?" I'm watching his fingers. As his shirt opens I find myself facing a thick, hairy, muscled chest. Use your head, you're smarter than he is I tell myself as his police shirt slides off his shoulders and down to the floor. But I know he's going to fuck me.
Then his arms are around me, pulling my swinging body against his. "Your little titties like my hairy chest," he says with a laugh as he rubs himself against me.
"You're a hairy ape ... Mr. Fucking Missing Link," I say with contempt as the tingle of excitement spreads from my aroused nipples.
"Look at your nipples," he accuses as he painfully squeezes and then stretches one.
"I'm cold ... it has nothing to do with--"
"Shut up," he orders, then covers my mouth with his. With his suddenly demanding, voracious, predators mouth. His steel like fingers press on my cheeks, forcing me to open my mouth, forcing me to accept his penetrating tongue. Our tongues duel in a moist embrace. I can feel his angry cock against me.
"Little cock slut aren't you?" he says when he finally releases me.
"I'm not," I try to deny.
"Well let's see this supposedly virgin shrine." He rips the plaid skirt from my thighs with a quick flick of his wrist.
"Don't," I beg but my panties are already in his strong fingers. He tears them from my body.
"Well, well, what do we have here? A bald little pussy? On a school girl?" I shiver in fear when his palm starts to move possessively over my smooth mound. He bends down to inspect me, holding my thighs apart with his hands as he moves his face toward my sex.
"Please," I whimper. A finger finds my clitoris.
"You are a virgin!" I hear the surprise in his voice. And something else. Excitement. And desire.
"I told you."
"Has little Jeffrey ever done this?" I feel his tongue slide into my slit and then up and onto my straining clit.
"No," I groan as a spasm of need shimmers through me.
"You liked that."
"I didn't," I deny even as his tongue dips down onto my clit again.
"We'll see." He does see! With my legs draped over his shoulders and my camera recording the scene, Joe Spagnola starts to eat me. Eats me until the fear is gone, eats me until I was writhing against his tongue. Eats me until he triggers a vagina shaking orgasm that leaves me shaking and crying. My eyes are shut as I feel him move away. There's a stickiness on my thighs.
"Private school slut," I finally hear whispered. There's delight in his mesmerizing voice. He's retreated to the couch across the room and is filming me as I come back from the orgasm that engulfed me.
"I'm not."
"Would you like to see a real cock now?" My eyes snap open.
"NO!"
"Are you sure?" he asks as he stands up. I shake my head no as his fingers go to his belt. I'm unable to take my eyes off his fingers as they quickly undo it and then lower the zipper on his pants. "Liar," he says as he pushes both his police pants and a pair of boxers down his thighs.
"Oh my gaaawd," I groan when I see the penis spring upward against his stomach.
"Say hello to Joe Junior," he says as he walks towards me. Joe junior is a giant, a horrid, crimson, one eyed snake. I know he's going to be inside of me soon, blooding me before he spits his creamy sperm into my broken center.
"Don't," I beg as his owner lifts me off the hook and throws me over his shoulder. A minute later I'm deposited in the middle of officer Spagnola's king size bed. I simply whimper as I let him tie me to the four bedposts, leaving me open and spread-eagled.
And then he's kneeling between my legs. "He likes you," my captor says as he rubs his cockhead lightly up and down my slit.
"He's too big ... please ...don't," I beg as I watch as a thick creamy drop pop out of the eye of the monster. And then the moist tip of his prick starts to tease my blood filled clit. His hands reach for my breasts.
He takes his time, working me slowly, his hands continually caressing me as his cock probes the outside of my sex. "Do you want him inside you? Do you want him to your first?" he finally asks.
I shake my head no even as my body arches upward from the bed. He smiles and goes back to work. He knows he's going to win. Patiently he plays me, plays my body like a virtuoso might play his violin. It starts slowly ... deep inside me. Soon the need is reverberating throughout my whole body, a chorus of echoing voices demanding what only a man can give. A cock. A big cock. Cock ... cock ... cock ... cock... it goes on and on until it actually escapes from my lips. "COCK!"
"What?" he demands as his hands and lips continue to move over me.
"Your cock ... hurry," I beg, now simply a needy animal.
"My cock? What about it?"
"Put it in... pleeeaase..."
"Do what?"
"FUCK ME!"
"Little slut," he says as he thrusts his hips.
My scream fills the room as he tears through the thin membrane of my virginity. A sharp, almost unbearable pain followed immediately by an invasive penetration of my body. He stops his thrust and then after a seconds hesitation starts to pull back. His momentary retreat releases a trickle of warm blood that I feel seeping out between my legs. He thrusts again. Deeper this time. There's still some pain but as he forces himself deeper his cock ignites every square inch of my sexual sleeve.
"Is it all in?" I ask when his second thrust slows.
"We've just started ... look," he invites.
I'm full but I've hardly taken more than half of him. "I can't ... never," I whisper.
He pulls completely out, the ridge on his cockhead jolting the raw wound as he does so. Its blood soaked. "Put it back," I beg.
Instead he crawls up my body until his bloody shaft lies between my breasts. "Kiss it," he orders as he brings it closer to my lips.
"No," I deny as he runs a finger up his shaft and then brings the red coated digit to his own mouth.
"Virgin blood," he says exultantly, then licks his finger clean. My tongue tentatively reaches for his cock. And then his cockhead is in my mouth. I taste my blood and his maleness. Hungrily suck the knob.
"Now we'll fuck," he says as he pulls himself from my mouth.
It takes him maybe ten thrusts to completely bury himself in me, ten thrusts that ream out a hole for his cock to live in. I know I couldn't take an eighth of an inch more. I'm maxed out. Full. But it's perfect. I'm tied to a bed and being raped but my body is responding in a way I never imagined. I'm feeling things that twenty Jeff's couldn't ignite.
And then I'm somewhere else, screaming as my vagina spasms over this invading giant as it spurts its seed inside me.
"You're a bastard," I tell him between pants as he unties me.
"At least you'll have had at least one real man in your life. Before you go back to your little River Heights boys."
"You weren't that great," I say dismissively.
"Well you were better than I expected."
"I was."
"For a snob rich girl anyway," he says with a grin.
"Old man," I snort as I roll on top of him. "I'm surprised you could even get it up."
"Are you?" he asks, then starts to push me down his body. "Let's see how much cock a Worthington girl can swallow shall we?"
Well I can't swallow the whole thing I quickly realize. I try. But it grows. And grows. And suddenly my policeman grunts and pushes me off him and onto my stomach. And now he's behind me and on top of me.
"Not my bum," I squeal when I feel his penis probe into my anal crack.
"I'm saving that for later," he answers as he pushes his cock up into my cunt.
After we finish he makes me cook him lunch. Naked. Then, recharged by my excellent cooking, he takes my rear end with me bent over the kitchen table. It hurts. He doesn't care.
***
"I love you," I whisper as we stand under the hot spray of the shower.
"You'll probably turn out as bad as my wife," he replies as his soapy hands clean and explore every inch of my body.
"Do you hate her?" I ask as I plaster myself against him.
"Do you think I'm going to let her have my daughters? Let her and her rich boyfriend poison them against me?"
In answer I lower myself to my knees and take him inside my mouth. I manage more this time and don't stop until his cock is coughing out it's cum.
***
"I want to stay the night." My lover is sitting on the edge of the bed pulling up his police boots. He's already pulled on his pants and hidden his penis from view. "I want more."
"Get dressed, it's late," he orders.
"Why can't I stay?" I whimper.
"Cause you're a spoilt rich girl who has to get back to her mommy." There's kindness somewhere underneath the gruff tone he uses.
"I'm coming tomorrow then," I promise.
"You have school and little Jeffey to take care of."
"I'm not letting you get away," I say as I pull my skirt up my legs. I'm going home pantyless.
And so, at eleven fifteen at night on Valentines Day, Joseph Spagnola, twenty-five, divorced and with two young daughters, a man who'd kidnapped me and repeatedly raped me, drove me home. "I love you," I tell him as we sit in his police cruiser in front of my house.
"It's too late," he says. Then leans over and kisses me.
"It's not," I insist.
"I wish I had met you eight years ago," he answers. And then he's gone.
***
I smile as I look at my self in the mirror. I've just stripped and with the camera again running I inspect the bruised and bitten body that faces me. There's caked sperm on my thighs. A bite mark around my left nipple. A dark bruise on my ass. My lips are puffed up.
My cell phone rings. I see its Jeff. I don't answer. He'll have to wait for another day.
I'm lying in bed. Suddenly know I'm pregnant. Smile.
Friday, February 15th, 2008
"You're up early," mom says as I wander into the kitchen. There's a happy smile on her lips. The kitchen TV is flickering in the background.
"Hi Princess," daddy chirps as he looks at me over his morning paper.
"Hi daddy," I answer, then give him a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek. The world is back to normal. Except I'm pregnant and instead of going to school today I'm going to go to Joe's house.
Except... except at this exact moment mom says, "Hey look ... look you two."
Daddy and I look over at mom. She's pointing the remote at the TV. The sound starts to fill the room.
"That looks like Maple Street," dad says as his eyes zero in on the scene unfolding in front of us. Ambulances and police cars everywhere. Flashing lights.
The local Channel 7 News Reporter, is excitedly talking on the screen. "Apparently some time late last night the estranged husband broke into the house behind me, the home of Jack Treadwell and his fiancée Marie Cummings...".
I see the car in the driveway as the reporter continues to talk ... the car that I'd driven home in less than ten hours earlier... I feel faint ... I'm falling...
Saturday, February 14th, 2009
My voice trails off, the story finished.
"He killed his wife ... her lover ... himself," mom says. I can see she's devastated. I say nothing. Finally I see her take a deep breath. "That doesn't mean my grandson won't be a wonderful person," she says defiantly as she stares into my eyes. And then we're both crying.
"I love you," I whisper.
"But you're still starting university next fall. My daughter isn't going to end up--"
And then we're both laughing.
THE END
Please take a few seconds and cast your vote. This is an official LITEROTICA CONTEST story and as such it's you the reader who will decide the scores of every entry (I hope).
I'd also love to hear your opinions of my little tale -- both positive and negative. Do you enjoy this sort of story and would you like me to write in this category again? Please comment below or e-mail me via the CONTACT tab on my profile.
Thanks, jim scouries
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1 -- 3:18 p.m. May 27th 2008
"Tommeeeee!" my girlfriend's mom shrieked as I lifted her high up into the air. But her eyes were smiling in excitement as she looked down at me from above. She thought I was just playing a game.
"Stop it," the thirty-six year old, still pixie cute face ordered between giggles as I threw her up in the air and then caught her in my arms, one arm under her knees, the other supporting her back. Unbidden one of her arms snaked around my neck to steady herself.
"You're bad, soooo bad," she accused with a broad smile on her lips, lips that were just inches from mine. I couldn't miss seeing the excitement in her eyes. Her short blond hair seemed to be sparkling.
"It's you who's been bad Mrs. Wright," I answered as I flipped her up and down in my arms. Her other arm circled my neck as she tried to hold on.
"I'm not... and don't you dare drop me," she ordered. She still thought we were playing. Were we?
"You're as light as a feather," I said as I tossed her upward again, amazed that this adult woman was as easy to handle as her daughter. In fact easier! When she came down the arm that had been supporting her legs found itself under her skirt and touching her bum.
"TOMMY! I'll fall ... you shouldn't--"
"I'm very strong Bonnie," I said as I used her given name for the first time even while realizing how easily I could handle this woman, how light she was in my arms. Stop, that's enough one part of my brain ordered.
"Bonnie? It's Mrs. Wright to you young man," she instructed, but the smile was still on her face. I could feel a breast, one significantly fuller than her daughters, pressing against my chest. The blood was flooding into my penis.
"In fact you've been so bad Bonnie that you're going to have to be disciplined," I said as I moved backward until I felt the sofa in the Wright's den hit the back of my legs. I sat down with her still cradled in my arms. Don't do it you idiot my sane side advised.
"I'm not bad," she said with a sexy pout. This woman, who'd been teasing her eighteen year old daughter's boyfriend for the last three months, still had a teasing, even challenging look in her eyes. She didn't yet realize that today she was going to pay for the little game she'd been playing.
"You're just a little tease, aren't you Mrs. Wright?"You're fucking crazy, don't do it, I admonished myself silently as I looked down at the body that had increasingly invaded my dreams in the preceding weeks. She's Kristine's mom you idiot I thought as I lowered her until her bum was sitting atop the bulge in my pants. "Yes, a bad little girl who needs to be taught a lesson. What do you think Bonnie's punishment should be?" I asked her.
"You're not funny Thomas Campbell," she said but in a tone that indicated she was quite happy to be held in her daughter's boyfriend's arms. To feel his penis arching upward against her bum. "Let me go," she ordered as she started to try to free herself. I simply held her a little tighter as she writhed in my arms.
"What did Bonnie's daddy do to her when she was a bad little girl?" I asked with a smirk. My cock, now huge, was throbbing under her wriggling bum.
She tried to use her adult voice, her mother's voice, "That's enough now, stop it Tommy! I'm serious." In answer I simply flipped her over so that her rear end was sticking up and inviting my next action. My right arm flashed through the air.
"Did daddy spank his little angel when she was bad?" Twack!
"Ooowwww!" My arm lifted and fell a second time. Then a third. "Are you craaaazy?" she yelled back over her shoulder. In answer I grabbed the hem of her skirt and lifted it up until I'd bared her rear end and the skimpy, red lace fringed, bikini panties that hardly covered it. You fool echoed in my head. Too late now!
"DON'T!" An order. My hand fell again.
"Nooooooo!" The woman who'd so easily been able to cow me cried. There was a desperate tone, a fear now in the wail that echoed around the room. I quickly stripped the soft panties from her loins. My hand fell again. On her bare bum.
"You've been a bad girl Bonnie, very, very bad," I said as I ran my hand caressingly over one firm cheek and then trailed it down her crack.
"It hurts... and I wasn't bad," she complained.
"It's supposed to Mrs. Wright, you were a very bad girl," I answered as my hand rose and fell five times in succession. Hard blows. The sharp slapping sound of my palm landing on her ass sounded like rifle shots as they echoed around the room.
"Bastard!" she moaned between groans. My middle finger found the puckered hole and I tentatively pushed the tip in.
"DON'T," she ordered but I knew I'd broken her. In fact I almost couldn't believe how easy it'd been. The woman I'd dreamed of for weeks but had been in awe of, now bent and trembling in my lap. I slid my finger farther down her crack and then under. Her slit was wet. A married woman's pussy. I pushed my finger into another man's property. Penetrated her. She groaned.
"Please, it's wrong, so wrong, don't Tommy," she begged. Which only earned her five more sharp blows. She had to know I meant business. She cried out each time my palm landed. There were tears in Mrs. Wright's eyes when I finally pushed her off my lap and down onto her knees between my legs.
"I swear, you'll never see Kris again," she threatened as she sobbed. "I'll tell Greg, your parents... the police... yes I'll report you ... you'll go to jail..." There was a wildness in Mrs. Wright's eyes as she raved.
"For spanking a bad woman?" I had one hand in her short blond hair as I talked, holding her so she couldn't escape. "An innocent high school boy seduced by a sex crazed married woman?" I knew that I couldn't stop now -- I'd already gone too far. I knew that all our futures depended on me completely breaking her.
"I didn't seduce you ... you're a monster," she accused.
"A poor boy made to do dirty things by his girlfriend's mother."
"I did nothing," she denied.
"I'll tell the police how you touched me, my penis."
"That's disgusting," she answered as her eyes flicked downward to my cock which was clearly outlined through my pants.
"I'll tell everyone that you said that your husband couldn't satisfy you. That you said his cock wasn't big enough for you."
"LIAR!" she yelled.
"That you said you craved my cock, my big cock. I'll tell them that you watched Krissie and I when we made love--"
"You're sleeping with Kristine?"
"As if you didn't know! I'll tell them that you told me that you were better than your daughter, that you could show me things, do things for my big cock--"
"Shut up!" she hissed.
"That you loved big cocks in your cunt."
"That's disgusting. I don't! You're just a boy."
"That you liked to be spanked," I continued, ignoring her outburst. "And then when I'd done what you'd asked, after I'd spanked your naked bum--"
"STOP!" she howled. There was desperation and tears in her blue eyes.
"That after I'd spanked your bum until it was bright red you slipped down off my lap and then knelt between my legs. That you touched me through my pants before you lowered my zipper and pulled my penis out."
"I won't, never," she declaimed as she looked up into my eyes.
"Yes, I'll tell your husband that you said it was much bigger than his, much nicer, that it felt soooo good when it was inside you," I said as I undid the button at my waist and then lowered my zipper. She watched as I lifted my rear and quickly pushed my pants and boxers down my thighs.
"Oh my gawd," Mrs. Wright moaned as my freed penis slapped angrily upward against my stomach.
"How his wife kissed its head before she slipped her hungry lips over it."
"I won't!" she insisted, then added, "no one could swallow it."
"Krissie can," I lied.
"Krissie sucked you? All of it?" There was awe mixed in with her disbelief.
"Yes," I said as I reached for her left hand. Once I'd captured it I pulled it toward my shaft.
"No," she said as I forced her fingers to open and then placed them around my penis. My other hand pulled her head towards the drop of precum that was precariously perched on the tip of my cock. For second after second her eyes flicked from my penis to my eyes and back.
"I'll tell my parents, and the police, that you said that you loved sucking high school boys. That I wasn't the first."
"You're a monster," she accused, then seconds later her tongue flicked out and captured the precum just as it was about to drop.
"Kiss it," I ordered as I released my hold on her hair. Freed, she did nothing to escape!
"You're forcing me, aren't you?" she asked as she looked up into my eyes. I knew she wanted to.
"Yes Mrs. Wright I am, now lick it."
"You'll spank me again if I don't, won't you?"
"Hard," I promised as I moved my hand back onto her head. Then slowly pulled her forward.
"I can't stop you can I? You're too strong." I nodded in reply as her lips tentatively reached to kiss my cock. Then her tongue darted out and slowly and moistly circled my cockhead.
"I hate you," she hissed.
"Krissie's better," I told her as my penis was engulfed.
And then my cell phone rang. My hand tightened on the back of Bonnie's head, holding her in place, as I pulled the phone from my pocket and flipped it open. Mrs. Wright's tongue was still working as she looked up and watched me.
"Hi hon," I said after recognizing the caller. "Where are you anyway? I've been waiting for you for like twenty minutes." I'd put a peeved off tone in my voice. Her mother's tongue continued to swirl around my cockhead.
"I'm sorry, our practice just ended," my cheerleader girlfriend answered down the line.
"We've gotta get that school project done," I chided as I watch her mother try to swallow even more of my penis.
"Are you at home?"
"No, at your house, your mom let me in. She fed me some cookies and then started questioning me."
"She did? About what?"
"You know, mother's questions. I've been getting the fifth degree. She wanted to know what we've been doing ... whether we've been doing it," I said as I pulled her mother even farther down on me.
"She wanted to know if we're doing it? Oh my gawd! What'd you say?"
"I told her that her daughter's a sex maniac ... that you never leave me alone. That you're always touching my cock. I told her you love to suck me, that we fuck at least twice a day," I answered in a teasing tone.
"Hah! You're the sex maniac," my girlfriend accused. "Where is she anyway?"
"She was hungry ... she's getting something to eat," I told my girlfriend as I watched her mother struggle to get more of me into her mouth.
"She can't hear you can she?"
"As if," I said with a laugh. "Hey Mrs. Wright, I'm going to fuck your daughter when she gets home from cheerleading practice." I winked down at her mom.
"Shut up you idiot, she might hear you," my girlfriend cautioned down the line. Her mother, her eyes angry and boring into mine, was now bobbing up and down on my shaft. Her daughter had never got as much in her mouth. I could feel the pressure building in my balls and knew I was close.
"Besides Tommy Campbell," Krissie added, "we don't have time to make love today... we've got homework to do."
"We'll see," I said ominously as my cock bucked and sent a thick strand of cum deep into her mother's throat. Then I snapped the phone shut as the spasms of ecstasy that were shaking me propelled my cream into Bonnie's mouth. "Ohhhhhhhh fuck," I cried as my cock continued to spit my sperm into her sucking mouth.
"You're a pervert," Mrs. Wright finally spat out after I'd finished. A sticky strand of my spunk hung from a corner of her mouth and down across her chin.
"You're the one sucking her daughter's boyfriend's cock," I answered.
"I hate you."
"Do you want to watch us?"
"Watch what? I want you to go home ... I never want to see you again."
"Liar," I laughed. I knew I had her where I wanted. The rest would be easy.
"You're a horrid boy," she hissed.
"I'm going to leave her bedroom door open when she gets home. She'll tell you we're going to be studying. I'll put her on the bed so you'll be able to see her in the mirror ... she won't be able to see you. You can stand in the hall in the dark and watch us."
"You're crazy. What's happened to you? I won't watch ... I'll tell her I don't want you two alone in her bedroom. I don't want you dating Krissie any more."
"You want me for yourself, don't you? You want me to fuck you."
"Don't talk dirty, you used to be a nice boy," Mrs. Wright hissed.
"She'll be home soon, you better wash your face," I told her as I slowly stuffed my cock back into my pants. "Your saliva, the saliva you slobbered on me, will pave the way for me, lubricate me as I fuck your little girl," I promised.
2 -- November 2007, Six Months Earlier
The Wrights liked me. In fact they always had. They'd been elated the day their daughter told them she'd dropped her old boyfriend and was going out with me.
Growing up together on the same suburban block, children of two men who were business partners, children of couples who'd become best friends, I think it had always been assumed, or at least hoped for, that Kristine and I would go out together when we grew up. From the time we'd been five year old kindergarten students we'd heard the comments from our parents and their friends, the, 'oh don't they look so cute together' kind of stuff. And we'd genuinely liked each other. Played and laughed together all our lives.
But of course, once we'd reached the boyfriend/girlfriend stage, as the hormones were exploding in our young bodies, we'd rebelled. For four years we'd resisted, warily watching the other even as we explored our awakening sexual desires as we dated others.
But there was always a certain sexual electricity between us as we grew older. A just suppressed hunger that was continually fueled by the daily interaction between our two families. No matter whom we were dating we were always aware of who the other was seeing, dating, fucking.
Then one day six months earlier we'd both stopped pretending. As eighteen year old high school seniors we were finally ready to admit the truth. It had just taken one question from Kristine. "Where's Jacqui?" she'd asked, referring to my current girlfriend, after she'd run into me in the school hallway late one afternoon.
"We broke up," I answered on the spur of the moment, a completely untrue statement. At least it had been until I'd uttered it.
"You have?"
"She dropped me, said I'm not good enough for her," I said.
"Yeah right! Is she craaaazy?" exploded from her lips. I casually shrugged my shoulders. Then a suspicious smile crossed her lips. "I'll bet it was you, you dropped her, didn't you?" she accused.
"There's this other girl ... I keep thinking about her," I stammered, pretending. I hadn't planned any of this but suddenly knew where it was going.
"Who? Gwen? April? Liz?"
"She's smarter than Jacqui. Cuter. Better looking. More fun to talk to. Smarter. Sexier."
"Who is it?" my curious neighbor couldn't help asking.
"She's got a boyfriend," I said, a touch of sadness in my voice.
"Does she know? Did you tell her? If she knew she'd--"
"She'd what?"
"She'd be lucky," my friend said wistfully.
"She has great breasts too."
"She does? Great how?"
"Uh huh. And she lives on my street too."
I could see the wheels turning as Kristine ran through all the possibilities on our street. "No she doesn't," she finally announced with absolute confidence.
"She's tall ... beautiful long legs ...blond hair ...hangs right down to her waist ... the prettiest blue eyes ... funny little nose," I said as I ran my eyes slowly over Krissie's body. "I dream of her all the time."
"A funny nose?" There was a grin now on Krissie's lips. She knew.
"Uh huh. Great nipples too."
"You've never seen my nipples!"
"You were about four, you didn't want to keep your bathing suit on—"
"Ha, Ha!" She was beaming.
I grinned back.
"So, do you want to walk home together?" she finally asked after seconds of silence.
"Where's Will?" I asked, referring to her then current beau.
"I broke up with him ... just today," my neighbor lied as she took my hand in hers.
"Good," I said as we started to walk down the deserted hallway. It had been as simple as that. By the time we arrived at her house we were going steady.
Her parents and her younger sister had been in the Wright kitchen working at preparing dinner when we'd marched in twenty minutes later that afternoon. Her family was always happy to see me and welcomed me warmly. Mr. Wright, who had no son of his own, was especially happy any time I dropped over.
"Can Tommy stay for dinner," Kris asked her mom.
"Of course he can," Mr. Wright answered happily, the prospect of a dinner table conversation with another male present irresistible.
"Oh, by the way, we're dating now, Tommy and I that is," Kris said simply. Both her parents' eyes opened wide in surprise.
"Oh my gawd," her little sister Mandy blurted, then added as she ran from the room, "Wait til Gail hears this." Gail, my younger sister, was her best friend.
"Finally," Mrs. Wright said, an unbelievably wide smile on her lips.
"Have you told your parents?" Mr. Wright asked me as he shook my hand. If I had asked him at that second if I could marry his daughter he would have said yes.
So my parents and sister were summoned to join us for dinner, and they were as delighted as the Wrights.
And when Krissie's little sister asked between courses, "When are you two getting married?" everyone at the table looked at us expectantly.
"Hah, who knows, I may not even like him. Besides, next year when I'm in college I won't be dating high school boys," my new girlfriend said dismissively. But no one at the table was fooled. It was just a question of time as far as they all were concerned.
The next day we'd made love for the first time. And we hadn't stopped in the six months since. It was better than great. We both knew we'd been made for each other. For both of us it was different from anything we'd ever experienced before. So much fucking better!
It was love. And sex. Great sex. We were both happy as we planned our future life together. We both wanted kids. We'd even discussed getting married as soon as we graduated. Why wait we'd both asked ourselves.
So what had brought me to a point where I'd wanted her mother? Why had I taken her over my knee and spanked her? Why had I forced her to her knees and made her service me with her mouth? Suck my cock.
It's not easy to explain. Something happened, something changed in the way I looked at Mrs. Wright. She'd always been just a neighbor, an adult. My mom's friend, Krissie's mom, dad's partners wife. Just another adult.
Had I ever thought of her in a sexual context growing up? Looking back I realize I must have, she was a beautiful woman. But if I did, and I don't really recall it, it was just background sexual noise that was drowned out by the sexual feelings I'd had for the more legitimate and likely targets of a horny teenager.
Was it her fault? Certainly she hadn't planned anything. She hadn't set out to seduce her daughter's boyfriend. She'd been happy with her life, with her husband. But a subtle change had occurred in her attitude towards me. Something happened in the weeks after I'd started dating her daughter.



It started with simple looks. I'd lift my eyes and catch her watching me. Catch her with a look in her eyes that was new. An interest. It took me a while to interpret it as sexual interest but it finally dawned on me. I responded in kind. I liked it. It was exciting that my girlfriend's mom was attracted to me. Strange but exciting. Anyway I wasn't planning on doing anything about it.
And then there was the physical contact. A mother's hug. A kiss on the cheek of her daughter's boyfriend. A soft breast suddenly pushed against my arm. A soft hand caressing my hair. Normal day to day contact that suddenly was something more.
Again I responded. A hug held seconds longer than expected. A kiss that she'd expected on her cheek instead brushed her lips. A hand on her shoulder. We said nothing as we lured the other. We fucked each other with our eyes.
And so a desire was slowly awakened. She morphed in my eyes from just another adult into a sexy woman. She started to appear in my dreams. She triggered wet dreams. I'm not sure what was happening in her brain. How she was rationalizing it.
And the fact that she was married, that she was another man's wife, somehow added a taboo excitement that was unlike the desire I felt for her daughter. I realized I wanted her in part because she was married.
And so it had finally gotten to the point where I'd simply taken her. Spanked her. Pushed my cock into her mouth. Assaulted her. And after having mastered her I knew I was going to fuck her. Even though I still loved her daughter... it was wrong...
3 -- 4:07 p.m. May 27th 2008
And so, five minutes after I'd spurted my creamy sperm into her mother's mouth, my girlfriend, the girl I'd been going with for six months, and making love to for almost as long, arrived home and found her mom and her boyfriend in the family den. Everything looked normal.
"Hi mom, hey you," Kris said as she walked over and gave me a hug.
Taller than her mom by about two inches, at five foot, nine inches tall, her body still had the coltish quality of a female who was on the cusp of full ripeness. She hadn't quite attained her mother's lush roundness.
After a minute or two of conversation with her mom Kris excused us, explaining we had a school project to do. I winked at her mom before we turned to go. Then Kris turned back and asked, "Can Tommy stay for dinner mom?"
"If he has to," she answered, a scowl on her face.
***
"We can't," Krissie protested once we were in her bedroom and I'd pulled her against me. "We've got to study, really Tommy, I'm serious," she said as my hands found her rear and pulled her tighter against me.
"I'm hard," I said needlessly, she couldn't help but feel my urgency.
"You're always hard," she protested but lifted her arms up as I pulled the sweater up over her head. Groaned softly when I unsnapped her bra.
"Your nipples are hard too, hard little pebbles," I said as I cupped and caressed her firm teenage breasts.
"She'll hear," Krissie complained even as her fingers worked the buttons on my shirt and then the button and zipper on my pants.
"Sex maniac," I accused as my girlfriends soft fingers found my cock.
"You are. Yuck, it's sticky," she complained as she softly moved her palm up and down my shaft.
"You make me sticky," I answered as I lifted her and carried her to the bed. I laid her on her Queen Size bed at an angle so that she couldn't see the mirror or the door I'd left open a crack.
"Now don't make any noise, we don't want your mommy investigating," I directed as I knelt between her legs and then slowly lowered my mouth to her sex.
"Ohhhh Tommy," she groaned as my tongue found her clit. Looking up I found my girlfriend with her head back, her mouth open, her eyes on the ceiling as I slowly licked up and down her slit. Then flicking my eyes upward I caught a movement reflected in the mirror. Mrs. Wright! Bonnie's watching her daughter get eaten!
I was already hard but found myself in no rush. My ejaculation into her mom's mouth just minutes before had taken the hard, urgent edge off. I took my time, delighting in the cries of pleasure my probing tongue produced. Her hands held my head against her sex.
She was thrashing wildly when her first orgasm washed over her and spilled out onto my lapping tongue.
"Hurry," she urged after I'd sat up and knelt between her legs. "Please Tommy," she pled as I slid my cockhead up and down her moist slit. I realized as I teased her that I wanted her screaming!
"Hurry and do what?" I kidded. I could see her mom now clearly reflected in the mirror. I smiled at her before positioning my cockhead at her daughter's gate. Then I lifted it up and down in a mock wave to the woman who'd just swallowed it.
"Fuck me," she cried as her fingers reached for my cock. I pushed inside. Deep. And hard. Her mother's eyes were locked on my penis as it disappeared inside her groaning daughter.
My hips started to thrust in and out rhythmically. Krissie started to yell. I watched Mrs. Wright in the mirror. She had her dress raised and her hand was working urgently inside her panties as I continued to fuck her daughter. I'd never been so excited... so hard!
My girlfriends pussy was like a boiling cauldron when my penis finally erupted and bathed her insides with my hot sperm.
***
"Do you think she heard?" Kristie asked between panting breaths minutes later. We were both covered in a sheen of sweat.
"You were howling like a bloody banshee, of course she heard," I answered as I gently ran my hand over her heaving breasts.
"What if she says something?"
"Like what? She knows we're doing it."
"Still Tommy--"
"She and your dad must make lots of noise when they're doing it. What's the difference?"
"No they don't."
"Your sexy momma doesn't scream out when your daddy's fucking her." Looking up I caught movement reflected in the mirror. Mrs. Wright was still hanging around.
"That's gross."
"Why? It's just sex. If they hadn't done it we wouldn't be here. You should hear my mom scream," I answered.
"You've heard them? They do it when you're home?"
"Sure, they're going at it all the time. Don't your parents?"
"I don't know... I mean they must do it but..."
"But what?" I asked.
"Well ... they're old."
"Hell your moms only thirty-six, she's hot, I'd fuck her," I said as I trailed a finger down her slit, picking up a thick drop of my cum that was still oozing out. I winked at her mom in the mirror.
"That is so disgusting. She's my mom you pervert!" I pushed my cum covered finger between her lips.
"So? If I was your dad I'd be fucking her day and night. I'd have her screaming."
"Perv."
"Did you ever dream of doing it with your dad?"
"Are you crazy? That's sick."
"Does your dad have a big penis?"
"How should I know?"
"I've dreamt of my mom... of doing it with her," I admitted.
"You haaaaave?"
"To your mom too. I'll bet my cocks bigger than your dad's."
"PIG!"
"You and your mom in bed with me ... naked... licking me... sucking my cock. Your dad watching."
"You're such a sicko," Kristie accused even as her hand reached for and then circled my again hard shaft.
"Would you really mind if I fucked her?" I asked as I thrust deep inside her.
"Do you really want to?" she gasped. I sensed she was excited at the idea as I was.
"Yes," I finally told her five minutes later as I pulled my softening and dripping cock out of her pussy.
4 -- 6:15 p.m. May 27th 2008
"You're eating here more often these days than you do at your own house," Mr. Wright, Greg, teased when Krissie and I arrived at the table twenty minutes later. I'd just spent the last hour and a half making love to his daughter and he didn't have a clue. And if he had he wouldn't have minded, he'd already decided I was the perfect husband for his little girl. My cum was sliding down her thighs.
"It's because Mrs. Wright is such a good cook," I said as I bowed towards his wife before I took my seat at the table. I watched him, wondering what he'd think if he knew what I'd shoved into his wife's mouth earlier that afternoon. If he knew my sperm was swirling around her stomach. I was tempted to tell him.
"Don't let your mom ever hear you say that young man," he said good-naturedly.
"Yup Mr. Wright, one of these days, I'm going to have to cook up a special treat for Mrs. Wright, pay her back for everything." As I spoke I slipped my left foot over until it touched Mrs. Wright's foot.
"Krissie's a good cook too," her little sister interrupted.
"Yes she is," I agreed as I let my right foot drift onto my girlfriend's calf. We ate dinner. I played footsie throughout with both of them. Greg Wright was oblivious to what I was doing. In one way I felt bad about what I'd done, about what I was going to do. But I also couldn't help but feel a little bit of contempt for him too. Shit, his wife had sucked me off and here he was feeding me.
***
"We've got to go daddy," Kissie's sister Mandy insisted twenty-five minutes later as she pushed the empty dessert plate away from her.
"I'm coming too," my girlfriend said.
"The cake was great Mrs. Wright," I said as I licked my lips.
"You girls have to help your mom clean up before we go," Mr. Wright instructed. He'd earlier agreed to take his younger daughter to the Apple store to buy her an I-Pod. I knew Krissie wanted to go so she could continue her campaign for a new computer.
"You guys go, I'll help your mom," I said as I stood and then started to clear the table. Mr. Wright protested my offer but within two minutes his two daughters had him out the door.
"You don't have to, I can do it," Bonnie said when I arrived in the kitchen carrying a second load of dirty dishes. She was standing at the sink, her hands immersed in the soapy water.
"You can do it can you?" I asked as I moved up behind her and circled her waist with my arms.
"Stop ... we can't."
"But you just said you could do it," I answered as I moved my hands upward until they were cupping her full breasts. Rounder and softer breasts than her daughters.
"I didn't mean that! Please Tommy," she pled. I pinched her nipples in reply as I pulled her back against me.
"Did you like watching?" I asked as I caressed her. My prick was hard.
"I didn't watch."
"Liar!" I pinched her nipples a little harder. Pulled them. Stretched them.
"That hurts," she groaned as I ground my cock into her bum.
"Watching your daughter get fucked," I whispered into her ear. "Touching yourself while my cock was in Krissie's cunt."
"I didn't!"
"She's noisy isn't she? When she has a big cock in her."
"I hate you."
"She said you never make any noise when your husband fucks you."
"She didn't say that."
"She said Greg has a small prick."
"No she didn't, she said she'd never seen it."
"You listened to every word didn't you?"
"No I didn't."
"So Bonnie, is it as big as mine?"
"You're disgusting."
"Did you hear what I told her," I asked.
"No."
"That I wanted to fuck you, fuck her mom. It excited her." My hands moved downward as I talked, down across her stomach, then over her hips and down her thighs. Then I let them creep up under her skirt. After pushing her panties aside I slipped a finger inside her. She was sopping wet.
"DON'T!"
"I'll make you cum," I promised as I used my other hand to undo my zipper.
"They'll be back soon, we don't have time," Bonnie cried as I ran my thick cock over her bum. "Please Tommy."
"Turn around."
"Why? I don't want to." In answer I pulled her hands out of the water and quickly turned her so she was facing me. Then I forced her hands back behind her and back down into the water.
"Leave them there," I ordered.
"What are you going to do?" I started to undo the buttons on her dress instead of answering.
"Don't... Pleeeease Tommy."
"I want to see your breasts," I replied as I pushed the straps of her dress down off her shoulders. Then I quickly unsnapped her bra. Her full, pink capped tits tumbled out.
"You can't!"
"Why? Do you think your husband would mind? " I asked as my palms took possession of her breasts. "They're so beautiful," I crooned into her ear.
"They're not. And Greg's always been good to you. He's treated you like a son," she argued as I massaged her now erect little nubs. Her nips were thicker than Krissies but shorter.
I knew it was true. I knew that it was wrong to do what I was planning to do. But there was another feeling growing in me. It was more than simply having sex with a beautiful woman. It was the excitement at knowing I was going to possess another man's wife.
"It's his fault," I growled.
"His fault?" Bonnie asked, her incredulity clear.
"If he can't protect his own wife, can't satisfy her--"
"He can" she protested.
"Not like I will," I started just as the lights from a car turning into the driveway splashed across the curtained kitchen window.
"Oh my gawd, they're back already, let me go," Bonnie squealed franticly but I continued to caress her breasts. Breasts that were fuller and rounder than her daughter's still growing young beauties. "Please Tommy," she pled. I let my hands drop to my sides.
"Kiss it," I ordered.
"We don't have time," Bonnie cried as she struggled to reattach her bra. I let her. Then I let her button up her dress even while keeping her hemmed in with my body. My cock was poking her.
"Put it away ... hurry."
"Kiss it first," I insisted as we heard the car doors open.
"Don't let them see it," she begged. I simply waited until she bent down and kissed the tip of my cock. Then I let her tuck me away just as the front door opened.
"I'm going to fuck you Mrs. Wright," I whispered, then turned to greet my girlfriend.
***
A half hour later the two girls, their mom and I were in the Wright den watching TV. Mr. Wright had excused himself, saying he had work to do after young Amanda had won the remote and insisted we had to watch some show on Animal Planet.
"It's about orangutans, it's a series ... we always discuss it in science class the next day," Amanda explained as she settled herself on the floor in front of the TV. I was happily ensconced between her mom and sister on the couch in the room whose only illumination came from the flickering screen. I put an arm around each of them as Mandy gave us a running commentary on what was happening on the screen.
"That's Jasper, he's what they call the Alpha male of the pack."
"The what?" I asked as I let my right hand drift down onto the edge of Krissie's breast. She quickly checked her mom but then said nothing when her mother seemed oblivious to what I was doing.
"He's the strongest, the biggest, he's the big boss, they all have to obey him," Mandy explained.
"Like me," I said with a laugh. "The man in charge of the women." Krissie gave me a quick elbow but then nestled back into my side. I cupped her breast and then squeezed it. My other hand started to caress her mother's hair.
"He's in charge of everyone. Even the other males, they have to obey him," Mandy said without looking back. On the screen in front of us the big male orangutan was mounting one of the females.
"That's so gross," Krissie announced when the orangutan started to pump his hips, pushing his monkey prick into her. He quickly finished and pulled out.
"I don't think Mandy should be watching this Mrs. W, this has to be an Adult's Only show," I said, knowing I'd get a rise out of the almost fifteen year old.
"Its natural science Mr. Smarty Pants," Mandy said in the most superior tone of voice a girl her age could manage.
"Look Mrs. Wright, he's doing it with someone else now," I said in mock horror as the screen showed the orange monkey mounting another female.
"Maybe you shouldn't be watching dear," her mother started.
"They're monkeys mother! Its how they're made, don't you know anything? He sleeps with all the females in the family," the exasperated teen spat out as she continued to watch the screen.
"He sleeps with all of them? Even his sisters? His mother? His daughters?" I asked. My hand moved down onto Mrs. Wright's breast.
"They're in the wild. That's what monkeys do. He wants all the baby orangutans to be his. That's how it works."
"Jasper the monkey gets to sleep with his girlfriend's mother," I whispered into Krissie's ear, then kissed her.
"Perv," she whispered back but as she turned she saw my hand cupping her mom's tit.
"It's late, I gotta go," I told my girlfriend whose mouth had opened wide in disbelief. "I'm not watching any more of this weird monkey business. C'mon, give me a kiss," I insisted, then covered my girlfriend's lips with mine.
"It's not weird," young Mandy insisted, her eyes still on the screen.
"Bye Mandy, night Mrs. Wright," I said as I turned to Krissie's mother. Then I lowered my lips onto hers. Tongued Bonnie as her daughter watched.
Then, before either of them had recovered, I was up and out of the room without another word.
5 -- 12:15 p.m. May 28th 2008 High School - the next day
"Are you fucking crazy? What if Mandy had seen? Or if Daddy had come back into the room?" Krissie demanded. I'd succeeded in avoiding her all morning but at lunchtime she'd finally cornered me in the school cafeteria.
"The orangutans excited me."
"Idiot! They're fucking monkeys. Who do you think you are, Tarzan the ape-man? You touched her breast. Tongued her."
"Well you told me your dad didn't satisfy her."
"I never said that," my girl protested loudly enough that heads rose all around the cafeteria.
"Maybe we better discuss it somewhere else," I suggested as I nodded towards the surrounding listeners.
***
"I said they didn't make lots of noise, not that he didn't satisfy her," Kris hissed at me five minutes later. We were walking across the school baseball diamond. She'd refused to let me hold her hand.
"I think she wants me."
"Are you crazy? She's happily married."
"She's just like her daughter. Horny! Wants a big cock in her."
"She's not. And if you think I'm going to allow it--"
"Call me Jasper," I teased as I grabbed her and pulled her against me.
"Stop it!"
"Can you feel Jasper the orangutans big cock?" I teased. "It's nice and big for little Krissie."
"You're so sick," she said but made no effort to escape my grasp. In fact she even wriggled a little closer.
"We can do it behind the stands," I whispered between kisses.
"Someone might see," she protested but couldn't hide her excitement.
"Me Tarzan, you Jane," I said, then released her and beat my chest. Krissie fled laughing. But I caught before she got to first base. Then released my "bat" and managed to hit a home run in the infield...
When we'd finally finished I looked up and saw the school gardener standing by the outfield fence, his hand working urgently inside his pants. Pervert.
6 -- Wednesday, June 4th 2008 A week later
"How'd you get in?"
"I have a key ... in fact I think it was your husband who gave it to me."
"You should be in school."
"I should be in you," I said as I moved purposely across the room. "Mr. Wright did give me the key. He said I was welcome anytime. That the Wright door would always be open for me. You're door."
"That's not what he meant. I want you to go home immediately," she ordered. Instead I picked her up in my arms.
"He knows you're frustrated, that you need a real man. That's why he gave it to me."
"We can't, it's wrong, he didn't want you to do it," Bonnie Wright protested as I carried her towards her bedroom. Towards the bed she normally shared with her husband Greg.
Seconds later, laughing, I dropped her in the middle of her bed. "Take off your clothes," I ordered as I let the knapsack I'd been carrying slip off my shoulders.



"I won't. Krissie loves you, you'll break her heart," her mother implored. She was lying on her back, her legs spread and her panties exposed as her dress rode up her thighs.
"Krissie will have to share me," I answered as I pulled my t-shirt over my head. Shirtless I turned to my backpack.
"What are you doing?" she asked when I pulled the tripod and the video camera from my pack.
"I'm going to film us."
"Are you crazy? You can't," she protested as she watched me set up the camera.
"Our first time together." I pushed the 'record' button.
"I love my husband, I won't," she promised as I unzipped and then shucked the jeans and boxers I'd been wearing. "It's wrong." I simply walked towards the bed. My cock was engorged with blood.
"Come here," I ordered. When she cowered back against the headboard I simply grabbed her ankles and pulled her back toward me. Then I quickly reached between her legs and ripped the white cotton boy shorts from her loins. Her wispy triangle of blond pubic hair couldn't hide the pink, inviting gash of her sex. Her vaginal lips were already puffed wide in anticipation.
"Don't!" she protested as she watched me climb up onto the bed and push her knees apart. Holding her hips down I slowly brought my erection towards her sex.
"It's too big," she cried as my cockhead pried her nether lips apart. "Aaaaaaaaaaahhhhhh," she groaned when my shaft split her.
She's a married woman... someone else's wife I chastised myself as my penis forced itself inside her. Greg's wife! She was as tight, hell, even tighter than her daughter. But she was wet with excitement. I pushed more inside. Then more.
"Tommy, we shouldn't," Bonnie said softly even as she spread her legs wider.
"Should I stop?" I asked. I stopped moving my hips and looked deep into her eyes.
"Yes," my girlfriend's mother answered but the way she wrapped her legs around my back belied her words.
I slowly pulled my hips backward until I'd eased all but the fat head of my cock from her. Her heels slammed down on my butt. "Say it," I demanded as I locked eyes with her.
Second after second she met my gaze until she suddenly dropped her eyes and whispered, "Fuck me."
"Fuck you?" I asked.
"YES! FUCK ME," she demanded as she lifted her hips upward off the bed. I smashed downward and filled her with one deep thrust.
"Aaaaaaaaaaah!" Krissie may have never heard her mom make any noise during sex before but the next five minutes proved she was as excitable and as loud as her daughter. Her moans, her groans, her shrieks of pleasure echoed from one end of the house to the other as I pounded inside her.
And then my cock flooded her with my sperm as her orgasm spasmed through her body. I was in her husbands bed... and in his wife.
***
"It hurt," Bonnie whispered. She was lying on her back, her legs splayed wide apart, my cum leaking from her vagina.
"Liar." I turned on my side and lightly caressed her hair. "You're a beautiful little slut Mrs. Wright," I said reverentially as I let my fingers slide down her cheek and then farther down onto her breast.
"I'm not," she started but my lips found hers before she could say another word. Our tongues explored.
"Touch me," I encouraged when our lips had finally separated.
"I don't want to," she protested even as her hand slipped between our bodies. "My god, you're already hard again," she said when her fingers circled my penis.
"You make me big," I said as I rolled her over onto her stomach. I moved my palm possessively over her ass as I moved between her legs. "Lift your bum, get on your knees," I instructed as I ran a finger up her crack.
"No, not there... you're too big ... I don't do that," Bonnie protested as I slipped a pillow under her stomach.
"You don't like it here?" I asked as I moved my middle finger against her puckered anus.
"NO!"
"Greg doesn't make love to your ass?" I asked as I pushed my finger deep inside her.
"Noooooo! Please Tommy! Fuck my pussy ... my--"
"Your cunt?"
"Yes!"
"Are you sure?"
"Yes, fuck me ... fuck me with your big cock ... hurry."
"Is it bigger than your husbands?" I pumped my finger insistently in and out of her bum.
"Yes ... much bigger ... please Tommy... fuck Bonnie...I need it... fuck me hard."
I did! Hard, deep dogging that within seconds had her screaming in pleasure as loud as her daughter ever had when impaled on my cock. I waited for her, waited until her juicy orgasm struck before I splashed more cum inside her.
***
"Again?" she asked some time later.
"Yes," I said as I again pushed my penis into another man's wife.
"You're an animal," she accused back but in a voice that invited.
"You love it," I laughed back. We both did!
***
"It's late. They'll be home soon," Bonnie whispered. She was lying on top of me, her lips inches from mine. She was mine now.
"Tell me."
"Tell you what?" she asked. I simply waited. "I love you," she finally whispered, and then when I said nothing she added, "I love your big cock."
"Kiss it," I lured. She did.
I fucked her once more before we left her husbands bed that day. Then I joined the Wrights for dinner. And I knew as I ate that it should have been I who was sitting at the head of the table.
7 -- Thursday June 12th 2008 Krissies bedroom
"What is it?"
"A film I made," I answered as I put the DVD into the player. It was a week since I'd taken her mother.
"You want to watch a film? Now?" my girlfriend asked, her surprise clear. She was lying on her bed. Naked. She was panting. I'd just finished eating her out. We were alone in her house.
"Yes," I answered as I turned back toward the bed. My hard-on was poking out from my body.
"I don't think heee wants to watch a movie," Krissie teased as she reached out for my bouncing cock.
"We'll multitask," I answered as I hopped up on the bed next to her and then rolled her over onto her stomach. Like mother, like daughter I thought to myself as I prepared her. As I put a pillow under her stomach.
"But--"
I interrupted her with a quick firm slap on her butt. Then I moved so that my cock was resting against her crack. "We'll make love and watch a movie," I said as I grabbed my penis and directed it to her sex.
"What's the film about?" Krissie asked back over her shoulder. There was a dirty little grin on her lips.
I pushed my cock inside her moist, welcoming teenage sleeve. Then pushed play on the remote control. "About mothers and daughters ... and men who can't satisfy their wives," I whispered into her ear. The screen lit up.
"OH MY GAWD!" She started to struggle, tried to wriggle out of my embrace. I tightened my grip on her breasts and held her tight as I started to piston deep inside her. We both watched the screen, the screen that showed me fucking her mom.
Krissie's cries of pleasure and protest soon were echoed by the cries her mother was making up on the screen.
***
"I hate you."
"I love you," I answered.
"What are we going to do?"
"Probably just get married and start having babies."
"You're terrible."
"Am I?" I bent my head towards hers.
"What about mom?" my girlfriend asked just before my lips found hers.
It was twenty minutes later before we started talking again. She was lying on top of me, her erect nipples tickling my chest as she tried to hold my softening spear inside herself.
"Are you mad at me?"
"I don't know," she finally admitted. "What about Daddy?"
"If a man can't protect his property--"
"A wife isn't property," my girlfriend protested.
Ignoring her interruption I went on, "then some other man will come along and take her."
"That's crazy."
"You're both my property now," I promised.
"Ha, ha." And then, as we lay silently contemplating each other, a new and surprising thought suddenly appeared in my brain. Krissie saw something in m eyes. "What?" she asked.
"Nothing ... it's nothing," I answered even as I examined the thought. Why hadn't my father ever made love to Mrs. Wright? In all the years they'd known each other, that they'd been friends, during all the socializing that the two couples had done. Why hadn't he? I knew he had a big cock, knew he and mom went at it all the time. Why hadn't he picked up on Bonnie's need?
8 -- Saturday June 21st 2008 the Wright house
"I want to ask you for the hand of your daughter."
"What?" I'd surprised Mr. Wright with my question. It was another ten days later. I'd slept with his wife another two times in the interim. Bonnie had succumbed easily each time I'd approached her. "But you two are both going off to University in the fall."
"I love her."
"I know you do, it's just that ... I mean, have you told your dad?"
"I wanted to ask you first," I told my future father-in-law. The man I'd cuckolded.
"Well of course we were all hoping ... Bonnie and I ... your parents ...its just that we thought you'd wait a few years. You two are so young."
"We're in love sir."
"Still--"
"How old were you when you married Mrs. Wright?" I knew she'd been seventeen and he nineteen when they'd married.
"That was different," he started but I knew as I watched him that it was going to be okay.
***
An hour later, after we'd finished off the bar-b-q steaks my dad had prepared, in front of my parents and sister, and in front of Krissie's parents and sister, I knelt in front of my love.
"What are you doing?" Krissie asked with a grin, thinking I was up to one on my crazy stunts. Then she saw the ring.
"No way," she answered after I'd proposed. But she was smiling. In fact everyone around the table was smiling.
"If she won't marry you I will," little Amanda chimed in.
"Mandy!" her mother chided.
"He'll just have to wait a few years," Krissies sister added.
"Then you'll be my sister-in-law," my little sister told her friend.
"Shut up you two," my girlfriend warned as she slipped the ring onto her finger and then embraced me.
"Remember you've got to promise to obey me," I teased after our lips had separated.
"Yeah right," simultaneously spilled in answer from the mouths of the five females present. Little did they know!
And over the next thirty minutes our families agreed on the main details. We'd marry in the summer. A late July weekend. In just five weeks. Our moms had protested they wouldn't have time to prepare everything but we simply plowed through their arguments.
We'd marry in the Wright's back yard.
"How are you going to support Krissie anyway?" her clever little sister asked after we'd agreed on all the general arrangements.
"I'll get a job."
This raised an immediate protest from the four adults present.
"They're attending University," mom quickly interjected.
"They certainly are," Greg agreed.
"College will actually be cheaper with them married," Bonnie added.
I said nothing even though I knew I wasn't going to go away for school. Neither was Krissie. I figured I'd save that news for another day.
***
"She'll be the only one? Promise me," Krissie demanded. It was later that night and I'd just snuck into her bedroom.
"Just you and your mom," I lied. I knew there was at least one other woman I'd eventually have to take.
"And you promise to never let daddy know?'
"He'll never know from me," I agreed but wondered as I uttered the words if I could keep the promise. I'd been slowly coming to realize that it would never be enough to simply take another man's wife. He also had to know. If you're going to be king of the jungle the other males have to know it. What was the point if he didn't know?
9 -- Sunday July 6th 2008
"I'm not going away to school dad," I told my father on an early July Sunday afternoon two weeks later.
"Of course you are," he answered as he lowered his beer bottle to the patio table. "Every Campbell male goes to the University of Virginia." I could see he was ready to argue this one.
"I'm going to stay here in town, get a job, take some courses at State."
"You can't. What about Kristine?" her father Greg asked from across the table. The three of us had been sitting on the patio talking baseball.
"She can go to State full time."
"Where will you work?" Greg Wright demanded.
"You're going to U.V.A.," dad insisted.
"I'm going to set up a web design and computer marketing company," I told Mr. Wright as I ignored my dad's comment. "Do for others what I did for you guys last summer." I'd spent the summer building a web site for their company and had worked part time at it all year.
"You need to get a degree first," my dad growled.
"I'll get one part time, at night."
"Bullshit."
We talked back and forth, argued really, for another hour before I finally split. I hadn't totally convinced them but they hadn't shaken my resolve either. Leaving, I knew my father and Mr. Wright well enough to know that they'd spend the next hour or so discussing the pros and cons of my plans. Knowing Krissie was off with a couple of her friends organizing last minute things for the wedding I went looking for her mom.
And found her ten minutes later. She was on her knees in her backyard garden with a trowel in her hand. A garden that was completely screened off from the neighbor houses by a thick wall of foliage. I unzipped as I walked towards her. She looked up when I was five feet away from her.
"Are you crazy?" my future mother-in-law screeched.
"Yes, you make me crazy," I agreed as I grasped my rapidly hardening penis in my palm.
"Greg's in the house!"
"He's over at our place. Dad and he are deep in discussion, they're discussing my future," I answered. "You're so beautiful," I intoned as I reached with my free hand to caress her hair.
"Krissie could come out," her mother hissed.
"She already knows," I said as I ran my cockhead lightly across her lips.
"She does?" I pushed my penis between her lips before she could say another word. Then I put both of my hands on the back of her head. Her tongue started to move.
"It excites her to know you and I are doing it," I said, then was silent as I let her mouth work my cock for minutes before finally pulling away from her. I wanted to fuck her.
"Not here," she cried as I undid the denim jean shorts she was wearing. After I'd exposed her I pushed her down on her back onto the rich soil she'd just trowelled.
And then I pushed my hoe into the most perfect furrow God have ever designed. A furrow formed of human skin. A married woman's welcoming sheathe. She was sopping!
"I want you to have my baby," I told Bonnie when my cum started spurting deep inside her.
"I'm too old."
"You're perfect," I cooed as I started to move my hips again. "You're both going to have my babies," I promised.
10 -- Sunday July 20th 2008
"What's this?" Krissie asked as she took the proffered envelope from my dad's fingers. The two families were eating dinner together again. It was some two weeks since I'd told dad and Greg my plans to not go away for school. The wedding was scheduled for the next Saturday.
"A wedding present," dad answered.
"From all of us," Bonnie added.
"What is it?" my future wife asked.
"We thought if you weren't going away," my mother started.
"It just fell into our lap ... Mr. Conrad was transferred, they were in a big rush," Greg added.
"Mr. Conrad, our Mr. Conrad?" Krissie asked, clearly confused. The Conrad's lived two houses down from the Wrights and across the street from our house.
"We didn't want you living in some broken down student apartment," mom explained as my girlfriend opened the envelope and pulled out a deed to the Conrad's house.
My future wife screamed in joy. And then we all started to talk at once, then, laughing as the tears fell down our cheeks, we all embraced.
I hugged Greg and couldn't help but smile at the thought of how easy he was making it for me.
11 -- Saturday July 26th 2008 Wedding Day
It was a perfect July afternoon when Kristine Wright was escorted by her beaming father to an altar that had been temporarily erected in her parent's back yard. Standing waiting at the altar I couldn't help glancing at the spot just feet away where I'd planted her mother just weeks earlier. Her mother, who, at that moment, was smiling at me from the front row of the temporary seats that had been installed just that morning. My mother-in-law Bonnie, a woman who already had my child growing inside her.
And so we both dutifully said, "I do", and then kissed in front of our friends and family to seal our union. We became man and wife. I was married! We wee both ecstatic. I was a husband. At eighteen.
And then the party began. We ate. We made speeches. We smiled. Krissie and I kissed again and again to the demands of the clinking china. And then we danced. And then it happened. As I was dancing Bonnie around the dance floor that had been set on the lawn next to the pool.
I looked up and locked eyes with her across the yard. And as I smiled I saw as the quizzical expression she'd had on her face suddenly changed to knowledge. Somehow she knew! Some female intuition. I looked away from my mother as I continued to dance my mother-in-law around the room. How could she know/ I asked myself as I looked away from her now penetrating stare.
Twenty minutes later, while I was dancing with my new wife, my father cut in and left me with my mother as my partner.
"It can't be true can it?" She asked. She knew it was. I didn't answer, instead simply held her a little tighter as I led her around the dance floor.
"She seduced you? Her daughter's boyfriend? She's supposed to be our friend. I'll kill her." Her words weren't really directed at me, they were simply her thoughts that were spilling unbidden from her mouth. I continued to dance. "Is she crazy? God, what about poor Greg?"
"How'd you figure it out," I asked.
"She's a slut," my mother accused her best friend.
"It was as much my fault, I seduced her," I finally whispered in my mother's ear.
"You?" I nodded yes into her cheek. "But why?"
"It just happened."
"Just happened? But what about Kris? Your new wife for God's sake."
"She knows," I said as the song ended.
"Ohhhh Tommy," my mother groaned into my ear.
***
"You should have waited for me," my new sister-in-law, recently turned fifteen year old Mandy told me as I danced her around the room some time later.
"Well, by the time your old enough in three or four years maybe I'll be ready to trade in your sister," I teased back.
"Yeah right."
"Or maybe I'll need a second wife by then," I said with a wink.
"Sure," my new sister-in-law scoffed.
"I could be like your friend Jasper."
"The orangutan?"
"Uh huh. Doesn't he rule all the women in his family? Don't they all become his wife?"
"Ha, ha," she said as the dance ended and I released her. I watched as she walked over to my sister and whispered in her ear. Watched as they both started to giggle. They were still girls of course but dolled up as they were for the wedding you could see the beautiful women they were likely to become.
We took the family pictures at our new house. We'd already taken lots of the wedding party, with the bridesmaids and ushers and all. But we'd all wanted a group of just family shots. Krissie and her mom, with her sister, with her mom and dad, with me and her family. Then with my family. Then both families together.
A shot of Krissie and I, flanked by our mothers, then our sisters, and then at each end of the shot our fathers.
Then I banished my dad and Greg and orchestrated a shot with just me and the five females in it.
"He probably thinks he's Jasper," my sister Gail said as I clowned around among the women, directing them.
"Who's Jasper?" my mom asked.
"He's just a big monkey who thinks he's the big boss, thinks all the females have to obey him... and have to sleep with him," Amanda Wright answered. The photographer snapped a picture a second later and captured the moment for posterity. In it my little sister and Mandy are both giggling, my wife has a grin on her lips, my mother-in-law is holding her hand in front of her mouth, and next to me, my mother has a questioning look on her face.



After the camera had clicked I looked over at my mother and caught her eye. "And do they?" my mom asked. All of a sudden there was a challenge in her eyes. Ohhh fuck!
THE END
This is the end of Part 1 of Tommy Campbell's story. I'm planning a Part 2 which I hope to have out soon. It will follow Tommy and Krissie after they return from their honeymoon. Will Bonnie bear Tommy's child? What will Greg do? Will Tommy be able to resist cuckolding another man?
I'd love to know how you liked this one -- and any suggestions you might have for the sequel - please take the time to cast your vote. And I would certainly appreciate hearing your comments -- either below or send them to me by e-mail at the CONTACT tab on my profile.
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11:45 a.m., Saturday, March 14th 2009: a Freshman Dorm, Athens, Georgia
"Ronnie?" I stretched as I uttered my girlfriend's name. My eyes were still closed but I could feel her warm body snuggled next to me. On both sides. Huh? Both sides? I stretched again as I opened my right eye.
Ronnie had short blond hair today. Which my still fuzzy brain found strange since she'd always had shoulder length brown hair. So I shut my eye and lay back down against the pillow. Blond hair?
"Aaaaaaahhhh." A contented moan. It came from my left side. Turning my head I slowly peeked through my left eye. The sun was flooding into the room from somewhere beyond the naked body that was nestled against me so I again asked, "Ronnie?" before I realized that this Ronnie had long red hair. What the fuck? I fell back against my pillow and tried to go back to sleep. I liked this dream.
But it was too late, my brain was working too hard to process what my eyes had seen to go back to sleep.
And then I remembered. Veronica had gone to Atlanta to visit her aunt for the weekend. And I, a fourth year business major at the University of Georgia, finding myself alone on a Friday night, had accepted one of my buddies invites to join him at a party that his Frat had been holding.
I slowly opened my eyes again. I looked left, then right. Shit! The first year coeds! Ashley and someone, yes Kimberly's the redhead I remembered as I inspected the girl to my left. You fool I chastised myself even as visions from the night before came back to me.
You're supposed to be in a monogamous relationship ... Christ, you've been thinking about popping the question ... you bastard, you're not supposed to be doing this anymore. As these thoughts flashed through my mind my eyes hungrily raked across the cute red head to my left. Her puffy pink nipples that capped perfectly proportioned pyramids beckoned.
So I leaned over and trapped one of the beauties between my lips. Then moistly tongued it before sucking it hungrily into my mouth. Stop that my mind ordered as my fingers cupped the sleeping girls breast. My cock lazily lifted its head.
A sigh behind me momentarily took my attention away from Kimberly. I turned. Ashley, still asleep, was stretching her lithe young body like a cat. Her breasts, smaller but rounder than the cones of her friend, invited me. So I bent over her. They tasted great. I moved my fingers down across her shaven mound as memories of the night before continued to surface. I remembered how her hot little cunt had squeezed me when I'd pushed inside of her. My cock continued to grow. I slipped a finger down her slit. I could feel the sticky remnants of my last night's ejaculations as I explored her opening.
Then I felt a hand slide across my butt and slip between my legs. Fingers closed around my sack. "Hey," I protested as I looked back over my shoulder at the redhead. Her eyes were open.
"It's my turn, not hers," she insisted as she grabbed my shoulder and pulled me until I was lying on my back.
"No its not," her blond friend answered as she opened her eyes.
Kimberly ignored her as she climbed on top of me.
"I can't ... I'm finished," I protested. The three of us had been going at it half the night.
"He's not," Kimberly answered as she grabbed my penis and then adjusted herself so that my cock was rubbing against her red curls. Then she started to ride me!
*****
"You're better than Tiger Woody," Kim said with a shy grin five minutes later. I was rapidly softening as I slipped out of her.
"Much better," Ashley agreed. "Bigger too."
"Tiger Woods?" I muttered. These babes had been sleeping with Tiger Woods? "The golfer?"
"We don't play golf with him," blond Ashley replied with a grin.
"He does have a big driver though," Kimberly said, and then, as she put her fingers around my semi erect shaft, asked her friend, "Do you really think he's bigger than Tiger?"
"Definitely!" Ashley replied as she moved her hand and cupped my balls.
"Really? I'm not so sure. He's certainly thicker and he's got this nice curve," she said as she started to move her hand up and down my shaft, "but is he longer?"
"I'll prove it," the blond said, then hopped out of the bed and rushed from the room.
"Where's she going?" I asked.
"To get the Tiger," Kim replied.
These girls are fucking nuts I thought but I figured that I might as well humor them as I watched my redheaded coed dip her head and then capture my cockhead between her lips. "Where does she keep him?" I asked. My cock had sprung to attention in her mouth.
Kimberly spat me out for a second, just long enough to say, "In my bedside night table, I was the last one to use him." Then her tongue darted out and started to swirl around my thick bulb.
Drugs I thought. Major drug use has fried this poor young things brain. However her tongue certainly seemed to still know what it was doing.
"We got him just last week, FedEx delivered him," she added between moist licks.
I thought of the FedEx Cup. It had to be them I thought, hell they're the big sponsor of the PGA tour these days. What am I doing with these wacko broads I asked myself. Shit, I was almost engaged. Then I looked up.
Ashley was standing at the side of the bed and was now clad in a pair of tiger skin patterned panties. Or so it seemed. And sticking out from the crotch of said panties was an eight inch or so long, yellow and black striped pole.
"A strap-on? What are you going to do with that?" I gasped.
"An environmentally friendly one," little Ash proclaimed as she climbed up on the bed. And in doing so brought the contraption towards my face.
"Bring it here," Kim ordered her friend. "I wanta measure them side by side."
Tiger Woods is endorsing dildos now? How much money does any golfer guy need? Does Nike put their 'Swoosh' on them? What the fuck is she talking about, 'environmentally friendly'? All these questions and more cascaded through my mind as I watched Ashley move down my body and adjust herself so that 'Tiger Woody' was facing my 'Woody'.
"Don't you dare touch me with that thing," I ordered as I struggled to sit up.
"We're just comparing them, measuring them," Kimberly said while putting her hands around both my penis and 'Tiger'. She then placed them head to head.
"That's disgusting," I grumbled.
"Take it off Ash so I can put them side by side," Kimberly instructed her friend. Seconds later 'Tiger' was released from the strap-on and firmly held by the redhead. Then she placed it side by side with mine.
"I told you he was bigger," Ashley said triumphantly. Looking down my body I could easily see that I had Mr. Tiger Woody beaten in the length category.
"No wonder Axel felt so good," Kimberly answered, then tossed the dildo to the floor. "And you're going to feel good inside me again," she promised my penis, quickly kissed him, then straddled my body and brought him inside her pussy. A pussy still oozing out the sperm my last ejaculation had filled her with.
"It's my turn," Ashley protested even as Kimberly lowered herself onto me. "And you shouldn't have thrown 'Tiger' down like that. You could have hurt him." Out of the corner of my eye I watched her pick the fake cock up and then reattach him at her groin.
"First come, first served," Kim answered triumphantly. I watched as her red pubic triangle started to move up and down. I thrust upward to meet her. Then I pulled her head down and crushed her lips with mine. Our hips continued to move. Then over Kimberly's shoulder I saw Ashley positioning herself behind her friend. I actually felt it when she pushed 'Tiger Woody' into her friends bum.
I'm too old for freshmen I thought as the three of us quickly got into rhythm. Kimberly was a screamer! Tiger didn't say a word!
****
"We need a picture, actually lots of pictures," Ashley said sometime later. She was holding a small digital camera and pointing it at my cock.
"Oh no you don't," I ordered as I tried to cover my face and groin with my hands.
"Not your face silly, we just need pics of your penis for the contest," Kimberly informed.
"What contest?" I asked as I peered between my fingers.
"The dildo company is holding a contest. They want girls to send in suggestions for their next generation of penile replacements."
"No one is making a dildo out of this guy," I promised as I lifted my cock from my thigh.
"Hold Tiger Woody next to it," Ashley encouraged her friend. "So they'll see how big he is."
So I let the girls take a few shots. What could it hurt? The chances of my man getting chosen were one in a million. Or so I thought.
****
"Why is it environmentally friendly?" I asked Kimberly some hours later. I'd forgotten Ashley's earlier claim until I'd tripped over old 'Tiger Woody' on a trip back from the can. Although we'd eaten breakfast in bed and showered together, most of the previous six hours had passed in sexual play. I was finished. My cock was dead! Let Tiger do a little of the work I thought.
"What's environmentally friendly?" Kimberly asked.
"Woody here," I answered, "Ashley said something about it being-"
"It is," Ashley answered as she came into the room carrying three beers. "That's why it's so expensive."
"It's expensive?" I asked as I bent over and picked it up.
"It cost $119.00, shipping and handling included."
"What? How much? Are you two nuts?"
"But that included the strap-on contraption too," Kimberly explained. "And some of the proceeds are donated to charity."
"It's also a 'large', and came with two srcew in attachments."
"But can't you buy one of those plastic florescent purple or pink ones for like twenty bucks? Christ, how much money does Tiger Woods need anyway?" I asked innocently. Besides what did two girls like these two need with dildos anyway I wondered.
"PLASTIC?" Ashley's voice dripped with scorn.
"Do you know what harm plastic dildos are doing to the environment Mr. Business Major?" Kimberly added. She wasn't happy either.
Huh? "Plastic dildos are hurting the environment?" I was totally flummoxed by the idea.
"Do you know how many birds have died trying to swallow plastic penises?"
"Birds? Birds that fly?"
"Penguins too. And fish!" the blond declared angrily.
Were these two kidding? "How do fish come in contact with imitation cocks?" I asked once I decided they were conning me. I smiled at them to let them know I was on to them.
"They think they're lures, haven't you ever fished?" the redhead, clearly someone who'd spent some time angling in her pretty young life, asked.
"What kind of fish are lured by six or eight inch long fluorescent penises?"
"All kinds ... haven't you seen a lure before? Big fish. Dolphins."
I'd had enough. "How do dildos get in the lakes and ocean in the first place?" I asked sarcastically. I figured this would shut them up.
"Do you know how many plastic dildos were sold worldwide in 2007?" Ashley asked. I shook my head no even as I tried to guess a figure. A couple of million?
"According to the United Nations over one hundred and eighty-nine million of them Mr. Smart Guy." I still was trying to figure out how dildos could have got into the ocean when the size of the number hit me. It sounded preposterous. Who was she kidding?
"No way! How do you know that?" I challenged.
"It's reported on their website; they explain everything about the damage plastic pricks are doing to our environment."
"On whose website?" I asked even while wishing I'd never brought the subject up.
"The website of the company that manufactured Tiger Woody. They have a complete line of eco friendly penises," Kimberly explained.
"They're not penises," I protested.
"And their research shows that some one hundred million plastic penises have been thrown away each of the last five years. It's an environmental catastrophe." Ashley this time.
"And where do you think they end up Mr. Businessman?" came at me from Kimberly.
"Why would girls throw them away?" I was now definitely on the defensive.
"They end up polluting our streams and rivers and oceans," Kimberly continued. "And wait til you see the video of the poor manatees."
I love manatees! "Manatees?"
"It's sooo disgusting," Ashley said.
"Why? What's it about?"
"You'll see," she promised.
Manatees? Fish? Birds? Penguins? Killer plastic dildos? I looked over at the dildo lying on the floor. "So what the hell is this made of?" I asked as I nudged 'Woody' with my toe.
"Wood," Kimberly answered smugly.
Wood? What the hell, I thought as I looked over at the two girls. Just fuck them, one side of my brain implored. The side that was connected to my dick! But the other side of my brain couldn't shut up. "How is chopping down trees going to help the environment?" I demanded. My cock, clearly pissed off, settled back down on my thigh. "Haven't you two heard of the Brazilian rainforests and global warming?"
"We should never have brought him home," Ashley said in exasperation to her pal. "Business students just don't get it," she added as she slowly shook her head.
"We'll just have to explain it to him slowly, it's our duty as environmentalists," Kimberly answered. There was a sexy grin on her lips as she said it.
So they did! Slowly. For the next twenty-four hours. Southern girls!
Wood is biodegradable. Plastic isn't. And on and on. Sounded nuts to me but I went along with it. My cock ordered me to. That sad excuse for a piece of flesh had already forgotten the beautiful Veronica. Something about two birds in the hand was better than one off in Atlanta...
****
"You have a girlfriend don't you?" Ashley asked. I nodded. I'd just showered and was getting dressed. We'd spent something like thirty-six hours together. Naked the whole time. I was a wreck!
"Serious?" she probed.
"She's lucky," Kimberly said, then leaned into me and reached up and gave me a quick kiss.
"I'm not so sure she'd agree with that," I answered as I hugged her back.
"You're okay," the blond said wistfully.
"For a business major," her friend agreed.
We hugged. Kissed gently. I promised that I'd call. Then I turned to go.
"Hey!" I heard called when I was ten feet down the hall.
I turned back. Ashley was standing in the doorway.
"It's w w w dot succorious."
"What!"
"That's the website for the environment friendly dildos. I don't think we ever told you the address. If you want to see the manatee video..."
"Succorious? How do you spell it?" It can't be I thought.
"Their head office is in Miami," she added. What the fuck!
****
I didn't get to check out the website that Sunday night. I wanted to, wanted to badly. But unfortunately Veronica was just arriving back from her weekend away in Atlanta when I got back to my apartment. And although she was eager to immediately hop into the sack I insisted we go out and have dinner. There was no way my penis was ready for my girlfriend, especially a horny one who'd spent the weekend alone.
I wasn't very happy as we ate our pizzas and drank our beers. Or later when we were entwined in bed. Nor very proud of myself. But I went through the motions even though I knew I wasn't going to ever marry her. Or even live with her when we graduated. The past weekend had convinced me of that. But I saved telling her the bad news for another day. I had too many other things on my mind.
****
"w w w dot succorious dot com?" I asked. It was two seventeen in the morning.
"What?" I knew I'd woken Annika up. It was late Monday night.
"w w w dot succorious dot com," I repeated. I'd just spent an hour examining the site.
"Who is this?" My sister knew who it was. "It's late you idiot," she finally added after seconds of silence.
"Have you by any chance ever heard of w w w dot succorious dot com before?" I asked quietly.
"You've started your own web site? Couldn't this wonderful news have waited til morning?" She didn't hide the pout in her voice but she wasn't fooling me.
"I'm going to be home on Friday," I threatened.
"Of course you are Axel, its Spring Break," she answered.
"If, if any of my suspicions are-"
"Are you bringing that weird girl home?" my sister interrupted.
I knew she was referring to Veronica. The two hadn't exactly hit it off the one time they'd met. "She's not a weird girl," I said firmly.
"So you're bringing her?"
"She can't come this time," I answered, not willing to let my sister know that Veronica was history.
"Good," Annie answered.
"I want to talk about this succorious site," I insisted.
"You know I'm not a computer person. Talk to Bridget, she's the geek freak."
"Bridget? If you've involved Bridget in one of your schemes I'll-"
"You'll what?" Annie demanded. She didn't try to hide the challenge in her voice. Typical Annie.
"I'll, I'll-"
"I'll pick you up at the airport Friday," she said, not letting me finish my thought.
"You will?" I was suspicious.
"Then I'll tell you all about it," she promised.
"You will?"
"I love you big brother," my sister, nineteen years old and three years younger than me, said before cutting the connection.
And the rest of the night I tossed and turned, visions of my beautiful, virginal sister juxtaposed with armies of dancing dildos.
How could she possibly be selling dildos? She was a freshman at the U for crying out loud. Innocently went to Coral Gables every day to study. Or so I'd believed.
But I knew Annika definitely wasn't innocent! What the hell was mom letting her get away with I wondered as I struggled to fall asleep.
10:45 p.m., Friday, March 20th, Spring Break, Miami Beach, Florida
"Hey you," she said after we'd broken our hug. My flight from Atlanta had just landed at Miami International. As promised my sister Annika had met me. Everyone called her Annie.
"You realize I'm the only one of us whose name is still Succorious don't you?" I asked my sister once she had the car underway.
"We've decided not to discuss it tonight ... not on your first night home," sis answered sweetly. "Besides, no one knows that's your name."
"We've? Who does we've refer to?" I asked.
"All of us," she agreed.
Who else is involved I wondered as we drove towards the beach and home. Okay, she was certainly capable of talking her younger sister into something but where was mom when all this was going on. Was mom somehow involved?
"It's still the name on my passport," I protested lamely as we drove. My sister, who was capable of irritating anyone, simply ignored me.
My mother had me when she was sixteen. Rosa Bellini. A high school teen from New Jersey, the beloved daughter of an Italian/American family, a girl who'd fallen for a college exchange student from Sweden named Mats Succorious. A tall, blond guy who was studying for a masters degree in chemical engineering.
And against all odds they'd got married after mom got pregnant! Both families helped. Dad got scholarships. Mom graduated high school then started at the university. Three years later Annika was born followed a year later by the cerebral Bridget. Dad finally got his Doctorate the year mom graduated with a B.A. I was six years old. Axel Roderick Succorious.
So what happened? Why didn't we all live happily ever after?
Well, Sweden happened. Snow and cold happened. Dad's family happened. Father, with his doctorate in hand, had job offers galore. California beckoned. It beckoned mother anyway. Instead he accepted a job in Stockholm. Working for Erikson. One brutally cold winter was all it took to drive Mother back to America. And we returned with her. A trial separation was how they described it at the time.



It was an amicable divorce. Mom wanted to live in America and dad Sweden. It was as simple as that. He continued to help support us. After six months back in the States mom moved us lock, stock and barrel to South Florida. Her year in Sweden had convinced her she never wanted to live in the cold weather again.
We kids all took moms maiden name as our surname when we moved to Florida and registered for school. Annika and Bridget had their names legally changed to Bellini a couple of years later but I'd never wanted to. I was Axel Succorious -- In fact I was the only Succorious in America. Except for w w w dot succorious. Which sold wooden penises. Ones that were apparently good for the environment.
The next morning, Saturday, March 21st, Miami Beach, Florida
"We held a meeting yesterday, before you got home," my sister announced over breakfast the next morning.
"We?" I asked between spoonfuls of Rice Krispies.
"The Board of Directors of Succorious Inc.," she added. I simply raised my eyes as I waited for more.
"We've decided to take a chance and offer you the job."
"The job?"
"It was unanimous."
"Even though you don't have any experience Axel," my younger sister Bridget added.
"And do you happen to be on the board dear sister?" I asked sarcastically.
"Yes, and I'm the Vice President of IT too," she answered proudly.
"At fifteen?"
"Ha... ha ... ha! Well maybe you haven't noticed Mr. University Student but I'm going to turn eighteen in less than two months. She pulled her shoulders back as she spoke.
But I actually had noticed the night before and again this morning. Little Bridget, the computer nerd/hacker, the tomboy who'd sported hoodies and always eschewed any makeup or attempts to pretty herself up, had, since the last time I'd seen her, suddenly developed some womanly properties.
Like breasts. Two of which were clearly pushing through the tight tank top she was wearing. And I was pretty sure she was braless underneath.
"Eighteen? You?" I scoffed as I surreptitiously checked her out.
"Mother is Vice President of Marketing," Annika announced.
"You are? You can't be," I implored as I looked over at my mother. "You can't be involved in one of Annika's crazy schemes? You didn't quit your job did you?"
"I'm the President and C.E.O.," my sister went on to add. That didn't surprise me.
"We need a C.F.O. You!" She pointed at my chest as she announced my title.
"Yeah right, I'm going to go to work for my little sister's dildo company."
****
Two hours later the four of us were sitting around a conference table in an office in an old cement block industrial building in Hialeah. Impossible for me to ignore was the glass fronted display case on the wall opposite which displayed, under lights, the current line of products of Succorious Inc.
Annika had just spent the previous fifteen minutes giving me a rundown on each member of the line. Size, sales figures, profit margins, type of wood used, manufacturing costs associated with each one, etc., etc.
And this from a girl who'd never shown any interest in where money came from or how you earned it in her whole life.
So what the hell was I doing there? Why was I still listening to their story? The truth was I was curious as hell to find out what was going on. And once Annie had started talking over breakfast I'd been hooked.
"We started up a year ago last September," she'd started.
"But you were still in High School," I immediately protested.
"Do you want to hear the story or not?" Annika demanded. I did. So I tried to shut up.
"It came to me when I read the story about the lesbians and the dolphins," she explained as she started again.
"Lesbians?" I hadn't been able to stop the word from escaping from my mouth.
"Don't you remember? When the lesbian party boat capsized in Biscayne Bay?" I didn't know what she was talking about and my face showed it.
"I think he was visiting Dad that summer," Bridget advised her sister.
"Oh. Well Axel, what do you imagine went into the sea along with the two hundred drunk lesbians?"
"Plastic penises?" I ventured a guess. Annika nodded yes.
"At least a thousand of them. Made of plastic. And most with batteries. And who do you think ended up eating them?" Bridget asked.
When I didn't answer immediately my mother supplied the answer. "Manatees. A whole family of them." There was a look of distaste on all their faces.
"The video's on our site, I'll show you," Bridget said as she turned her ever present laptop towards me. So I had to sit through a five minute video that showed the autopsies of the three Manatees who'd succumbed. It was disgusting.
"I had to do something, you know how much I worry about the environment Axel." No I didn't!
"I learned plastic penises are a scourge on our beautiful Earth. Floating islands of them are washing up in Antarctica, decimating the Emperor Penguins."
"It's true," Bridget said, nodding, agreeing with her sister.
So the idea was born. Environmentally friendly penile replacers as they called them. And Bridget, our family computer genius, destined for MIT or CalTech, was quickly drawn into the plot by her persuasive sister. A professional website was designed. Mother was somehow lassoed into joining them. I'm still not sure how.
So after hearing their story I'd let them lead me to the company headquarters in Hialeah. Found out that the company had been incorporated in August two thousand and seven. When I was in Sweden visiting my dad. And that twenty-five percent of the company shares had been put in my name.
"But they only vest to you after you've worked for the company five years Axel," Bridget had cautioned.
They'd sold a few thousand dildos online during the ensuing Christmas season. Crude imitations of their present line up. Every dildo sold carried the environmental message. The word quickly spread across the Internet. Facebook, My Space, YouTube, and hundreds of other smaller sites were soon spreading the message. Lesbians were mobilized. College dorms were atwitter with the news. Bridget's computer savvy ensured that blogs from Tokyo to Timbuktu were full of news of the 'succorious'.
"We plant one tree for every dildo sold," Mom said proudly.
"And ten percent of our profits go to help save the Penguins and Manatees," Bridget gushed.
The whole thing sounded pretty crazy to me but when the ladies got to the actual numbers I couldn't help but be impressed. Sales had grown exponentially during two thousand and eight and final sales results for the year, including an outstanding Xmas season, had been two hundred and ninety thousand units. At an average of about eighty-three dollars per sale.
"You sold over twenty million bucks last year?" I was flabbergasted. "And you didn't tell me?"
"I gave you a nice present at Christmas," young Bridget answered.
"We wanted you to finish school first, graduate," mom explained.
"You still have to pass your final exams if you want to work for us," Annie said. Was she teasing?
Their financial books were a mess. Which I found out after spending about five minutes with their accountant that afternoon. I chided my sister.
"Why do you think we're hiring you?" she asked. I had no answer to that.
So, by the end of that day, I'd agreed to become CFO of Succorious Inc. as of Monday, May 11th, 2009, four days after my final exam. I was so excited by the prospect that I didn't even spend any time negotiating salary and perks. What the hell, I owned a quarter of the company.
1:00 p.m. Sunday, March 22nd 2009, Miami Beach, Florida
"You're supposed to be on holiday." I looked up from the papers strewn across my desk to see Annika standing in the doorway. Mom was behind her.
"There are a million things to do," I answered. I'd been in the office since dawn going over the company's financial books.
"Not today," she insisted, "we're going to the beach."
"We are?"
"Everything's in the car," mom announced from the doorway.
"I don't have my bathing suit," I said, stalling. I'd been engrossed in the work I'd been doing. This was why I'd been studying for four years I'd realized that morning. I was happy.
"I brought it," my sister lied as she and my mother escorted me out of the office. But not before I'd stuffed a pile of paperwork into my briefcase.
****
"Where are we going?" I asked ten minutes later when I looked up and saw we weren't taking the most direct route to South Beach. In fact we seemed to be going in the opposite direction.
"We thought we'd kill two birds with one stone today," my mother answered nonchalantly.
What the fuck? "Huh?" I grunted as we drove north through Bar Harbour.
"Research ... for the company," Annika said with a grin as we crossed over Haulover Cut.
Haulover Cut? "Oh no we're not," I exclaimed as Annika turned the car into the Haulover Beach parking lot.
"I'm not getting out of the car," I announced as the car came to a stop.
"Alright, we'll see you in a couple of hours then," my mother announced.
"They're nudists, you're my mother, my sister," I yelled as they walked away from me. I rushed after them!
****
There's no reason a person should be embarrassed to be naked in front of his own mother. Heck, I'd slipped naked from her body. I was part of her.
Nor should I have been embarrassed to look upon the body that had borne me.
But I was! And I didn't know where to look as mom pulled the t-shirt over her head and then unsnapped her bra. Then let out a soft groan as she pushed her shorts and panties down her legs.
"You're staring," Annika accused. But I think she said the words so just I'd turn a little attention towards her as she unsnapped her bra. Great tits! Not as big as moms. Not as full or round. But they were outstanding I conceded to myself. So were moms. Were mom's nipples hard?
Of course I got a hard-on. Which wasn't good. What kind of pervert was I anyway I wondered. Mom had a thick, untrimmed pelt of pubic hair growing at her groin. Annika's was trimmed.
"You guys shouldn't be here," I announced seriously.
"Okay gramps," my sister replied.
"Its research Axel ... for the company. We actually found the model for 'El Toro' here," mom said. 'El Toro' was our fourth highest grossing dildo.
"Christ, what did you do? Go up and tell him you'd like to see and measure his erection?" my eyes were still flicking back and forth between mom and Annika. I also couldn't help notice all the guys within fifty yards were also checking them out.
"We're a little more subtle than that dear brother, and it's not our fault that you're too embarrassed to take off your clothes," my sister announced as she stood up and started to flounce off towards the ocean. Two hundred sets of eyes followed her cute little ass.
"I'm not-" I started but then stopped as I saw neighboring eyes turn towards me.
"I'm not embarrassed," I said softly to my mother, "it's just that you're family ... I mean its ..."
"You work for the company now Axel," my mom chastened and then she too stood up and walked down to the water.
I watched them for minutes as they stood knee deep in the gently lapping waves. Men approached them. Cocks flapping! I watched my mom and my younger sister as they talked to these horny bastards, guys I knew who would just love to throw them down on the sand and ravage them.
I checked repeatedly to make sure none of these nudist Romeos got a hard-on. I knew that if just one of them did I'd be on top of them in a second.
Meanwhile my penis softened. I felt him as he slowly reduced the bulge he'd been making in my shorts. Should I take them off I asked myself. I quickly glanced over at mom and Annie. They weren't looking my way. Why not? A button. Then my zipper. Looked up again to see in anyone was watching. No one. I quickly pushed my shorts and underwear down my legs. Looked around again as my penis lifted his head and looked around.
"Do not get hard!" I ordered my penis. Unfortunately I said the words aloud. A girl ten yards to my right looked up and giggled.
Then I felt it! Knew I couldn't stop it. Should I cover him up? Or run for the water? I asked myself silently. A second later I was moving toward the ocean! Quickly. And just as my feet splashed into the surf I heard my sister's, "Look, it's Axel," echo loudly across the water.
Mom and Annie of course immediately waded over to join me.
"Well, well," she started when she'd got over to me, "you know, maybe we got lucky again today mom."
"Don't say a word," I hissed back.
"It's definitely nicer than 'El Toro'," Annie continued.
"Don't tease your brother," mom told her daughter but both of them had big grins on their faces.
"And much bigger." I was quickly approaching full erection. "And getting even bigger," she added, then whistled.
"A girl your age shouldn't be allowed to see one of these," I answered. There was no way I was going to let her run over me. My cock was continuing to grow. I turned so that those on shore couldn't see anything and then took a step into deeper water. Fully hard now my cockhead just broke through the surface.
"We could call it 'Count Axel Rod'. The Swedish Sausage." My mother started to laugh at her daughters words.
"Annie!" I warned even as I realized I was loving the attention. And the 'Count' was too.
"And since he's an employee we wouldn't have to pay any royalties."
"Ha, ha. You don't pay any royalties now." I'd actually checked when I'd been in the office that morning and knew now that the world's greatest golfer had absolutely nothing to do with 'Tiger Woody'.
"You know Axel, we have a Professor of Biomechanics that measures them for us," my sister explained.
"You do?"
"Uh huh. At the U. They developed a special MRI laser box thing for us." The water was lapping against her trimmed pussy as the waves hit us. My cock was silently watching.
"They use a laser on someone's penis?" Just the thought made him shrivel a bit.
"It's completely safe Axel."
"I'll bet! God, no ones ever going to put mine in an MRI laser," I promised.
"Just think, you could be a best seller," my sister said as she glanced downward. "Is his as big as dad's was?" Annie asked mom.
"Bigger," my mother answered as she continued to watch my bobbing cockhead.
Thursday, March 26th, School of Engineering, U of M, Coral Gables
"I'm Doctor Armstrong," the woman, her hand outstretched, said when Annika and I were escorted into the office. It had taken my sister just three days to convince me into having my cock measured.
"This is my brother Axel," my sister answered as I shook hands with the woman who had a PhD in biomechanical engineering. She also just happened to be a stunner.
"But you're a woman-" I started, my surprise evident as the blush spread across my face.
"Women can be scientists too Mr. Business Major," my sister scolded, a wide grin on her lips. She certainly hadn't warned me that the person who was going to supervise the imaging of my penis was drop dead gorgeous.
But the scientist was as surprised as I was. The tone of her answering, "Your brother?" announced her incredulity.
"Axel feels he might be capable of being one of our subjects." She lifted her eyebrows as she spoke, clearly indicating she thought I was crazy. "Mom and I decided to humor him." Again a raising of her eyes.
I said nothing. I decided to leave it for later to get back at her. The Doctor looked confused, clearly not sure if some joke was being played. And if so on who.
Still, five minutes later Annie had been exiled to the waiting room and I'd been led to the Doctors lab. "Are you really her brother?" were the first words she asked when we found ourselves alone.
"Apparently," I answered, but then added, "mind you we've never tested Annie's DNA." Words which broke the ice and brought a grin to the Doc's lips.
The Doc however wasn't much for small talk and once we were in her lab she quickly started explaining the procedure. "Please remove your pants Mr. Succorious," she asked as soon as she'd given me the barest outline of the procedure.
"Oh my," the beautiful scientist gasped when I pushed my pants and boxers down my thighs. My freed cock bounced angrily up against my stomach. Noticing she added, "Well it certainly doesn't look like you're going to need any chemical help in achieving an erection."
"Do your subjects normally need help?" I asked innocently, suddenly enjoying myself. There was something in the young, married scientist's eyes that announced she wasn't the cold, calculating scientist of science fiction movies.
"You'll have to maintain the erection for some fifteen minutes," she cautioned. I nodded. "I'll show you the imaging room now." I followed her as she led me across the room. "I'll monitor the test from here," she said as we passed a desk laden with computer screens and facing a window that looked into a small room.
"This is our penis imaging machine, I designed it myself," the scientist announced proudly once we were in the other room.
"It goes where?" I asked. "You're sure it's safe?" I didn't like the look of the gizmo she was leading me toward. A large number of wires were running out of the box that was approximately six inches by six inches by about fifteen inches long. It looked like something a twelve year old might have made in his garage for some high school science project.
"Your penis goes through this hole ... your testicular sack also," she directed.
"But-"
"Don't be nervous," she said sweetly.
It's not your penis I thought. "In here?" I asked when I'd approached the machine and pointed to a three inch diameter opening.
"Let me lift the top off first," she said, then I watched as she removed the shiny stainless steel cover.
"I don't think-" I started as I tried to back up from the wire filled contraption she'd exposed.
"Its fine Axel, I promise you," she good Doctor enticed, then she grabbed my throbbing penis and pulled me toward the open box. I watched silently as she placed my cock on a plate of glass that bisected the space.
"Jesus," I whimpered when she fastened two Velcro straps around it. Then she tucked my balls into a circular space specially designed for them and then reattached the top.
"It won't hurt, I promise," she reassured as she backed away from me. "and if you feel you're losing your erection call me and I'll come in and give you a shot."
"A shot of what?" But she was already through the door which she then firmly shut. What am I fucking doing I asked myself as I watched the doctor through the glass. A second later the machine started to hum ominously.
****
But it turned out not to be that bad. That is after the absolute terror had passed. I even started to enjoy myself. I checked out the good doctor through the glass as she played around with various dials and stuff. Then I decided to have a little fun!
"I'm losing it ... my erection," I said aloud into the empty room. I'd put just a touch of panic into my voice.
"It looks fine on the computer Axel," the doc spoke into the microphone on her desk, then looked up and asked, "Would you like me to give you an injection?" I watched as she help up a wicked looking syringe.
"What about if you-" I let my voice trail away.
"If I what?" she asked as she pushed the plunger on the syringe partly down to test it. A stream of whatever was in it arced out across the room.
"I'm not having you put that in me," I promised.
"It won't hurt." There was a plea in her voice. She clearly didn't want her test ruined.
"What if you just took off your top," I suggested.
"The needle will work immediately," she answered.
"So will your breasts," I offered back.
"I'm married."
"It's for science doctor. For the environment." I was both teasing and challenging her. She knew it was a game, that I was playing with her, but I could also see that she was amused.



I wondered later why'd she done it? Why she calmly unbuttoned the buttons on her blouse and then slipped her lacy demi bra off what proved to be one of the most magnificent racks I'd ever seen. Maybe just to bring a little fun into a dull day I guessed. Her eyes sought out mine as her nipples hardened, I think daring me to look down. I did. She smiled. The test went on.
****
Five minutes later she announced as she stood, "The test is over Axel. You passed with flying colors." Then she came into the little lab and released my penis from its restraints. She hadn't bothered to cover her breasts.
"Everything worked?" I asked.
"Uh huh. C'mon, I'll show you," she said as she led me over to the bank of screens that sat on her desk. On the middle screen, in color, my penis floated in a three dimensional view. "I can look at it from any angle," she said as she rotated it on the screen.
"What's that?" I asked as I pointed at a table of numbers that appeared in the corner of the screen.
"Your overall dimensions. And this screen can show a cross section of any part of your penis," she said as she touched the screen to her left. Fucking weird I thought. "The computer can now write the program for the computer driven lathes that will make the wooden dildos."
"CAD/CAM?"
She nodded yes and then added, "And if the field trials show any problems with your penis I can adjust the penis program with just a few turns of my cursor."
"Why? Do you think something's wrong with it?"
"And I can also compare you to other Succorious products on this screen," she added as she ignored my question. She then pushed a button and two penises appeared on the screen. "That's 'Tiger Woody' and you."
"Don't let it touch mine," I said as she moved a cursor and the two penises seemed to merge together. It was disgusting. I looked over her shoulder as she continued to manipulate the dueling cocks.
"Yours is bigger," she said after she'd manipulated them so that 'Tiger Woody' was completely engulfed by mine.
"Of course it is!" I whispered in her ear, then circled her body with my arms and grasped her breasts from behind.
"What are you doing? We can't," she moaned as I pushed my hardness against her bum.
"Maybe we could start the field trials now?"
"Your sisters waiting."
"It'll be good for her, she's got to learn patience," I said as I grabbed the hem of her dress and slowly lifted it.
"I'm married," she protested.
"We've all got to do our part for the environment Doctor Armstrong," I said as I pushed her panties aside and pushed my penis inside her. She was wet and ready.
The lab was soundproof. Which was good given that Doctor Armstrong was very, very noisy.
****
"What took you so long?" Annika asked when we finally returned to the waiting room and found her pacing.
"There was a little problem with the machine," the good doctor lied. My cum was oozing down her thighs.
"You didn't hurt it or anything did you?" there was real concern for her brother in my sister's voice.
"It's perfect," the doctor announced. Then she winked at me.
12:15 a.m. Thursday, April 16th, my apartment, Athens, Georgia
I'd just settled myself into my bed (I was alone) when my cell phone chirped. What now I wondered as stretched out and grabbed the phone from the bedside table. Our family number glowed brightly when I glanced at the screen. It was twelve fifteen at night. I was naked. I'd spent the whole day studying for my finals. I'd been back at school for three weeks.
"Hi you," was sung into my ear in response to my gruff 'hello'. It was Annika. I was surprised at how happy I was to hear her voice.
"Annie?"
"Duh," she answered.
"Its late, I've got to get up early, I've got an exam," I complained.
She ignored my complaint. "Did you get the package?"
"Yes," I answered after considering whether I'd be smarter to deny having got it.
"So?"
"So I got it," I admitted.
"Do you like it?"
"It's a piece of wood for crying out loud."
"Did you check it out? It's made from mahogany. Compare it to yours?"
"No," I denied even though I had earlier in the evening.
"Liar," my sister said with a laugh, then added, "We didn't change it at all. We didn't have to."
"Of course you didn't, its perfect," I said gruffly.
"We sent it out for field testing yesterday."
"Field testing?" I asked.
"Uh huh. You didn't think we'd start selling it to the public before it had been put through rigorous field trials did you?"
"Well..." I said as I stared at the long, thin box that had come FedEx that morning. I reached over and lifted the wooden cock from the bubble paper that protected it.
"There are fifty women in our customer panel, they'll use it every night for seven nights and then report back each morning by computer," my sister explained.
"Fifty women?" I asked as I held the dildo up against my suddenly hardening cock. Fifty woman pushed me inside themselves last night? "Who are they?"
"From all walks of live. All sizes. All races. All religions. Even some lesbians."
"Lesbians?"
"Plus two other people," Annie added.
"Plus two? Who?"
"Well, the two senior executives of the company have to approve it too."
"They do?" The two senior executives of the company were my sister and mother!
"Yup."
"You're my sister ... you shouldn't," I said softly. My cock was now huge in my hand. Unconsciously I started to stroke it.
"It's just a piece of wood," my sister answered.
"Still -"
"It was better than 'Tiger Woody' ... or the Terminator. Or El.-"
"It was?"
"I came," my little sister said.
"You did?"
"I'm going to use it again tonight."
Jesus H Christ! "You shouldn't! It's wrong, so wrong," I told her.
"I'm pushing it in now Axel. I'm putting 'Count Axel Rod' in me. I'm in bed ... naked ... on my back," she purred in a sexual tone I'd never heard in her voice before.
"Don't!" I ordered. My cock was as harder that it ever had been.
"It's big ... so big. It's heads inside me now. It almost hurts. Nice hurt Axel," she moaned.
"Please don't," I begged.
"Fuck me Axel, fuck me hard," my sister panted down the line. "Fuck me with your big, big cock," she pled.
For five minutes I listened to the groans and cries that echoed around my sister's room.
"Did you cum?" she asked me in a soft, little girl's voice after I'd heard her orgasm.
"Are you crazy?" I demanded. My sperm was splattered across my thighs and stomach.
"I love you," Annika said and then hung up the phone before I could tell her that I loved her too.
****
The next morning I called Ashley and Kimberly. Asked them if they'd like to go out that night.
"Why don't we just stay home," little Ash replied. So we did! I brought them a present. 'The Count'!
They were delighted. "Does this mean we won the contest?" Ashley asked her pal.
"I wonder what the prize is?" Kimberly replied.
Monday, May 11th 2009, Miami Beach, Florida
"Hi," I heard whispered from my doorway.
"Annie?" I was in bed. I'd just finished my first day as V.P. Finance of Succorious Inc. It had been a pretty good day.
"I wanted to show you."
"Show me what? Something from work?" I asked even as I felt my sister pull the sheet off my body.
"How our products are used in the real world," Annie answered as she turned on the bedside lamp.
"You're naked," I stammered out as my eyes roved over her curves.
"You are too," she accused with a smile as she pointed at my body with the piece of wood she was holding in her hand. The 'Count'!
"Is that-"
"Uh huh," she agreed as she waved the wood penis at me.
"You shouldn't be here," I tried to insist.
"I want you to watch," my sister purred as she climbed up on my bed.
"Watch?"
"And maybe help."
"Help?"
"It's best when I'm on my back ... like this," Annika said as she lay back on my bed next to me. "I spread my legs like this ... then pull my feet in towards my bum so that my knees are pointing up in the air ... like this. It opens me."
"You shouldn't ... not here," I told her as my eyes zoomed in on the engorged lips of her pussy. She'd shaved since the last time I'd seen her naked. There wasn't a hair left on her now bald mound.
"I like to rub it up and down to start, like this," she said as she slowly moved the wooden penis over her slit. My cock was huge!
"Then I like to tease myself a bit ... push it so the big head spreads me but doesn't quite go all the way in." My palm closed around my cock.
"Then I push it so that your cockhead is totally inside me ... my pussy closes behind it ... it's big Axel," my little sister panted.
"It's not my cockhead," I protested.
"Are you touching yourself?" she asked. I watched as she pushed more of the dildo inside.
"No!"
"Help me, please help me Axel," Annika suddenly begged. Her hips were raised six inches of the mattress as she raised herself to meet the penis she was feeding inside herself.
"Help you? How?"
"I want you to do it," she said as her free hand grabbed mine and led it to the pole that was sticking out of her.
"Do what?' I asked as I closed my palm around the dildo.
"Make me come." It was almost an order. Tentatively I pushed the wooden penis deeper.
"Harder," she begged, then a second later felt her hand find my penis.
"Like this?" I asked.
"Oh yes," she groaned.
We stroked each other in unison. Faster and faster. My sister was masturbating me. "It's wrong," I muttered as I continued to push the dildo in and out of her.
"STOP!" It was an order. I released her even as she released me.
"But-"
But then she rolled on top of me and I was inside her before I knew what was happening. There was no thinking of consequences as I rolled her over onto her back and thrust every inch of my cock into her pussy. We were both far to gone to think about anything but our needs.
Nothing could have stopped us.
It was a hard urgent fuck that ended with her ankles on my shoulders and my throbbing penis bucking out strand after strand of hot cum.
Then we did it a second time. And a third. She lay in my arms when we'd finally finished. Crying. But I knew they were tears of happiness.
"I've got to go," she finally announced.
"I love you," I whispered.
"Am I better than Veronica?" Her habitual tease was back in her voice.
"Who?" I asked.
"Good." She rose from my bed smiling. We both knew a pact had been made. A pact we'd both always honor. But she still had a surprise for me.
"Mommy wants you too." Annie was standing by the door looking back at me.
"Mommy?"
"Tomorrow. But you have to go to her. She'll never come to you. Tomorrow night."
"But-"
"She's got the 'Count' inside her right now. She'll need more."
"I can't," I whispered across the dark room.
"You have to," my sister said and then she was gone.
The next night, Tuesday May 12th, Miami Beach, Florida
Of course I didn't get much work done the next day. It was impossible not to consider the implications of the night I'd spent with my sister. The night that I knew would only be the first of many.
And when I wasn't thinking about Annie my thoughts turned to mom. My mother! And even as I promised myself I'd never do it I couldn't help but realize I wanted her. Wanted to fuck her. But I wasn't going to. I promised myself.
So why, at eleven forty-five that night did I find myself shaving? Why had I showered and then combed my hair? I never do those things at night. And why, when I finally left the bathroom, did I turn left and not right which was the way to my room? Only mom's room was to the left.
And why was my cock hard?
I heard a small groan just as I had her door halfway open. "Mom?" I whispered through the darkness.
"Axel!" There was both surprise and fear in her voice. "Not now honey," she added as I entered. I flicked the light switch.
"Don't!" She pled.
But it was too late. She was on her back, seemingly attached to the bed by the spear that was splitting her.
"We can't!" She groaned out the words as I pulled the wooden 'Count' from between her legs. But it was her fingers that directed the real 'Count' into her pussy. It was her fingers that squeezed the base of my cock as I thrust. It was her legs that curled around my back and made sure I couldn't change my mind.
Was it better than with Annie? Or worse? They simply couldn't be compared. Both were perfect in there own way. Better than anything I'd ever experienced before. I loved them both.
What did it feel like to pump my sperm into my mother? To finally take the place of the father who'd left us so many years before.
"You're different than your daddy," she said as we lay entwined after my second ejaculation.
I shouldn't have cared. What did it matter I told myself as I waited for her to go on. But it did.
"Better," she finally whispered into my ear.
"I love you," I answered.
"Much better, better than anyone I've ever been with," she insisted as her fingers circled my penis.
"So are you and Annie," I promised back. My mother took me into her mouth. All of me! Swallowed my creamy emission.
Then she lay back and encouraged me to put my cock between her tits. To fuck them.
I spent the night in my mother's bed. When I'd attempted to leave late in the night she'd held me. "Don't go," she'd said as she wrapped her arms around me.
"But Annie, Bridget, they'll know," I tried to warn.
"They already know," my mother answered as she again directed my penis inside herself.
"They do?" I asked.
"Don't talk Axel," my mother ordered, then covered my lips with hers.
It's the most wonderful thing in the world to wake up intertwined with someone you love. To know that there'll be a thousand more mornings like this. And then another thousand. To stand naked in a cramped shower and soap the body of the person you love.
Annie was sitting at the kitchen table when mom and I arrived downstairs just after eight. Without a word she rose and embraced her mother. Then me. With a lovers embrace.
"Where's Bridget," I asked after we'd finally broken apart.
"She just left for school," Annie replied. Then she looked at me quizzickly.
"What?" I asked.
"You didn't forget did you?"
"Forget what?"
"Whose birthday it is today?"
"Shee-it!" I had!
"You forgot?" mom asked.
"I'll get her something at lunch. Some computer thing. Do you know what she wants?" I asked my sister.
"Uh huh," she answered enigmatically.
"And could you give me a hint?" I encouraged when she didn't add anything else.
"She's a virgin."
"She is?" Bridget's a virgin? I didn't think such a thing existed these days. "But what about-"
"She's a virgin Axel," Annie repeated. "With her hymen still intact."
"She's never used 'Tiger Woody' or 'El Toro'? Or the 'Zebra'?"
"She was only seventeen until today you jerk," my sister rebuked. I tried to think back to when I was seventeen.
"How do you know she's a virgin?" I challenged.
"I went and wished her happy birthday last night. At midnight. We talked."
"Oh."
"And she told me what she wants for her birthday."
"She did? Well what is it? I can't buy it for her if I don't know what it is." Crikey, why do women always try to make life complicated?
"You just have to show up."
"Show up where?"
"At her birthday party tonight of course."
"But what do I bring her?"
"Duh," she said with a grin, then glanced quickly down at my groin. Then she turned and looked at her mother. Then they both smiled at me knowingly.
"Bridget too?"
THE END
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So who's to blame? Am I who I am due to nurture or nature? Born bad? A teenage temptress. Or evil? Evil eighteen year old Eve? The Devil's spawn?
Well it doesn't really matter you know. Because when you get right down to it "nature" is my parents and "nurture" is my parents. It's their fault! Daddy's and mommy's! If I happen to be highly sexed I must have inherited it. Or maybe I'd been influenced by the sounds that had emanated nightly from my parents bedroom over my formative years. My innocent dreams invaded by the nocturnal cries of my mother's passion as daddy repeatedly thrust his big prick inside her. Dreams that had slowly turned her precious young daughter into a girl who craved cock! But whose cock?
Anyway, that's what I told Gunther when I finally explained the full details of my Halloween plan to him. After I told him I could see that he didn't agree, that he'd love to argue with me. But he didn't dare! He wasn't going to jeopardize his chances of getting into my pants.
I never thought of my father that way growing up. In a sexual way I mean. He was just Daddy. I was daddy's little girl.
And then you grow up. And out. Things happen. You listen. "Daddy's penis is how big?" You learn...
Gunther - September 9th
Gunther, my friend, was a weirdo, an outcast. Our next door neighbour, with his bedroom windows facing mine, he'd been in my class since elementary school. The goodie, goodie, teacher's pet, nerdy type who'd slowly morphed through various transformations (computer geek, drugged out punk) as he'd aged. Now, starting his senior year of high school, he'd decided he was going to become a famous film director some day and was trying to act the part. But with a beret on his head and a camera hanging around his thick neck he still remained a total social outcast.
He was, at five foot six, three inches shorter than my five nine. He'd never grow much taller now but he'd grown out in the past couple of years. Put on muscles on a once scrawny frame. He now had a barrel like body but one, surprisingly, with no body hair to speak of on it. A wisp under his arms and at his groin belied his enormous teenage horniness.
I was his only friend. His parents loved me. So did he. He always had. So it wasn't just the female body I'd suddenly sprouted in the last two years that drew him. It was my brain. And the fact that he had recognized something in me that no one else had. My wild side, my badness. I looked like the perfect "in crowd" high schooler, it was only Gunther who could see below my cheerleader/miss homecoming queen facade.
So when I was ready to put my plan into action he was my obvious choice as an assistant. No one else would do. Certainly not my regular friends, my girlfriends. They wouldn't have understood. And even if I found one that would have been willing to go along I knew I'd never find one who'd keep her mouth shut. Gunther would! Who could he tell?
Mind you I didn't tell him my real plan at first. I'm not stupid! You've got work up to it slowly...
"You're not going home with that jerk are you?" Robbie asked. It was the third day of our senior year of high school and my almost perfect boyfriend was pouting as he stamped his feet impatiently. He hated the idea of a Gunther living in his world. The fact that his girlfriend would actually talk to him or worse, drive in his car, baffled him as much as it angered him.
"He lives next door Rob, gotta go," I answered sweetly, then pursed my lips and sent him a little kiss.
"He's a retard."
"He going to help me with my Chemistry homework," I countered. Robbie didn't take Chemistry so had no idea if I had any homework.
"He's not our type, he's a pervert." Robbie couldn't keep the petulant whine out of his voice.
Fuck you I wanted to tell him but instead I smiled sweetly again. "Really, I gotta go, luv ya, I'll phone you later," I promised.
*****
"So, do you like girls? Or have you become gay now that you've gone Hollywood?" was my opening salvo as we drove home from school. Once in a while I let him drive me home in his old clunker. Partly to bug my boyfriend Robbie but mainly to check up on what Gunther was up to. In many ways he was the most interesting person in my life.
It was a crazy question because every girl in our school knew that Gunther was a perv of the first order. Walking around with his camera. Lurking near the entrance to the girls change room and shower. Of course no one would go out with him.
"Fuck you," he muttered defiantly but then quickly glanced over to see how I'd react to his new tough guy mode. He was always trying new personas out on me. I simply raised my eyes to the sky.
I pressed on. "Well, how come you're still a virgin then?"
"Who said I was?" he demanded. He was blushing through his scowl.
"Do you have a big cock?"
He looked like he was going to have a fit before he finally stammered out a, "Christ Eve, what's got into you today?"
"Would you like to?" I teased as I put my palm on his thigh.
"Like to what?"
"Get into me? Robbie wanted to. He didn't want me to drive home with you." My hand slipped up into his crotch. His whole body jerked as I traced his length. It was surprisingly big for so little a boy.
"EVE!" it was both a warning and a plea.
"I have a plan," I announced as I took my hand from his cock.
"You do?" he asked suspiciously. He'd been made to participate in some of my plans before.
"Uh huh," I answered as he turned into his driveway. After we'd stopped I quickly exited the car and turned to cross the lawn towards my house. I wondered how long he'd wait before he spoke. I was only about a third of the way to our side door when I heard his plaintive call.
"Well, what is it? It's not like the last one you had is it?"
I turned and walked slowly back towards him, stopping only when I was less than a foot from him. Looking down at him and clearly in his space, I waited a second before talking. "You'll have to obey me," I warned, then stepped around him and headed towards his back door. He rushed after.
"Obey you? What are we going to do?" he couldn't keep the eagerness out of his voice.
"Among other things we're going to make a film Mister Director," I announced back over my shoulder as I entered the Klugge kitchen. "Hi Mrs. Klugge," I announced cheerfully to Gunther's mom as I proceeded through the room.
"Oh hi sweetie," she welcomed. I'd always been her favourite. She'd even gone so far as to thank my parents for having such a nice daughter. I had basically been the only one of his classmates who'd ever played with him. She thought I was a 'good girl' and I'm sure her greatest hope was that someday her son and I would become a couple.
"Gun's promised to help me with some homework," I said as I moved towards the hall and stairs beyond.
"Would you two like something to drink, some cookies first?" she offered. A great cook, she always wanted so badly to entertain Gunther's friends. But he didn't have any.
"I'm getting fat, I have to diet, but thanks anyway," I said with the sweetest smile on my face. I could charm anyone!
"Eve, you're beautiful, not an extra ounce on you. You've turned into a stunner. Hasn't she Gunther."
He simply muttered as he followed me up the stairs, then grumbled in a squeaky falsetto, "I'm getting faaaaat."
"Shut up and lock the door," I ordered. I wasn't going to give him an inch of wriggle room.
"So what's the plan?" he asked after throwing himself nonchalantly across his bed. Mr. Cool lifted the camera and aimed it at me.
Not just yet little Gunny I said to myself as I sat down at his desk and spun the chair around so I was facing him. Gave him a good long stare before I demanded in my most authoritative voice, "I want the film."
"What film?" he asked nervously. In response I simply stared him down until he broke eye contact. Then waited. Each time he looked back up I met him with my most truculent look.
"Eve--" he tried but he couldn't hide the whine. I continued to wait with my hand out.
He tried again. "I didn't do anything wrong." I waited. "It was your fault, you shouldn't have--" He stopped talking as he saw the anger rise on my face.
Finally he rolled off the bed and walked towards the stack of DVDs that sat on the top shelve of his bookcase. "Put it on so we can watch it on your TV," I instructed after he'd grabbed one from the pile.
"You want to see it? Here?" I nodded yes. He nervously fumbled around inserting the disc, hoping against hope for divine intervention. The tape finally started to roll.
"I was right, you are a pig!" I announced after watching sixty seconds of the tape. It was a tape that showed me undressing in my room. It showed me as I lay back on my bed ... as I touched my body ... as I inserted the plastic penis slowly between my legs. It was a performance I'd specially staged for my horny neighbour just ten days earlier.
"You shoulda closed the curtains, it's not my fault." He didn't realise I'd put on the show on purpose.
"You've masturbated to it haven't you?" I accused.
"I have not!"
I was on a roll now and knew I had him where I wanted him. "Perv! Show it to me ... NOW!"
"Show you what?"
"Your little cock! Now hurry," I ordered.
"Why should I? And it's not that little," he insisted as he backed away from me. When the back of his legs hit the bed I gave him a hard shove and he tumbled down onto his back. I climbed on top and sat straddled on his knees as I looked down at him.
"What aaaaare you doing?" His squeal clearly showed his panic. After quickly undoing his belt I slowly pulled down his zipper.
"Don't! Mom might come." Gunther was panicking. I pulled his pants and shorts down below his penis in one fell swoop.
I inspected the already erect shaft, let my eyes play over it, licking my lips as I devoured it. He actually had a pretty nice cock. "It's not bad for someone like you," I said as I shook my head slowly from side to side, belying the words I'd just uttered.
"What do you mean, 'someone like you'? What's wrong with it?"
I ignored his question. "Show me what you do when I'm not here and you're watching the film," I ordered.
"No way!" Even as he tried to decline I knew he was excited, knew that he loved it that I was finally looking at his penis. He'd wanted me since he'd learned what a cock was really made for.
"Show me!" One of Gunther's hands twitched, then moved downward. Seconds later it was wrapped around his eighteen year old cock. His whole body was trembling. I watched as his penis started to fuck his fist.
"You don't have much hair," I complained as I continued to inspect him, then added, "You know of course that body hair is usually a sign of male virility don't you?"
"I've got all the virility any girl will ever need," he boasted but couldn't hide the nervousness from his voice. I knew how badly he wanted to impress me.
"Daddy's covered in hair, his legs, his chest, his beard..." I mused as I slipped my hand under his shirt.
"Your father?"
"Around his cock too. It's like a jungle."
"Your father's penis? Have you--"
I interrupted. We'd talk about daddy later. "Do you always think of me when you're doing that?" he shook his head yes in answer as his hips began to thrust upward. Wanting his chest bare when he came I grabbed the bottom of his t-shirt and pulled it upwards. He released his cock for a second to let me pull it over his head. His hand rushed back to his cock.
"You're sick," I accused as I watched as his fat cockhead repeatedly thrust through the fist holding it.
"Everybody does it."
"Rob doesn't. He puts it in me," I whispered hoarsely.
"Rob can't add one and one, I don't know why you spend even a second with him," Gunther complained in a panting gasp. I knew he was close. I took his free hand and put it under my sweater.
"Do you want to fuck me? Fuck your little Eve?" I demanded. His hand closed angrily over my breast. Squeezed.
"You're crazy," he groaned.
"Say it," I ordered.
"I want to fuck you." His words were a hoarse whisper but there was no mistaking the passion behind them.
"Let me," I offered as my hand closed around the base of his cock and pushed his hand away.
"I can't... don't ... I'm coming," he cried as I pumped him. Then I felt it, felt the jerking spasm that announced the first creamy strand that was rushing up his shaft. I aimed him so that his string of cream spurted up and then down onto his heaving chest.
"Eeeeeeeeeeve!" it was a cry of release, a cry of pain, a cry of ecstasy. And each time his prick jerked in my hand he cried out my name again.
"Eeeeeeeeeeve!"
"Eeeeeeeeeeve!"
"Eeeeeeeeeeve!"
"Eeeeeeeeeeve!"
"Eeeeeeeeeeve!"
"You're a pig," I accused when he'd finally finished, when I'd squeezed the last drop of his cum onto his stomach. He watched, silent and panting, as I dipped my finger into the sperm that had pooled around his belly button.
"Jesus," he moaned softly when I stuck out my tongue and licked his baby making cream from it. He gaped when I pushed my sticky finger into my mouth and noisily sucked it. Then I dipped back into the still warm pool of cum and got another finger full. He whimpered when I pushed my laden finger between his lips but he made no other complaint as he cleaned my finger, as he swallowed his own spunk.
"It's good, yummy, yummy," I said as I smacked my lips.
"You're a sex maniac," he accused.
"Are you complaining?"
"I want to fuck you." There was a begging, desperate tone in his voice.
"Not until you've done your part in my plan."
"I'll do it, I'll do it. Fuck, what do you want me to do?" I knew I could make him do anything.
"I'm not sure now if you can do it." I was quite happy to take my time playing him.
"Please. I'll do anything."
"I thought you were a better filmmaker. That's crap," I said as I pointed to the amateur production still playing on his TV.
"I wasn't prepared ... I didn't have the right camera ... the windows," he tried to explain.
"You're supposed to be the expert." I saw he was about to sputter out some other explanation so I held my hand up. "Anyway, it's not your filmmaking ability I need to start the plan."
"I'll do anything. What do I have to do?" he was desperate.
So I told him. Slowly. Very clearly. Every time he tried to interrupt I silenced him by squeezing his balls. I finally finished.
"What are you going to do with them? You're going to drug someone aren't you? Who is it? And why the two different kinds of drug?"
"One for the man, the other for the woman."
"Man? Woman?"I simply watched him as he tried to work it out. "Cathy Jennings," he finally spat out as he snapped his fingers. "You're going to drug her aren't you? You've never liked her since she was picked Freshman Year Queen have you?"
"No, it's not her ... mind you that's not a bad idea Gunther. Maybe later we'll drug her and I'll let you fuck her. Would you like that?" Of course he would!
"Well who is it then?"
"I have to go, we'll talk about it again next week," I told him as I turned towards the door. Then I turned back and ejected the film from his DVD player.
"Gunny?"
He looked up. "Yes?"
"If you want to fuck me, if you think you're going to lose your cherry with me, there's other things you'll have to do to."
His face fell. "There are?"
I walked over to his computer and typed in an address, pushed enter, then turned and left the room. I'd just reached the top of the stairs when I heard his almost yelled words, "Penis tattoo? You want me to get a fucking penis tattoo?" I continued down the stairs and then out the front door. I texted him five minutes later: 'I'll have the design for you when you've got the drug info'.
Two minutes later he texted back: 'u r crazy if u think I'm going to tattoo my cock'.
'you'll also going to have to be disciplined for spying on me ... for secretly filming me'.
'how' came right back.
'you'll see.'
My Family
I'm eighteen years old and my name is Eve Marie Scoreli, an All-American girl who lives in an upper class suburb of a large city in a Mid-Western State. I get good marks. I'm the number one cheerleader and am almost sure to be picked Prom Queen. I love sex. I'm a control freak. I want my daddy...
Daddy, thirty-nine now, a third generation American of Italian ancestry (which helps explain his hirsuteness) met mommy on Halloween night of nineteen eighty-nine when they were both Sophomores at University. My mother, from Lyon, France was spending her exchange student year in the States. She never left! I appeared some fifteen months later and then, nine years later my little sister Martine popped out.
We're a normal American family.
Except...My parents like SEX! A lot. Mind you it's only been in the last couple of years that I'd figured that out. You start off of course knowing nothing about sex. Oh we had sex ed classes and with the internet it would be impossible for even a thirteen year old to be ignorant of sex these days.
But it's not like really knowing. You don't really understand anything about it until your body starts talking to you about it.
Until you and your friends start talking about it at sleepovers. About what you're all feeling. In fact it was at a sleepover at Tricia Martin's house that the subject of parents and sex came up for the first time among my friends and me.
Nothing planned. It just started by Tricia saying nonchalantly that she didn't think her parents 'did it' anymore. This prompted over twenty minutes of discussion and speculation about our parent's sex life from the six of us present that night.
Someone finally asked me, "What about your parents Eve?" I immediately realised I had no idea. Parents Sex Yuck! I didn't want to think about it.
"I'll bet they do it all the time," someone chimed in.
"Your dad's hot," came from another. My dad was hot?
"Your mom's always touching him, kissing him when we're over there," came from Tricia.
"I'll bet he has a big cock," Chrissie added, trying to shock us all with her use of the forbidden 'c' word.
"Gross! That is so gross," I answered the grinning faces of my five friends that night. But once something like that is said it's not that easy to forget it. Not that easy to get it out of your mind.
And so my interest in my parent's sex life was born. And when you seek you often find...
You no longer can ignore the noises that emanate from behind a closed bedroom door at night... hearing them you can't help but imagine what's going on.
You suddenly notice the little touches, caresses your mother and father continually exchange. And understand the implication of them.
And you see the bulge in your father's pants after he releases your mom from an impromptu hug...
Of course my mother had talked to me about sex before that. She's French for crying out loud! She explained the basics as I'd passed through puberty and then augmented her original advice as the years had passed and I'd matured.



There was no 'dirty' in sex for her! It was the most natural and healthy of things two people could do and that's how it was presented to me. And it was fun. I told her when I was kissed for the first time, when my breasts were touched for the first time, and she held me and smiled when I told her I'd lost my virginity.
So it wasn't like sex was something new between us, it was just that I'd never really extrapolated what she said about sex to her and dad actually doing it.
They did it a lot. I listened. And spied. There was a box hidden at the top of their bedroom cupboard that contained sex toys and accessories. Like the stuff you see on the internet. I found it. And just this past summer I'd found a film hidden under mom's panties. I know I shouldn't have looked but what the heck. I had just turned eighteen and there was no way I could deny my curiosity. Mom was dressed as a nurse in it. Dad was playing a patient lying in a hospital bed. ROLE PLAYING? My mother and father?
When nurse mommy pushed down patient daddy's sheet my plan was born. Daddy had a penis to die for! A porn star penis. Fortunately I copied the film to my computer that first day because when I looked for it a week later it had disappeared. And I knew they must have others but I'd never been able to find their cache.
Gunther Friday, September 18th 11:30 pm
"Hi."
"Eve?"
"Duh! Who else would call you on a Friday night?" I asked down the line. I knew he'd have looked up from his computer screen the second he recognised my voice. Checking to see if I was in my room. I flicked my lights on and off three times. I was naked. I heard his gasp down the line as he took in my body. I turned the lights off. "Come over here."
"Now?" he asked. I hung up the phone and bent over and picked up my jean shorts from the floor. I had them pulled up legs and had pulled a tank top over my head by the time he timidly knocked on my bedroom door. We both had keys to the others house. I hadn't put on underwear.
"You're dressed?" he whispered, disappointed.
I ignored his statement as I signalled him to come into my room. "Have you got them?" I demanded.
"I ordered them. They'll be here next week."
For five minutes I questioned him on what drugs he'd selected, how they worked, how long the subject would be under. "It's like rohypnol, the man's one? He'll still be able to perform?" I'd demanded.
"Better," my co-conspirator boasted. "It's a new cocktail, the Latino gangs are getting it from factories in Mexico. Its new up here. Hardly anyone knows about it. The subject goes all horny, if it's a guy he gets a Viagra like mega hard-on, lasts forever, but he also goes dissociative, remembers but doesn't. You can plant stuff in his mind and when he comes to the next morning he'll only remember what you've told him to."
"We better try it on you when it comes, see how it works before we use it for real."
"Me?"
"Of course you."
"But--"
"We have to be ready for Halloween."
"Halloween?"
"Halloween night, that's when we do it."
"We?" I nodded yes. "Who are we going--"
"I'll tell you next week."
"Will I need a costume?" I shook my head no in answer.
We talked for a few minutes further until I clearly indicated that it was time to call it a night.
"I guess I better go." He'd been stalling, clearly hoping I'd ask him to stay.
"Yes you better," I agreed. As he turned to go I added, "Oh hey, wait, I forgot, I've got the design."
"What design?"
"I talked to three different places, it shouldn't be too expensive. Maybe two hundred and fifty."
"For what?"
"Here, I'll show you on the computer." I clicked a few keys and brought up my MY PICTURES folder. "I found a picture on line and then I coloured it and put the letters on with photoshop," I explained before clicking open the picture.
"NO WAY! I mean it Eve, no fucking way!" Gunther was staring in horror at the tattooed cockhead that filled the screen. The shaft untouched under the bright, sky blue bulb with the letters E...V...E printed across it in white.
I leaned over and lowered his zipper. My neighbour cowered back even as my fingers slipped inside his boxers and grasped his soft shaft.
"Please." Gun was almost crying.
"It's beautiful," I said as I tenderly caressed it to life. "Bigger than Rob's."
"It is?" I could hear the interest in his voice even as he backed away. I didn't let it go.
"About the same length," I said as I stretched him, "but fatter ... and your cockhead is much bigger. Do you want to see?" As I talked I clicked open my NUDE ROB folder on MY PICTURES. I pushed play SLIDESHOW. My boyfriend appeared in all his glory.
"Gross!" he said as he carefully examined my boyfriends erect cock which suddenly appeared as a closeup on the screen.
"See, you are bigger." I held his up against the screen to compare them. "You know, yours is almost as big as Daddy's cockhead. Yours has such a big bulbous head; it'll be perfect for the tattoo."
I watched as his mind tried to take in what I'd just said and knew before he'd said it what was coming.
"Your father's? You have pictures of your fathers'?"
"Of course not! Daddy's is much longer than yours of course."
"You've seen your dad's penis?"
I ignored his comment as I reached to pick up my camera. "I'll take a few pictures now and then photoshop the design on ... so the guy at the shop will have a good idea of exactly what we want. I'll make a NUDE GUNTHER TATOOED PENIS FOLDER."
"I won't. Never, never in a million fucking years," he promised as my camera clicked. "Did you make Rob get one?" I shook my head no. "The other guys you've slept with?" I shook no again. "Then why me?" I could hear the desperation in his voice.
"Because Gunther, those other boys are not part of my future."
"And I am all of a sudden?"
"Are you crazy? Of course you are. We're going to the same University next year aren't we? And you love me don't you? And I love you don't I? You'll always be mine Gunny, always," I promised as my hand closed around his straining shaft.
"It'll hurt. That's not love," he protested.
"Well it'll never go in me until it's got my name on it," I promised, then sank to my knees between his legs and slowly brought my moist lips to its tip. One quick kiss to its one eye was followed by circular tonguing of the fat head. Then I jumped to my feet.
"Tomorrow Gunther," I instructed as I led him to the door.
"Tomorrow?" he sounded desperate.
"It'll take at least three weeks before you'll be able to do it. It has to heal," I told him as I led him to the head of the stairs. But then I changed my mind and instead led him past the stairs and down the corridor towards my parent's bedroom.
"What?" he mouthed quietly. I held my finger to my lips to quiet him. We heard the first groan of pleasure just as we reached the bedroom door.
"They're fucking," I announced but anyone would have recognised the noises seeping into the hall for what they were.
"Your parents?" Gunther mouthed. He tried to move away but I held his arm.
"She's noisy isn't she?" I asked into Gunny's ear, then ran my tongue into it. We listened for five minutes, my hand constantly caressing him through his pants, before I let him go. He came of course, spilling his seed into his underpants even as he heard my mother scream out her passion.
'that was so sick' he texted five minutes later from his room.
By then I'd been able to photoshop my tattoo design onto the picture I'd just taken of his cock. I emailed it to him with the message, 'tomorrow at ten'.
Tatoo Parlor Sept 19th
"On his penis?" I could see the doubt in his eyes.
"Yes, exactly like this, that's my name," I insisted as I pointed to the picture I'd just given him.
The man who was going to tattoo Gunther's prick quickly turned and looked at Gunny. "It's going to hurt man, you know that don't you?" he warned.
"A lot?" Mr. Tatto Man nodded yes. "Maybe we should--"
Enough of this male bonding shit. "We're doing it!" I announced in a voice that brooked no complaint. "Aren't we Gunny?" He was on the table two minutes later. With his pants around his ankles.
It took an hour and a half. Gunny cried. I held his hand throughout the procedure. Talked him through it. Repeatedly told him how much I wanted his beautiful blue tattooed monster deep inside me. During the worst parts, when I was afraid he couldn't take any more, I lifted my skirt, and grabbed his hand and put it inside my panties.
The tattoo turned out beautifully!
The guy who did it liked it so much he begged us to let him take pictures of it. He even asked if he could take some pictures of me, of the bare mound he'd been catching glimpses of for the last hour.
"When you get a tattoo buster," I said with a leer as we turned to go.
Gunther - October 6th
"How is it?" were my first words after I'd entered his bedroom. It had been over two weeks since he'd been tattooed.
"Okay I guess."
"Let me see." I didn't wait for an answer, instead slipped to my knees and quickly undid his belt and zipper. "She's beautiful," I complimented as my fingers circled his shaft and lifted him.
"My cock is not a SHE."
"Does little Eve still hurt?' I asked as he lengthened in my hand.
"Not too much."
"Next week? You'll be able to by next week?" he nodded his head yes. I gave my namesake a quick kiss and then tucked him back in Gunny's pants.
"What's in the bag anyway?" Gunther asked suspiciously. I'd warned him earlier in the day that we were going to try the drug out that night and had brought certain 'things' with me.
"Sexual accessories," I answered. From my parents secret cache. It was nine o'clock on a Tuesday night. "Where are the pills?"
"It's too early, we'll have to wait til mom's gone to bed," he said as he edged toward the desk and the bag I'd dropped there. I watched as he peeked inside. "Handcuffs?" Fortunately he hadn't seen what was under them.
"She's bringing us up cake and milk." I grabbed the bag away from his prying eyes. Gunther's father was out of town on one of his innumerable business trips.
"What?"
"I told her we're having a Chemistry exam next week and that we might have to study late. She insisted that I try her carrot cake. Now where'd you put the pills?"
"I got ten of each," he said as he pulled two small plastic pill containers from his pocket.
"Which are the ones for the guy?" He offered me one of the vials.
"And this one puts the subject under much deeper?' he nodded yes as I took the other one from his fingers. We both turned when we heard his mom's timid knock on his door. I palmed a pill.
"Mom?"
"Can I come in?" Of course she could! And friendly little me, moi, insisted that she join us for our milk and cake. She was delighted! Five minutes later Gunny's momma was passed out on his bed.
"You drugged her? My mother?"
"I told you we were going to test them. We'll put her in her room. We'll find out how long it lasts."
"You shouldn't have."
"Help me carry her," I ordered as I moved to grab her arms. A minute later we'd deposited her on her bed. "What does she wear when she sleeps?" I asked.
"What?"
"We have to put her to bed ... so she'll just wake up tomorrow thinking she went to bed normally," I explained as I started to unbutton his mother's blouse.
"But--"
Oh god, boys can be slow sometimes I thought but didn't voice. "Take off her shoes."
"Me?" he asked mechanically even as his fingers grasped her left shoe. His eyes were locked on the bra I'd just exposed.
"I can't see her naked!"
"Why?" I asked as I unsnapped her bra and exposed his mother's breasts. Immobile, seemingly incapable of movement, he simply gawked as I bared his mother.
"She's sexy," I said in admiration as I inspected her. "Look at her pussy," I invited as I probed into her lush pubic bush and opened her up.
"Don't... please don't Eve," he pled.
"Would you like to touch her?" He fled back to his room. Ten minutes later, drugged, he was lying flat on his bed, naked, his drug induced erection waving in the air, still somehow awake and aware but clearly incoherent.
It worked. On Gunther I mean. I stayed the night with him, did things to him. I used the handcuffs to test their efficacy. And I had the strap-on of course. He had to be punished for taking that dirty movie of me! It was weird having someone so malleable in your hands. I studied how he reacted to my demands. And then I planted an alternative account of what we'd done in his mind. To see whether he'd remember what happened or what I told him had happened.
Of course I filmed it all. I didn't want him to think I was trying to fool him! I also spent a few minutes filming his mom.
"Wake up lover boy." It was five thirty in the morning and almost eight hours since I'd put him under. I still had him handcuffed spread-eagled to the bed.
It took him a few seconds to realize what was holding him. "Eve?"
"I had to," I explained as I unlocked one cuff.
"Why?" I wondered what images of last night were flooding into his mind.
"You were bad ... I almost couldn't control you ... you woulda..."
"Would have what?" but even as he asked the question I saw the implanted memory of what he'd almost done flick across his face. "Mommy?" he asked, the horror clear.
"You ran into her room, attacked her, I had to pull you off. You said you were going to fuck her. You tried to put your cock in her mouth." And as I repeated this made up story I could see he was remembering it exactly as I had described it to him the night before, he was remembering something that had never happened. The drug worked!
"I fucked mom?"
"I've got to go, look at the film first, it's not what you remember," I said, then left without another word.
My cell rang thirty-nine minutes later. I started talking before he could say a word. "I told you you'd have to be punished for taking that film."
"It was rape! My bum." He'd clearly got to the strap-on scene.
"Just one more word Gunther and we're finished." He croaked trying to catch his breath. I hung up.
Gunther - Friday October 16th
'tonight' I texted. Gunther was sitting across the room from me. We were in our first period English class. I watched as he read the message and then smiled at him when he looked up.
'tonight?' came back.
'its better now isn't it? Healed?' I texted.
'where?'
'my house, bring your video camera'
Dad, mom and Martine had gone to visit grandma for the weekend, I'd begged off, and so we had the house to ourselves. I'd insisted that we do it with a little style and so Gunther had arrived with a dozen roses and dressed in his best duds and we'd proceeded to one of our cities chicest restaurants for dinner, a pre fuck fete. Gun's dad had let him use the good car.
"Was your mom happy?" I asked as we ate.
"She couldn't believe we were going out, dad neither," he answered.
"We'll have to stop in over there when we get back, before we--"
And so we had. Mrs. Klugge, elated, had insisted on taking pictures of our first date. Then made no complaint when we told his parents we were going over to my place to see a movie. I knew he wasn't going to go home that night and I knew his mother wouldn't say a word... she was in heaven, her son finally had a date.
"Do you want to film it?" I asked as I led my beau up to my parent's bedroom. He was trembling.
"You don't mind?" Of course I didn't and we had two hi def video recorders set up on tripods within seconds. "Why here?" he asked but I knew the only thing he was thinking about was his penis.
"Better camera angles," I said, then moved into his arms and stopped any further questions with my lips.
We did it slowly. I wanted his first time to be something he'd remember and treasure forever. I wanted him to belong to me forever.
But don't think for a second that it wasn't good for me too. When I'd started going with boys it hadn't taken me long to figure out I liked sex. I came easily and often. And knew from talking to my girlfriends that I enjoyed it much more than most of them did. I'm pretty sure I'd inherited it from mom.
The first time I sat on top. I wanted to control the action, slow it down and speed it up as the situation demanded. I didn't want Gunther's first time inside me to be one of those two second premature ejaculation things that I knew virgin boys were famous for.
I needn't have worried. The second I lowered my moist pussy over his cockhead I was excited as he was. The thick bulb, so much bigger than Rob's, split me in a way that no other penis had. And as I slowly lowered myself down onto him it stretched my vagina and stimulated nerve ends I never knew I had. I was cumming before he was all the way into me.
Gun's first spurting ejaculation did come quickly but by that time neither of us cared. I was screaming in pleasure. We did it three more times that night before finally collapsing into sleep.
"I love you." It was ten o'clock the next morning; we'd both just waken up.
"You better," I answered.
"I was okay?"
Why does every male need to be told how good he was? "Much better than Rob, much, much better," I complimented, then leaned over and gave him a gentle kiss. Actually he had been! I slowly kissed my way down his body and by the time my mouth got to his cock it was rock hard.
"You can do it again?" I asked in a little girls voice, the wonder clear. Then, after tracing the letters of my name with my tongue, added, "Rob can only do it once, or maybe twice." I know, I was laying it on but you know how men are.
"I always told you he was a loser," my proud beau answered.
"We're going to do it here," I said as I lowered my body over his hard cock and took it deep inside myself.
"What?" he groaned.
"Halloween. The plan," I answered as I started to ride him.
"Here where?"
"In my parent's bedroom, here," I answered.
"We're going to drug somebody in your parent's bedroom? Won't they be around?"
I was starting to get very wet. "They better be," I said, then captured his lips with mine.
****
"You're going to drug your mother and father? Are you crazy?"
"You're going to be my cameraman."
"It's not right."
We argued back and forth for a while but I wasn't worried. I knew there was no way in the world Gunther Klugge would refuse anything I asked. After about twenty minutes of 'disccussion' I played him my copy of my parent's home 'role playing nurse/patient' movie on their bedroom TV.
"Oh my gawd," he muttered when mom lowered the sheet and exposed dad. I smiled at my friend sweetly in reply. Then I gave him his first official blow job. And of course later he was made to reciprocate.
Mom - Four days before Halloween
"You're going as a fairy?" I laughed as I watched mom pull her Halloween costume from the box. "Little Tinker Bell?" I teased. Mom couldn't help but grin as she held the gossamer like costume in front of her.
"Don't break them," she warned as I pulled the wings from the box.
"C'mon mom, you got to try it on for me," I ordered when she moved to place it on a hanger. She was dying to so it only took me a couple of secs to overcome her feigned indifference. I held it while she unbuttoned her blouse and stepped out of her jeans. My mom still looked pretty darn good. And I don't just mean for a nearly forty year old. She looked good period. As my boyfriend had mentioned to me just a couple of weeks earlier when mom had come out of our house in her bikini and jumped into our pool.
"Pretty sexy underwear mom," I teased when she was down to her bra and panties. Pink lace. "Victoria's Secret?"
"They're not," she answered as she took the pink fairy dress from my hands and pulled it over her head.
"They certainly match the costume, all pink and lacy." Mom blushed. "But I don't think Faeries are supposed to wear bras are they?" I asked as I approached her from behind with the wings which I then carefully slipped over her shoulders.



"Ha, ha. Funny girl," she answered as she inspected her reflection in the wall mirror.
"C'mon, let's see it without," I said as I unsnapped her bra from behind.
"EVE!" But there was a little girls smile in mom's eyes. And she didn't protest as I pulled the flimsy bra away from her body.
I whistled. An appreciative wolfs whistle. "If you wear it out in public like this you'll be attacked by every man at the party. You'll be ravaged by Mr. Graham. Or Mr. Stevens," I said, referring to two of our neighbours.
"Do you think I'll have to wear a slip under it?" mom asked as she continued to watch herself in the mirror. Her full breasts, capped by erect nipples that poked from their pink areoles couldn't be missed. Of course she'd have to wear a slip or risk getting jailed for causing a riot. She looked that good! I knew I'd look pretty darn good in it too when the time came.
She watched as I let my eyes roam over them. I knew she was proud of them
As I told you earlier my parents met for the first time at a Halloween party. Although they'd never said so, certainly not to their innocent daughter, it had become pretty clear to me once I'd got a little older, that they had made love that first night. Costumed was my guess.
And Halloween had become the biggest party weekend of the year for them. Nostalgia I guess. In recent years they'd gone to a Halloween dinner party one of our neighbours held and then, maybe around nine, would slip out and go barhopping downtown. I was left at home in charge of giving out the candy and escorting my little sister around the neighbourhood.
They were reliving that first night.
"You guys are weird," I teased my mom as she twirled around half naked in her Faerie costume.
"We only do it once a year," mom answered.
"You're almost forty." I knew that would get her going.
"Life doesn't end at twenty my dear," mom answered frostily.
Halloween Night
"What if they don't get home til like four or five in the morning?" Gunther was getting nervous, he'd been fidgeting for the last hour.
"They'll be right on time," I promised. Everything was ready. The cameras, the drugged drinks, the accessories...
"Still--"
"Guuuuntheeeer," I warned. I didn't want to admit it to him but I was a little nervous myself.
But the first part worked like a charm. We heard the taxi when it pulled up outside just after one. Then we heard my parent's giggles as they fumbled with the keys opening the front door. They finally got the front door open and, leaning on each other for support, made it into the living room without falling.
Mother had no slip or underwear on under her Faerie costume and her dark triangle of pubic fur was unmistakable through its sheer, shimmering lace. I couldn't begin to guess what had happened to the slip she'd started with.
"You're still up honey," dad offered, then turned his attention to the staring Gunther. "Gunther?"
"He helped with the kids, gave out candy at the door while I took Martine around," I explained. The fly on my father's Devil costume was gaping open. The two weren't drunk but were certainly sailing along pretty good. I could smell the marijuana on their clothes.
"Thanks son, we appreciate it," dad said but with no real conviction in his voice. He'd never been a big fan of our neighbour.
But the two readily accepted my offer to mix them 'one last drink' and I left dad with his drink in hand while I escorted a giggling mom upstairs, having lured her to my room with the excuse that I really needed to talk to her in private for a sec. She passed out ten seconds after she crossed the threshold.
It took me just a couple of minutes to strip her and don the Faerie costume myself. Finally masked I checked myself in the mirror. Perfect.
Remember to talk like mom, remember to talk like mom, remember to talk like mom, I repeated mantra like to myself as I walked down the hall to the master bedroom.
"Is he out?" I asked when I got there. Gunther had helped dad up the stairs while I'd dressed.
"Sorta," Gunther answered.
"Is that you Dominique?" dad asked groggily from the couch. His penis was sticking out of his pants.
"Go get the stuff, the cameras," I instructed my assistant.
"Where's your mom?"
"On my bed, we'll get her later."
Okay, some people might say that drugging your parents and then taking advantage of your father when he's under the influence is not acceptable behaviour for an eighteen year old, well brought up daughter. But that's only your opinion.
If they could role play then so could I.
"I'm going to tie you up," I whispered in my dad's ear.
"You're so bad Dom," he answered and had a smile on his face while I led him to the bed.
"You don't know how bad," I answered as I started to undress him.
"It wasn't til he was handcuffed spread-eagled to the four bedposts, naked, a silk scarf wrapped around his eyes, that I took off my mask. Gunther had set up one camera on a tripod and had the other in his hand by the time I was ready.
"But I want to see my little Dominique," dad complained as I started to run my hand across his hairy chest. His cock was huge. Scarily huge. I'd seen the film but seeing it in person gave me second thoughts. If I hadn't seen it go into mom I might have walked away. Gunther was filming it all.
"I'm going to let you shave me tonight," I promised my father as I moved my head down towards his cock. But before I reached it I turned my head, smiled for the camera, then said, "I want you naked too Gunther."
It was an order and he took it as such, his 'But' just a seconds delay before he set the camera down and quickly disrobed. His blue capped penis was proudly erect.
"Gunther?" dad mumbled but the second my lips closed over his cockhead all thought of our neighbour was forgotten.
It's hard for me now to describe what it felt like. As it pushed deep inside me. So much deeper than I'd ever experienced. My girlfriends and I had giggled over the questions videos of porn star cocks had brought to our teenage minds. 'What would it be like?' 'Would it all fit?' 'How much better?' etc., etc.
But it wasn't just daddy's size. Okay, I'll admit it, that was a lot of it. But it was also the other thing -- the taboo thing. I mean it's your father who's fucking you.
I sat astride my tied and drugged father, and rode him until I thought I was going to explode. He lasted forever and I'd come three times before he finally erupted, filling me with what seemed like a gallon of hot cum. It was better than anything I'd ever done.
We got mom from my room before the second time. Lay her next to him on her back on their king size bed. As Gunther continued to film I couldn't help but notice how his camera continually strayed from filming dad and I to her naked, supine form.
I uncuffed daddy (but still insisted he remain masked) for the second go around. Positioning myself on all fours, Gunther led my father to his place between my legs and even guided daddy's cock to my waiting slit. Then he needed no further guidance. He took me hard, unsparingly, spanking my bum hard and squeezing my breasts as he rammed himself home. I was unaware of anything except my pussy and the monster that was invading it. It was only when I watched the film later that I realised how loud I'd been screaming.
Gunther and I shaved mom next. Her once proud bush was hacked away mercilessly by her daughter and her boyfriend until her bare mound glistened in the bright lights we'd set up to help us capture every moment.
"Do you want her? Want to fuck her?" I lured Gunny when we'd finished. His still rock hard cock was leaking precum.
"We can't," he protested. I simply closed my fingers around him and pulled him and placed him between mom's legs. He needed no further encouragement and although his first strokes were tentative, almost immediately his pace sharpened and he was hammering away for all he was worth. I filmed every thrust.
"Don't cum inside her," I finally warned when I saw he was close.
"What? Why?" he was almost beyond instruction.
"I want you to cum on her, her stomach, her thighs, her breasts," I insisted as I pulled him out. Then watched as he splattered her with his cream.
We retied my still acquiescent father, this time face down but with pillows under his stomach. I used the strap- on. He groaned but never complained. I realised this wasn't his first time. Later I sucked him. And almost choked to death when he suddenly started spurting.
And when we were finally done we set the scene. We left mom with the strap-on. She was sticky when we left, not only covered by Gunther's spunk but I also rubbed some of daddy's across her lips and face.
We slowly led daddy step by step through what had supposedly happened, implanting false memories that would become his reality when he awoke the next morning.
We put a couple of burned down joints in an ashtray next to the bed. One empty wine bottle was on its side on the floor and a half drunk one we left teetering between their bodies.
The shaving cream, the razor and the basin of once warm water, now filled with mom's pubic hairs, was on the bedside table. We took our cameras but left a tripod mounded digital camera, with a few pictures on it, under the bed.
The room stank of sex and marijuana.
The Morning After
"Your dad's finally awake." I looked over at Gunther. He was sitting on the edge of my bed, naked, watching the video that was being fed from my parents bedroom to my thirty-two inch, wall mounted, flat screen TV. From the camera we'd left hidden in their room.
"Finally!" I said as I rushed over and sat next to him. I'd already been up for over an hour and a half and had been getting impatient. I'd fed my sister breakfast and then shooed her off to a friends and had just got out of the shower. I was wrapped in a towel. I could see Gunther was nervous.
"Christ, what if he remembers, what if--"
Enough already! "Look at him Gunny. He's lost." My father was still hand and leg cuffed to the bed, his butt held high in the air by the three pillows stuffed under his stomach.
"He can't figure out what's going on," Gun added in commentary as we watched dad struggle with his bindings while his eyes searched the room for help.
"Dominique ... Dom ...DOM! Wake up honey," he finally urged when he turned and found mom lying next to him. He still hadn't noticed the thing attached between her legs.
"Oh my gawd, my head," my slowly awakening mother complained, not yet aware of dad's predicament.
"Undo me," dad ordered.
"What?" mom asked as she lifted her head. Then started to giggle when she saw him. "You're so bad," she cooed as she leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. It was when she leaned over that she felt the plastic penis that was attached at her groin. The two of us watched as we saw the questions appear in her eyes.
"Did I use that? On you?"
"I can't remember. Now find the keys," dad answered unhappily. Mom patted his naked rump and giggled.
"Look, Christ, she's going to do him again," Gunther muttered.
"She didn't do him the first time you doofus," I answered, then I reached over, gave Gunther a little cock squeeze, then stood up and said, "Watch this." After dropping the towel and grabbing a bathrobe I headed out of the room and down the hall.
Later, when I watched the replay of the video, I saw what effect my knock on my parent's bedroom door had on them. Panic would be the best description of their reaction. Dad had got one hand free but that's all. Mom still had the strap-on between her legs. The room just reeked of marijuana. The wine bottle I'd left on the bed had toppled over and spilt and left a three foot diameter red stain on their sheets. The shaving cream, razor and the bowl of water were perched on their bedside table. Mind you mom still hadn't realised she'd been shorn yet.
I knocked again. "Are you guys up yet?" No answer but I could hear dad's panicked whispering to mom. "It's almost noon. What were you guys up to last night anyway? Can I come in?" The video shows mom leaping from the bed and hurtling towards the door and the lock as I slowly turned the handle.
Daddy's voice thunders out, "We're not dressed yet honey--"
"I could bring you breakfast in bed," I offered sweetly through the door.
"No, no, we'll just grab a shower, we'll be down soon," mom announced. "Give us twenty minutes and I'll cook a brunch for all of us."
Gunther and I watched for the next twenty minutes as mom and dad slowly worked through the detritus left everywhere around their room and slowly tried to work out what happened.
"You shaved me?" mom demanded when she'd lowered the strap-on and discovered the state of her pubic mound.
"You never should have lit that last joint," dad complained as he inspected the half full ashtray.
"Me?"
"Or opened that last bottle of wine."
"I don't remember."
"You said you wanted to tie me up, that the little Faerie couldn't trust the big bad Devil if he wasn't trussed up. Then you blindfolded me."
In my room Gunther raised his fist in the air and yelled, "YES."
"I'm covered in cum," mom said as she inspected her newly mown lawn.
"Some of it's mine," Gunther announced proudly to the TV and then turned to me smugly and asked, "I told you not to worry didn't I? That I had it all under control."
"Yes dear," I agreed. Boys and their egos! Soon he'd be believing it was all his idea.
And then, after my mom and dad had cleaned up most of the mess, they started in again. "Look," Gunny announced, "your dad's got another erection. Fuck, doesn't he ever stop? The two of them are sex maniacs."
"Maybe we shouldn't watch."
It took a couple of seconds for my words to sink in but when they did he looked at me like I was crazy. I grinned evilly back. Then the two of us started to laugh. And we laughed the whole time my father pumped his big penis into my mom.
Later - The Kitchen
There's a look I've learned that's very effective on my parents. I guess every teenager has a way of expressing disapproval of their mom and dad without really saying anything. Mine combined a sweet friendly smile with a raising of my eyes just so.
I used it on them while I cooked their breakfast. Mom had offered to do it but I'd insisted, telling them I was sure they were tooooo tired, with just the right emphasis on tooooo. Both turned away from my questioning stare.
I led the conversation slowly. "How was the party at the Grants?" my opening salvo.
"Usual," dad mumbled through the toast at his lips.
"Were your costumes a smash?" I fixed them with the look. Quite frankly they weren't too responsive as I peppered them with questions as we ate our meal.
"You were pretty wasted when you got home," I ventured when we neared the end of the meal.
"Mr. Grants punch," dad offered back with a weak smile.
"But then you went out to a bar after?" My disapproval clear.
"It was okay, we took a cab princess," dad answered.
I almost let them think they'd escaped. They had just finished clearing the table and were turning to go when I hit them with it. "You know you guys, it's okay as far as I'm concerned, I mean I understand, like I am eighteen already," I started.
They both turned and looked over at me. I waited. "What Eve?" mom finally tried.
After I'd counted to ten in my head, the whole time with a real look of concern on my face, I went on, "It's just that Martine's only nine." I waited.
Dad spoke quickly. "Marti? Is something wrong with Marti?"
"I know parents have a right to their own life, to do their own thing, but--"
Mom interrupted. "But what about Martine?"
"I know you use marijuana sometimes. I mean everyone's parents do." Take your time Eve, you've got em now I advised myself. They both could see the disappointment in my eyes as I looked from one to the other.
"Marijuana? Marti tried marijauna?" Dad, a stunned look on his face, demanded.
"She woke me ... last night."
"And," mom prompted when I didn't offer anything more.
"You'd woken her. She thought someone was being killed. She shook and shook me. She was crying."
"But why?" Dad clearly was at sea, but I could see he was still mulling over (and not liking) the idea of his nine year daughter smoking pot.
"Mom was screaming. Not really screaming but--"
Immediately I saw the understanding come. "She heard us?"
"Of course I knew what it was. Bed stuff. Sex. But Marti was scared."
"We were loud?" Dad blushed when he asked his question.
"I told her it was okay, that she could spend the rest of the night with me. That you and daddy were just playing a game. You'd left your door open," I accused.
"We had?" dad asked as he stared daggers at mom.
"I got up and closed it. Then I shut mine. We really didn't hear anything else the rest of the night. Not much anyway. I read her a story."
"You closed our door?" mom asked. There were a thousand questions in both their eyes.
"Did you see--" dad started to ask, but brought himself under control before finishing the question.
"It was dark ... and really smoky," I added.
"Ooooh," mom managed.
"It's just what if Martine had gone in there before coming to my bedroom. It's not right. She's too young."
"You're right sweetie, we didn't think," my mom said as she hugged me.
"I know you like sex but that's why they put locks on bedroom doors daddy," I said as I gave him my saddest little smile.
"It was Halloween honey." They both looked like they wanted to disappear.
I made them suffer for a few minutes more before I released them. But I had one final line to lay on them and waited til they were almost out the door, "You know mom, we were very lucky this time. It's incredible she didn't go directly to your room with all the flashbulbs going off." Mom and dad stumbled a sec but didn't break stride.
My Parents Bedroom
"Flash fucking bulbs!" were dad's first words when they'd got back to their bedroom. I had rushed up to my bedroom and had planted myself in front of the TV to watch the show. It took him only a second or two to locate the tripod, camera still attached, that was lying under the bed.
"Do you think she saw anything?" mom asked. Dad was trying to replay the pictures we'd left on the camera. One showed him mounted by mom.
"Yeah she saw her dad lying handcuffed on his stomach, while her mother, in a Faerie costume and equipped with a plastic penis, mounted him from behind. In a room full of marijuana smoke while the flashing camera caught everything for posterity." Father wasn't happy.
"Maybe we weren't doing anything when she came in."
"Fuck, what'll she think of me now? I'm her father."
"She's eighteen." But mom's words sounded hollow.
"This could affect her for life."
"It may not be that bad," mom, the eternal optimist answered.
"In twenty years she'll be all fucked up and when she's lying on some analysts coach she tell him, 'I walked into my parents room and mommy was fucking daddy. Ever since then--'. Shit, you'll just have to talk to her Dominique." Dad was getting excited.
"But--"
"Explain it all ... in woman's terms." Mom grinned, then started to laugh. Dad didn't.
*****
Four days later mom caught me alone. She'd been trying to since the 'incident' but I'd eluded her invitations to talk simply to heighten their unease. Every night I'd watched daddy question mom as to my frame of mind. I'd finally let her catch me.
Our talk took place in the family den soon after dad had taken Martine out on a shopping expedition and was preceded by an offer of a glass of wine from her. Once we were both comfortably ensconced at opposite ends of the couch she asked, "Are you disappointed in us Eve?'
"Huh? Why?" I'd decided to play dumb to start.



"The other night."
"Halloween?" Mom nodded yes. "Everyone's parents drink. And smoke too," I added after a seconds hesitation.
"Still, is there anything you'd like to ask me?" I knew mom wanted to probe but wasn't sure what to ask.
"And at least you still do it." Nonchalant.
"But--"
"Gunther's parents haven't done it in six months. Debbie's parents sleep in different bedrooms."
"They do?" I'd caught mom's interest.
"And you know that half my friend's parents are divorced. Rob's, Gail's, Patty's," I said as I ticked them off on my fingers. "I'm glad you're still," I added but then stopped and waited a few seconds before adding, "active..."
"You know you're father and I are--"
I didn't let mom finish, instead broke in and with a big grin said, "even if you do some very weird things." I put a lot of emphasis on the word weird. My mother blushed.
"Would you like to talk about them honey?" was asked in her most motherly tone. But it was hard to tell what answer she'd like.
"No it's okay." I sipped from my wine glass.
Mom tried again. "Things aren't always what they seem Eve."
But I'd had enough. I had just one more thought to leave her with. "Is daddy deformed mom?"
"What?" I'd clearly caught her!
"I mean it was dark and smoky but--" I waited.
"But what?" mom finally had to ask.
"It just looked so big. Like twice as big as Robs. His thing ... it looked like one you'd see on the Internet. It wasn't normal!"
*****
"Well?" That was dad's first word to mom when he got home and got her alone in their room. Gunther and I were watching the live feed on my TV. I was fondling his cock.
"Good news," mom announced.
"Good news?"
"Your daughter did not see her father anally penetrated by her mother."
You could see the relief flood over dad's face. "She didn't?"
"No, aaaand she's quite happy her parents have an active sex life."
"She is?"
"Well, fifty percent of her friends parents are divorced and the other fifty percent apparently don't do it much anymore."
"So the fact that we--" dad started.
"The fact that we do some 'very weird things' as she described them are fine with her," my mother finished.
"She saw some weird things? What things?"
"She's all right Peter."
"You're sure? She's only eighteen," dad warned.
"Sometimes I think she's eighteen going on thirty."
"She won't be traumatised?" Mom started to laugh. "What?" dad asked.
'I didn't say that. In fact she may never recover." Mom continued to giggle.
"I thought you said--"
"She's now afraid her father's deformed."
"What?"
"Yes apparently your innocent daughter may never get over the sight." Mom was as bad as I was at drawing a story out.
"What sight?"
"The poor girl believes her father's cock is afflicted by some disease. Either that or she saw wrong when she looked into the dark, smoky room."
"Eve saw my cock?"
"Yup. And in all its fully erect glory. A penis so big the girl's been having nightmares ever since."
"She said it was big?"
"Her exact word was 'ENORMOUS'. Yes, you're twice as long as her present beau apparently. She asked me where it all went after I'd explained that there was nothing wrong with her father's penis. That it was just on the largish size."
"Now I know where you got your storytelling ability," my little friend Gunther threw out as we watched my parents. I gave his balls a less than gentle squeeze in response.
"I never used the word enormous," I answered. Gawd, mom was worse than me!
"What did she say when you told her that?" dad asked.
"She wanted to know if a big one was much better."
"What did you tell her?"
"I told her there is nothing in the world better than a nice... big ... daddy ... cock," my mom answered even as her fingers moved to dad's crotch.
"You did not."
"Yes I did," mom said as she pulled daddy's penis into view.
"You did not," I yelled at the screen.
"Christ, you shouldn't have talked about my penis like that, not to a young girl like Eve," dad complained but his cock was throbbing in mom's hand.
"I told her that it feels so good when your big penis is in me. That it almost hurts it's so good."
"Your mother didn't tell you that did she?" Gunther asked me.
"Fuck me," I whispered to my neighbour as I got to my knees on the bed.
"What?"
"From behind Gunny, hurry," I demanded as I watched mom pull dad by his penis towards the bed.
Up on the screen dad asked, "What did Eve say to that?" Then he took over from mom, pushing her back and then thrusting into her.
"She said she'd better go out and find one then."
"You encouraged her?" dad gasped between thrusts. Meanwhile Gunther was pounding away, trying to match the rhythm of the two on the screen.
"But then I thought--" I could see that mom was close. So was I.
"What'd you think?" Daddy asked between groans.
"That maybe Eve should be home schooled."
"Whaaaaaaaaaaaaaat!" Exploded from dad's mouth at the same instant his cock started spurting inside mom.
"Whaaaaaaaaaaaaat!" Gunther yelled as his penis started to spit inside me.
My eyes lit up.
"That was sick," my dad stated somewhat huffily ten minutes later. He and mom were lying side by side.
"You got pretty hard big boy," mom teased as she fondled him. "Daddy got sooooo veeeeery veeeeeery beeeeg," she said, imitating my voice perfectly.
"Dom!"
"Maybe I could wear some of Eve's clothes next time. Role play."
"Role play?"
"Uh huh," mom answered, "like we did with the nurse and doctor thing, or the policeman one."
"What policeman one?" Gunther asked the TV. I had no idea. That was clearly one of the films I'd missed.
"When she's away some night or weekend," mom lured, "we'll do it in her bed."
Dad continued to argue with her but both Gunther and I could see the excitement in his eyes.
Ten Days Later - Role Playing in my Bedroom
"Hi daddy," my mom whispered in her most seductive voice after my dad had pushed open my door and slipped into my room.
"She sounds just like you," Gunther accused. We were both in his bedroom, watching the feed that was coming from my bedroom just thirty feet away. I'd told mom and dad I was staying overnight at my pal Tricias.
"Hi sweetie," my father answered as he walked over to where mom was sitting at my desk. "Homework?"
"It's hard daddy, Biology," mom whined as she looked up at dad with love in her eyes.
"That's exactly what you say to me when you want something," Gunther crowed triumphantly.
"Shut up," I said as I elbowed him.
"Can daddy help?" my father asked as he sat down on the bench next to my mom.
"She's wearing your clothes, your skirt from school. She looks just like you." And she did! Older yes but she'd really worked to achieve the look.
Mom had left the two top buttons of her blouse open and I knew exactly the effect it could produce. It was a ploy I'd used with the same blouse more than once at school. A guy couldn't refuse to look. Dad put his arm around mom while his free hand turned a page of my Biology textbook.
"Where's mom?" my mother asked her husband.
"She's out honey, won't be back til tomorrow. Aunt Daphne called, some emergency."
"We're all alone daddy?" my mother asked.
"You'll never be alone when I'm home," my dad promised as he hugged mom a little closer to him. Then he bent over and planted a fatherly kiss on mom's cheek.
"I love you daddy," mom replied.
"Now why don't you tell daddy just what you're having trouble with in biology sweetie," my father encouraged as his hand started to creep down from mom's shoulder.
"What's sperm daddy?" mom asked. Dad's fingers latched onto mom's breast!
For the next hour Gunther and I watched silently, spellbound as my parents played out their incestuous roles.
"He wants to fuck you! I can't believe it," Gunther said as we watched my parents as they finally walked out of my room, video camera in hand. The whole time they'd been doing it they'd maintained the daddy/daughter role play.
"And what's wrong with that?" I demanded.
"He's your father .... it's unnatural, he shouldn't--"
"I love him," I said quietly.
"And your mom's all for it too. I can't believe it. You're not going to--"
"Of course I am, we are."
"We?"
"So now you're going to tell me you wouldn't like to sleep with my mom again? Sure buddy, that's why you had a hard-on the whole time daddy was screwing her." I accused.
"I didn't."
"We're going to give mommy and daddy the best Christmas gift they've ever got."
Gunther was shaking his head but couldn't help asking, "Will we use the drugs on them again?"
"Haven't you heard Gunther, it's time to 'just say no to drugs'."
"But--"
"And what do you think mommy's going to want from daddy for Christmas after she sees you."
"Sees me what?" He knew but I let my hand slip into his lap anyway.
"Mommy is very competitive Gunther. The second she's sees little Eve she'll want dad to get one with her name on it."
"You're father won't be very happy to hear that," Gunny warned.
"Maybe he'll put me over his knee," I answered. But I said it in a way that clearly conveyed to Gunny that I couldn't think of anything that could be much better. "Of course we have someone else to do first. For Thanksgiving."
"Thanksgiving?"
"Yes for Thanksgiving I think Mrs. Klugge is going to find out how much her son loves her."
"No way, I'm telling you Eve, NO FUCKING WAY," Gunny denied. I smiled evilly.
"Yes it'll be fun to see my penis in your mom."
"We can't. It's not your penis anyway."
"Whose name is on it?"
"That doesn't mean--"
"Shut up Gunny. Now do you want to make love to me or should I go home?" I stayed the night! Gunther is not Daddy but he's still more than adequate.
*****
I awoke first the next morning and wearing only one of Gunther's tee shirts I descended to the Klugge kitchen. With his dad away again on one of his trips I knew I'd find his mother alone.
I turned on my blush when I saw her upon entering the kitchen. Put my hand across my mouth as I lowered my eyes. Then, after waiting just the right amount of time, and just before she was going to say something, I started to cry. Of course she rushed over and put her arm around me and led me to the table.
"It's my fault," I started.
"It certainly isn't," Gun's mom said as she hugged me to her bosom. "What did Gunther do?"
I didn't tell her the complete truth!
*****
Thirty minutes later I arrived back in Gunther's room with a fully loaded tray. The aromas of the coffee and the warm Danish buns immediately woke him.
"You cooked me breakfast?" he asked when he'd finally shaken the cobwebs from his head. "You?"
I let the unbelieving tone of voice he'd used pass (oh, he'd pay for it later I promised myself) and answered, a sweet smile on my lips, "No, your mom did."
"Mom saw you? Like that?"
"We had a good, long talk while you slept," I answered, an enigmatic look on my face.
"About what?"
"Boys ... and sex ... and--"
"You didn't!"
"I talked about Rob. And you. And daddy."
"Daddy?" he croaked.
"Your mother hasn't slept with your dad in over six months Gunther."
"How do you know?"
"I told you, we talked. Girls talk, you wouldn't understand. Then I told her I'd love to come to your house for Thanksgiving dinner." He groaned, defeated. "Apparently your dads going to be in Chicago that weekend but your mom said she'd be delighted to have me."
"I won't--" I grabbed his penis.
"I think this is the best place for your mom's name. Right here at the base. On the top side." Horror suddenly appeared in my boyfriend's eyes. "And then above, right here, we'll tattoo Dominique, in honor of my mom," I said as I traced a circle around his shaft up about an inch from the base. "It's long enough to go all the way around."
"I hate you."
"I don't think little Eve does though," I answered, then bent and kissed her as she started to grow.
THE END
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*
2:00 p.m December 18th 2009
"You're staring at me again." But there's no real complaint in my sister's voice as she utters the words. In fact, her eyes show a mischievous delight.
"So do you want me to go?" I challenge as I take a few shuffling steps back towards the open den door. I'd just finished my last day of high school before the start of the Christmas holidays but I hadn't hung around long at the class party. I hadn't wanted to be late.
Emily quickly nods no and as she does my three week old niece's lips slip off the teat they'd been sucking on. My eyes immediately lurch downward to the drop of milk that suddenly appears at the end of her suddenly freed nipple. I lick my lips.
"She's hungry today," my sister says as she shifts her daughter to her other fat nipple. When I move my eyes upward to catch hers I can't miss the satisfaction that glows from them -- she's again caught me staring and admiring her breasts!
I groan inwardly as I watch little Abby's mouth latch on and then start to nurse. Seconds later I'm sitting next to my sister on the couch. I try to hide my erection!
If you'd told me three months ago that I'd be spending ninety per cent of my waking hours thinking about my sister's tits I'd have called you crazy. Laughed at you.
"Yeah sure," I would have scoffed. Emily? She's like five years older than me I'd have argued. She's married. My sister for crying out loud.
She and her new husband Gavin had moved in with us after they'd both graduated from College last May. Due to the economy and to Emily's surprise, very unplanned, pregnancy. They'd got married during their Spring Break last February and somehow, either because of too much to drink or too much sun, Emily had returned home from her Caribbean honeymoon with a daughter growing deep inside her.
She hadn't got an abortion although I know there had been some talk of it at the time. So two months later, with degrees in hand, they settled in with us, with my parents, my sister Gretchen and yours truly. One big happy family!
We were. Seriously! We had lots of room in our house and although Dad grumbled a bit about having paid for Emily's education only to be saddled with supporting the married couple, the truth was that he and mom were delighted at the thought of a granddaughter in the house.
And me? I quickly found out I was too. Eighteen year old high school male seniors don't usually think about pregnancy a lot. Instead we spend most of our time thinking about pussy. And how to get some. I know I had. And not only my girlfriend's.
But something had happened to me last summer. The pregnancy had fascinated me. Watching the metamorphosis of Emily's body had been almost stupefying to me. And of course she'd noticed. And perhaps because her husband hadn't shown the same interest she'd turned to me for support and maybe even something else.
She'd let me touch her stomach as it grew. Later I'd put my lips on her soft skin and whispered to her unborn child. Her breasts grew -- I noticed. An intimacy grew between us. Not quite sexual at first but...
I dreamt of my sister. And as the months passed something unthinkable and unplanned happened. SEX! The thought of sex with my sister interfered. I whacked off to thoughts of my sister. My married sister. And even when I was making love to my girlfriend I found myself thinking of Emily. Of her growing tits.
How sick was that?
But I'd figured that it would pass. Emily would become too big. Or once she'd had the child my fantasy would pass.
But then she had Abby and it got worse. After watching just one milking I was hooked. And I'd almost immediately known I was going to drink from my sister's breasts. It had slowly become an obsession over the past weeks.
So here I am, on a Friday afternoon, watching my big sister getting milked by my niece. And I wanted my share! And Emily, against all odds, liked me being there.
"So does Gavin?"
"Does Gavin what?" she asks as she takes her eyes off her daughter for a second to look up at me.
"Drink from you," I say softly, still trying to hide my desire. I still haven't figured out why she not only tolerates my presence at these sessions but actually encourages it. "When you're alone I mean," I clarify.
"My milk? From my breast?" she asks and I can't help but hear the amusement my sister finds at my suggestion. I nod yes. She laughs and then adds, "He thinks it's yucky, that I shouldn't even be breastfeeding her. He thinks I should wean her asap."
"Whaaaat! Is he crazy?" How dumb is my brother-in-law I wonder as I look adoringly into my big sister's eyes.
"He's afraid they won't be as nice later on. Daddy doesn't like watching it either. You're the only one who seems to like it, to like them. To like my breasts." It's the first time she's complained about her husband in front of me.
"Gretchen likes watching too," I argue.
"Maybe," Emily concedes but then adds enigmatically, "or maybe she's just trying to figure out what her favourite brother is up to."
"I'm up to nothing," I protest as my cheeks start to burn. "I'm just interested. I've never--" But I didn't get to finish my half formed thought -- Emily interrupts me.
"I don't mind ... I'm glad you're here," she admits softly.
"You are?" She nods her head yes. Suddenly brave I blurt out, "I don't know what he's worried about anyway. They're beautiful. They always will be."
She can't hide her happiness at my words, in fact her mouth breaks into a wide smile as she asks, "Really? You like them?"
"Uh huh," I answer as I watch her lift Abby from her chest and offer her to me.
"Burp her?" she asks as I gently take my niece from my sister and start to pat her back. But she doesn't immediately cover herself and as I minister to my niece my eyes continually flick back and forth from Abby to the beautiful, full, milk laden breasts that stand so proudly just inches away.
"They're too big," Emily complains as she cups her hands under her breasts and lifts them. There's no shyness in her movements, in fact it's more an offering than anything else. She's displaying herself to me. We both know it.
"I love them ... love you," I say softly.
"You're crazy," she says with a giggling laugh but still makes no move to cover them. Instead I watch as she squeezes them and seconds later drops of creamy milk appear at the end of each nipple. She's playing me. I still haven't figured out why.
I know she loves me looking at them. Was it possible that she'd like to feed me? That she wants my lips at her nipples as badly as I want them there?
A couple of minutes later we both leave the room... the shows over for the day.
3:30 a.m December 21st 2009
We'd slowly slipped into a routine in the weeks since Abby's birth. Breastfeeding. What the heck, what's so special about it? But I'd been captivated by the spectacle from the first second I'd seen Abby suckling at Emily's tits. And Emily knew it!
She'd recognized my interest immediately and had encouraged it. Whenever she'd been breastfeeding around the house in those first few weeks she'd done it as modestly as possible. Hiding her feeding child under strategically placed pieces of cloth. That is unless it was just she and I in the room. Then the show would start.
I learned her schedule and outside of school hours I magically appeared at exactly the right time. She'd teased me at first but always in a way that let me know she liked me being there.
But it was the night time feedings that had become the special ones. The ones where we knew we wouldn't be disturbed. The ones where there was no shyness between us. The ones where she displayed her breasts proudly to her horny younger brother.
I invariably woke up whenever I heard Abby's plaintive night time cries for food and would immediately rise from my bed and join them. But tonight I'd been out with my girlfriend and had only just got home in time.
"Are you just getting home now?" I can hear the hint of complaint, even some jealousy in my sister's voice.
"I was afraid I'd be late," I answer as I cross the room and then sit next to Emily and put my arm around her. We all know our places now. I'm still panting from having run the last two blocks.
"She waited for you," sis answers as she cradles her daughter's head to her breast. I watch the babies lips hungrily latch on to her nipple.
"Thanks for waiting sweetie," I say as I move my other hand so that my fingers are able to gently caress the top of my niece's head. For seconds neither of us say anything, instead we're content to simply watch the feeding. I watch almost breathlessly as I slowly start to slide the back of my hand down across Abby's cheek.
And when it accidently slides off her cheek and onto the side of Emily's breast I can't help but feel the tremors that spiral upward through her body. They match the excited jerk of my penis. She's as excited as I am!
But she ignores my touch and asks, "So where did you and Jenny go tonight anyway?" Sis's question is delivered in a tremulous quaver. There are goose bumps on her arm.
"A movie," I stammer, my nervousness obvious as I watch my finger hovering centimetres away from where Abby's lips are working feverishly.
"Til now? It's almost three thirty." Another complaint. She adjusts her daughter and in doing so her breast accidently comes back in contact with my fingers. Or is it an accident?
"We're not old folks like you married guys," I tease then add, "We went back to her place." My focus is so intense on the milk filled tit that I'm hardly aware of our words. Again my finger lightly brushes across her breast.
"Did you guys make out?"As she asks the question she shifts Abby to her other nipple.
"Some," I answer as I watch a drop form on the abandoned teat. My hand, hanging in the air is suddenly trembling.
"Do you sleep with her?" There's an excited curiosity in Emily's voice.
"Uh huh," I answer and then the middle finger on my left hand decides to act on its own and swoops down and captures the drop of milk just as it's about to fall.
"Don't," she says as I push the milk laden tip of my finger between my lips. She's too late! She watches as I lick my finger.
"It's good!"
"You shouldn't have!" But she can't keep her excitement from her eyes.
"Why not?"
"It's Abby's. We can't waste any."
"You have lots," I answer. "In fact I've been studying it. I went on line today and read all about lactation."
"What'd you read?"
"It said that the more milk a baby takes, the more you make. It's good for you. And the baby. And whoever else."
"Whoever else?"
"Whoever else you choose to feed."
"I only feed little Abby."
"You're lucky I'm not your husband."
"Why?"
"Because you'd have two mouths to feed."
"Well you're not. And you can't have any more."
As she talks I know I'm going to have more, that there is no way I'll be able to control my need. But it's time to change the subject.
"Her breasts aren't as nice as yours."
"Whose aren't?"
"Jenny's."
"She lets you see them?"
"I tried to milk her tonight."
"Whaaaat!"
"She didn't have any milk."
"She let you--"
"Touch them, suck them?" I finish for her.
"You two are too young to be doing stuff like that," she admonishes even though I know she wants to hear every detail.
"We had already fucked," I answer, using the 'f' word to shock her.
"You shouldn't use that word, its ugly."
"Three times."
"Three times what?" I don't answer. "You made love three times? Tonight? With Jenny?"
"Uh huh. Then I tried to milk her."
"She's on the pill isn't she? You use protection?" I nod yes to both her questions. "You're too young."
"There are other ways to get milk you know. You can induce lactation. I read all about it."
"You're crazy." Emily smiles as she says the words and then lifts her sated daughter off her breast and hands her to me. "Be careful," she instructs as I start to pat my nieces back.
"Jenny thought I was crazy too," I answer with a laugh. And my girlfriend had laughed when I'd told her it was possible for a girl to lactate even if she hadn't been pregnant and had a child.
"I explained 'induced lactation' to her."
"I'll bet she loved that," Ems says with a smile. For seconds we just look into each other's smiling eyes without saying anything.
"I guess I better get back," she finally offers. But I know she really doesn't want to go. I could stay here all night!
"Yeah," I agree reluctantly as I uncoil my six foot two inch tall body from the couch and slowly stand. But before leaving I bend down and lightly brush my sister's lips with mine. "I love you," I whisper, then turn to go.
"Why are my breasts nicer than Jenny's?" I hear whispered from behind just as I'm about to slip out the door. I turn back. She's still uncovered, bare from the waist up. I look my sister directly in the eyes, then slowly move mine lower to the full, round mountains that have dominated every waking thought I've had for the last three weeks.
I lick my lips. "They just are," I say, then turn and flee. I'd made love with my girlfriend three times earlier tonight and yet my cock is huge in my pants. I know Emily noticed.
I wanted her to. And as I lie naked in my bed minutes later, stroking my cock, I realise it's never been just about her milk...
Afternoon December 22nd 2009 - Gretchen
"You're a real perv," I hear whispered in my ear. Then my sister giggles when I jump about six inches up out of my chair.
"You're supposed to knock," I instruct my little sister for the thousandth time.
As usual she ignores me as she leans over my shoulder and peers at my computer screen. "Breasts! That's all boys ever think about," she complains as she looks at the video playing on the screen. It shows a young Japanese girl being milked by her lover.
"You'll grow some someday," I answer even though I can feel her firm, young, teenage breast bumping against my shoulder.
"You're soooooo funny," she replies as she stands up straight and pulls her shoulders back in a pose that extenuates everything she's got. She looks down into my eyes and challenges me to look. I do. Slowly. I caress her curves with my eyes before finally venturing a, "In another two or years when you grow up...."
She punches my shoulder. Of course I knew she would. We know each other too well. And Gretchen, a veteran of these sibling wars, quickly goes back to the attack.
"You want to milk Emily don't you?" she asks, then adds in a tone only a teenage girl can manage, "and she's your oooown sister for crying out loud."
"I'm interested in the process, the--"
"Oh sure, Doctor Timmy," she scoffs. But she's smiling.
My sister and I are best friends. Always have been. At a just turned eighteen she's only eleven months younger than I am. Siblings like us, born so close together, invariably either become enemies or friends. We'd been lucky.
Actually it'd been Emily who'd never really fit in. She had been the odd fifth wheel between the duo of mom and dad, and Gretch and I. With her being almost five years older than me I'd never really got to know her growing up.
She babysat Gretch and I but really hadn't played with us.
She'd been off and away to college before I'd gone through puberty so I'd never really noticed her sexual attractiveness until she arrived home married and pregnant.
I suddenly realise as I talk to Gretchen that she's as baffled as I am about the whole milky Emily fixation I've been showing. And I know I'll never be able to fool her...
Late at Night, December 23rd 2009
Both my sister and her baby smile at me as I come through the den door. "You shouldn't keep getting up like this," Emily complains but we both knew she'd have been disappointed if I hadn't come. Our routine has become fixed.
"What's that?" she asks even though she can't help but recognise the photo album and the saucer I'm holding in my hand for exactly what they are.
"Have you ever seen this album before?" I ask as I sit down next to her and open the album on my knee.
"I don't know. Who's in it?" she asks as she looks. "Oh my gawd," she gasps as I turn the page and reveal pictures of our mom she'd never seen before.
"Is that me?" I watch as her eyes dart around the two pages, trying to see everything at once. Pictures of her mother, topless and sitting on the edge of her bed, feeding her newborn.
"Yes," I answer as I put my arm around my sister. Abby, happy at her mother's breast, notices nothing except the teat in her mouth.
"Where'd you find it?"
"By accident. A couple of weeks ago. I was looking for something in the attic."
"But--"
"It wasn't exactly hidden but--"
"Daddy must have taken them," she says as she slowly fingers each photo. I know she must be thinking the same thoughts as I had when I'd opened it for the first time.
I turn the page. The next pictures are from another day but the subject is the same -- mother and daughter. This time both were naked as our mother suckled her newborn. I watch as Emily takes in mom's tangled triangle of pubic hair.
"It's weird ... daddy and mommy doing that."
"I know."
"We shouldn't look at them, they're private," sis exclaims but makes no effort to close the book. I simply turn the page in answer. More of mom and Emily. Then, as I continue to turn the pages, other pictures, pictures of mom and dad, pictures I quickly skim through. Private pictures. Pictures children shouldn't see of their parents.
Emily gasps out, "Daddy's penis," as we flip by one particularly revealing shot. Then pictures of me appear. It was my turn to get photographed at my mother's breast.
"These are the ones I really wanted you to see," I say as I flip the page again. There are four pictures, two on each facing page. I'm being held in my four and a half year old sister's arms. Mom, topless, and obviously just having finished feeding me, has a broad grin on her face as she watches her little girl trying to imitate her.
"You see, you wanted to feed me eighteen years ago," I say triumphantly.
"I did not," she answers as she examines the pictures.
"You know Emily, your breasts are even nicer than moms were back then," I compliment.
"You shouldn't say things like that." But she's beaming.
In answer I lift the shallow saucer from where I'd dropped it on the couch and offer it to her.
"What's that for?" But of course she knows. I wait. "We can't, it would be wrong," she finally offers. There's an excited blush on her cheek.
"I want to taste you."
"You can't."
"Do you want me to do it then?" I ask as I move my hand towards her breasts.
"NO! Stop that," she almost shouts as she pulls her body back from me.
"Then you do it," I insist. Emily slowly moves her hand under and then cups her left breast. I watch spellbound as she caresses and squeezes streams of milk from first one, then her other teat. Her cream splashes into the saucer. I wait.
And then I lap her mother's milk from the saucer when she finally offers it to me. "More," I insist when I've licked every drop from the saucer.
"I don't have anymore."
"Your brother's hungry."
"He's a bad little boy," Ems answers but she takes the saucer from my hand.
"He loves his sister's breasts," I answer reverentially.
"He shouldn't," she answers as a stream of milk suddenly spurts from her nipple and arches between the gap between us and then splashes against my cheek.
I know as I lap up the second saucer full that for my next feeding I won't need to bring the saucer...



Christmas Eve
It's late on Christmas Eve but, unlike in the famous Christmas story, there is a creature stirring. Three of them in fact. Sis, Abby and Uncle Timothy.
"Merry Christmas Abby," I coo in my niece's ear as I lift her from her basinet. She immediately stops her crying and smiles up at me. "Mommy will be here soon honey," I promise as I offer her my finger. She's just realizing there's no milk in it when her mother comes through the door.
"And Merry Christmas to you too," I say as I pass my niece over to her mom.
There's no shyness in her movements as she quickly lets her negligee slip off her shoulders. No artful adjustment of her clothes as she brings her hungry child to her chest. "None for you tonight," she promises me but I can see she's happy I'm there. Happy that I'm looking at, and admiring, her body.
"No time anyway," I answer as I pull my digital camera out of the pocket of p.j.'s.
"No way, don't you dare," she says the second I aim the camera at her. Abby, her face buried in her mother's bosom, ignores the flash.
"TIMMY!"
Ignoring her I walk over to the light switch and flick on the overhead lights. Then I turn on each of the three reading lamps in the room. "We won't need the flash now," I tell my sister as I start to photograph her.
"Don't. Pleeeease Timmy," she says as she attempts to cover the breast Abby isn't feeding on.
"Smile," I order as I lift her hand away from her body. I continue to snap pictures.
"What if someone comes?"
"They're all asleep," I answer.
"We shouldn't," she says but she belies her words by arching her back while cupping her breast.
"Christmas milk ... Christmas breasts ... Christmas baby," I say reverentially as I continue to shoot. "We'll make our own Abby and Emily album."
"No one can ever see them," she orders as I, finally finished shooting, put the camera back in my p'j.'s pocket. It bumps against my raging cock.
"Except us."
"Don't even let Gretchen see them." We both know that request is an impossibility to meet given our sister's curiosity and her mastery of computers.
"I'll take some more, next week, during the day," I promise.
"It's wrong," Ems insists but we both know we're going to do it. Neither of us has done anything near as exciting in our whole lives. And as I stand I know she can't help but see my erection poking straight out. The thin cotton cloth of my p.j.'s can't hide its need.
I stand still in front of her and wait until her eyes zero in on my rearing mast. Finally she tears her eyes away and looks up into mine. "Merry Christmas," I whisper as I bend down and kiss her. A quick kiss, but not a brother's kiss. A wet kiss.
"Merry Christmas," she whispers back when our lips break apart.
"And you do know what I want you to give me for Christmas don't you?" I ask as I back towards the door.
"I caaaan't. You know I can't," she pleads to my back as I disappear.
Christmas 2009
I bought Emily a sweater for Christmas. A cashmere sweater. A vee necked, ivory colored pullover that the second I it saw on the mannequin in the store I knew would be beautiful on her. A sweater that I knew would highlight her breasts perfectly. Her milky breasts.
Of course its choice presented me with some problems. Like how could I give my sister a two hundred dollar gift without doing the same for Gretchen. And mom. And especially for my girlfriend Jenny. So I ended up spending just about every cent I'd saved from my summer job. It was worth it just to see Emily's breasts encased in cashmere.
Fortunately Gretchen was delighted by her gift, a dark red silk, sleeveless top that I knew would be perfect for her to go out nightclubbing in. It was an adult top, a sexy top. A top a girl wouldn't wear a bra under. She smiled when she unwrapped it.
So I got points from everyone.
Christmas Night, 2:30 a.m, December 26th 2009
Emily's waiting, sitting on the couch, when I slip into the den just after two thirty in the morning. She's wearing a negligee I've never seen before, a shimmering, almost translucent, pink, spaghetti strapped, piece of silk that hangs like gossamer over her full, round breasts. It hides nothing!
Abby's lying silent in her bassinet on the floor.
"She's still sleeping ... I fed her at midnight ... I may not have to feed her til morning," Emily whispers as I walk across the room. All I'm wearing is a pair of white boxers.
"More for me then," I answer.
"It's wrong Timmy. We really shouldn't ... what would people say," she stammers out as I sit beside her on the couch.
"It's perfectly natural. You're just feeding your poor hungry brother," I say as I slip one of her negligee's straps off her shoulder.
"Did you bring a saucer?" She knows I didn't. And I know she didn't want me to bring one. She's decided. I slip the other strap down. For a second the soft cloth continues to cover her, held in place by the two erect nubs that are straining outward from her aureole. Then it falls, dislodged by a quick sidewise jerk of her body.
She lets out a low moan the second my two hands cup the still jiggling breasts.
A groaning, needy, "Timmeeeeeee, " follows as I start to caress her heavy, milk laden orbs. Within seconds droplets of my sister's rich milk have formed at the end of each of her thick nipples. I dip my head! Lick first one, then the second. Then I open my lips and welcome her thick nipple into my mouth. Suck. Swallow. My sister groans again as she puts a hand around my head and pulls me even tighter against her.
My cock is huge!
"It's different, so different," I hear Emily say when I finally release her nipple.
"What's different?" I ask as I move my lips to her other one. Her milk flows easily into my mouth.
"It feels different when you do it. Compared to Abby," she adds. Of course it does! And it's got everything to do with the erect cock that's angrily trying to poke through my shorts.
"I'm hungrier," I mumble through her milk filled tit.
"You suck harder ... it's more like ... you're bad, so bad," she complains but her voice is a satisfied purr. I suddenly feel her free hand, a hand that had been resting innocently on my hip slide downwards. 'Touch it' I scream inwardly as I clamp my lips down and suck at her nipple with a new intensity. My hand squeezes and forces a thick stream to splash deep into my throat.
"Timmeeeeeeeeee!" And as she cries out her pleasure I feel her small hand tentatively touch the tip of my penis through my shorts. I continue to suck. To milk. Emily's hand slowly explores me, tracing every inch of my straining length.
And so my sister feeds me while stroking me. But we don't go any farther that night...
Afternoon, December 28th 2009
"She let you didn't she?" my little sister demands. She's again burst into my room without knocking. I'm watching another lactation video. How does she know I wonder to myself as my suddenly blushing cheeks give me away.
Gretchen has just got home. If she'd been a half an hour earlier she'd have caught me photographing Emily. We'd actually taken the pictures in Gretchen's room due to the sunlight that floods into her south facing room in the afternoon.
On Gretchen's bed. Emily, naked, feeding her daughter. Then, with the camera mounted on a bedside tripod we'd taken pictures of me drinking from my sister's breasts. And then a video.
"Let me what?" I try to ask innocently.
"Milk her."
"I didn't."
"Hah! Liar."
"Even if I did it was just so I'd know what it's all about. For when I'm a doctor."
"Yeah right. And I saw your pictures mister smarty."
I'd known she would. Gretchen was our family's computer genius. Whenever anyone of us had a computer problem she fixed it. She knew our passwords. And Gretch was nosy. Over the years I'd come to accept that anything I did on the computer would be eventually be discovered by her.
So why had I downloaded the breastfeeding pictures from the other night to my computer?
"You did, didn't you," she asks insistently. I nod yes. "Perv," she accuses. I smile and wait. "What did it taste like?" she finally asks.
I ignore her question. "Will you let me when you're a mom?" I ask instead.
"Let you what?" Of course she knows.
"When you grow up. Marry. When you're a woman."
"I'm already a woman. And why would I let you?"
"You know why," I answer.
"If I did it would only because you gave me such a nice Christmas present." There's a promise behind her words, a promise we both know will be eventually delivered on.
"When they grow big that is," I add.
"They're already as big as the girl on your screen," she answers as we both turn to watch the milking taking place on my computer. Seconds later she's gone.
I start to download today's pictures. Gretch will discover them within days...
Late at night, December 29th 2009
"We shouldn't do it every night. Besides, you had some yesterday afternoon too," Emily mock complains the second I sit down next to her on the couch. One of my hands has immediately moved to caress her long, flowing hair while the other seeks out the breast my niece isn't feeding at.
"You're beautiful," I answer as I lean over and find her lips with mine.
"You can't have any til Abby finishes," she orders when our lips separate.
"Yes mommy," I answer.
"And don't get an erection this time."
I don't address the erection question, instead I say, "Gretchen saw the pictures."
"What!" A shriek. I kiss my sister again. And the second she's got a sated Abby settled in her basinet I position myself on my back in my sister's lap. I lift my head and reach for the closest nipple.
"Not too much Timmy," she cautions the second I capture one between my lips. Her arm snakes under my head and supports me as I start to milk. My cock is harder than it's ever been and suddenly pops out through the slit in my boxers.
"Bad little baby boy," she says the second she sees it waving in the air. But almost immediately her warm palm closes around it.
"It's your turn to milk me," I say as her hand starts to slide up and down my glistening shaft.
This time she finishes what she starts. And by the time my cock starts jerking out my creamy sperm I've finished milking Em. My head is lying back in her lap, her breasts hanging ponderously above, and I'm groaning as I watch each strand of cum hurtle upward from the end of my prick. Then splatter down, most on my chest and stomach although one arches through the air and lands on Emily's cheek. She shrieks.
"Your turn," I finally say when the last drop of cum has been drawn from my penis.
"My turn what?" She knows! I wait. Finally one of her fingers dip into the pool that has formed around my navel. Slowly she moves the cream laden tip of her finger to her mouth. I watch as she tastes me. Watch when she looks up at me and smiles.
"It's good. Much better than--" But she stops before she mentions her husband's name. Then she lowers her head and trails her tongue down across my nipple and then starts to lap up my sperm.
I've never been as excited in my life...
2:30 a.m. January 1st 2010
"Are you awake?"
"Uh huh," I answer from my bed.
"He passed out." In the moonlit room I can barely see Emily standing in my bedroom doorway. I lean over and flick on my bedside lamp.
"Mom and dad were wrecked too, it's lucky you weren't drinking," I answer. My parents and Emily and Gavin had arrived home a half hour earlier from their New Years Eve party. Emily, due to her still feeding her daughter, hadn't had any alcohol and hence had been the designated driver. Yours truly, dateless since Jenny had gone to Florida with her parents for a ten day vacation the day after Christmas, had been left in charge of Abby.
"Is Gretchen home?"
"Yeah, she got in just before you, I think she'd been drinking too."
"What? She's too young," Emily protests but without much conviction.
"Shut the door," I instruct as I thrown my sheet back and roll out of bed.
"You're naked."
"Your babysitter's hungry," I say as I walk across the room toward her.
"You're always hungry. And you've got an erection too," my sister answers. "A big one." But she doesn't move away as I walk up to her nor does she say a word as I slip her straps off her shoulder.
"Mommy's so beautiful," I compliment as I let my eyes wander downward to the neat triangle of hair growing between her legs.
"I'm not your mother," she complains as I take my sisters hand in mine and lead her to the couch.
"Milking only tonight," she tries to insist as I sit down on the couch. My cock, huge and upright against my stomach, tells her otherwise.
"Sit on me ... straddle me," I instruct.
"Like this?" she asks as she climbs up onto the couch and onto my lap. She rests her knees, spread widely apart, on the couch cushion on each side of my thighs. I feel her bum settling down onto my thighs as I pull her head towards me.
"Yes, just like that," I say before capturing her lips. And as we sit necking, hungrily kissing, I can feel the milky dampness of her breasts as they push into my chest. And feel her moistness down below as my rearing penis is captured between our stomachs.
"We shouldn't, it's wrong. Against the law ... the Bible," she protests even as her hand snakes between our bodies. My hands find and caress her bum.
"It's so big." As she says the words she runs my penis, the penis she's captured in her hand, slowly up and down her slit. Her wet and ready sex. Then adjusts her body so that my cockhead slowly levers her open.
And then the head of my penis is inside her. Emily groans as she lowers herself. "It's too big," she complains but her smile belies her words. And then she starts to move up and down.
I come almost immediately, embarrassingly quickly except for the fact that Emily's insides are pulsing around my penis in her own orgasm.
Was it different from doing it with Jenny or anyone else? Better? It shouldn't have been, it was just a cock going into a cunt. The incredible release of ejaculation came just as it always did. So why were tears falling down both our cheeks, mingling, just as our sexual juices were down below, as we held each other in a post orgasmic embrace?
"Timmy--," Emily finally whispers but can't articulate her thought and leaves the word hanging. Our lips tenderly brush away each other's tears.
I've fucked my sister! My married sister. And she's welcomed her little brother's cock into her cunt.
And my penis, which should have been sapped by its ejaculation, is still rock hard and completely ensheathed in my sister's sticky grotto.
"You were so tight ... I didn't think after the baby --"
"It's because you're so big." A loving smile on Em's lips.
"It was better than--"
"Than Jenny?"
"Than anyone. Than anything I'd ever dreamed."
"You're bigger than Gavin."
"Am I?"
"It's never been like this," my sister adds. The words really aren't necessary, we both knew seconds into our lovemaking that we'd never experienced anything like it before.
"Then we better do it again," I say as I stand, supporting her rear end as I do so, not allowing my penis to slip out.
"It's late, I should probably get back." But she locks her legs around my back as she utters the words.
It's harder, more physical the second time. She's on her back on the bed, her legs spread and lifted high in the air. Deep, hard penetrations. Noisy penetrations. On both our parts. For a second I wonder if Gretchen is listening through the wall but the thought is lost as Emily's fingernails rake across my back.
I hook her raised ankles over my shoulders. Ram into her welcoming center. Pull out. Then in. Deeper. Harder.
It seems to last forever. Takes us to a place neither of us had ever been. I sucking her mother's milk when my cum starts to burst up my shaft.
And then we lay in each other's arms. Peering into each other's eyes. Silently promising the other the future.
"You're beautiful," she finally ventures.
"So are you."
"I'm fat."
"You're so beautiful."
"Really?"
"C'mon, I'll walk you home," I answer, then reach out for her arm and pull her up from the bed.
"Someone might see." Neither of us really care. Emily picks her nightgown up off the floor where it had fallen but doesn't put it on.
We walk slowly down the upstairs hallway, naked, and first past Gretchen's room and then our bathroom before we turn the corner and head to the suite that Emily and Gavin occupy. She turns and melts into my arms when we reach her door. Our lips collide. Mash moistly and hungrily together. As we kiss, our bodies are plastered together from thigh to groin to stomach to chest, I reach around her and push open the door.
"Go," she finally whispers.
"Don't you want me to tuck you in?" I ask as I back her in through the door.
"He might wake up." Hearing my brother-in-laws drunken snore I know there's not a chance in a million that he'll wake.
"Timmy," she pleads as I pull her against me again.
"You've given me another hard on," I accuse.
"You have too many hard-ons ... we can't do it here."
"Kiss it goodnight then," I say. For seconds she looks up into my eyes before I see the slight lowering of them that signals her capitulation. Then, after a quick glance over at her sleeping husband, she slides down my body to her knees. Her moist lips circle my hardness. I watch my brother-in-law snoring on the bed.
A final kiss to its tip and then she rises and delivers one last kiss to my lips. "I love you," she promises.
"I love you," I answer. We both know that it's just started. That there'll be a hundred more nights like the one we've just spent. She slips from my arms and then down onto the bed. She'll sleep with her snoring husband tonight. But with my cum leaking out from between her legs.
I reach down in the semi dark and find her sex and gather up a finger tip full of our joint sexual emissions and then quickly dab the orgasmic emulsion on my brother-in-law. On his neck, on his cheek, on his nose, on his lips.
"Don't," Emily gasps out but I'm already finished. I've marked my territory.
I turn towards the back of the house and my bedroom. My cock, even after its ejaculations, feels heavy as it swings between my legs. It's still sticky with Emily's juices.
I'm a step beyond Gretchen's bedroom door when I pull myself to a stop. Was her door open before I ask myself as I turn back. It is now. A gap of six to eight inches. Even as I try to remember I know that it was shut completely when I'd escorted Ems down the hall just minutes earlier.
For silent seconds I peer into her room, watching the form under the sheet on her bed.
I know she's awake. And also know that she's aware of what just happened between her sister and brother.
I finally tear my eyes away from her bed and hurry back to my room.
It's sitting on my bed, held up by my pillow. A card. Centered in the circle of light that emanates from my bedside reading lamp. A lamp I hadn't left on.
A Happy New Year card. "I love you too" is the unsigned message I find inside. And as I contemplate it my computer suddenly announces that I have mail.
'I thought you'd like to see your Xmas present being used -- and stretched (even if I don't stretch it as much as so and so...) can you guess what I want to give you for your birthday? remember it's only a month from now ... lol...' the email announces. I click open the attachments. Gretchen's beautiful in red silk. I scroll down.
Other pictures follow... nothing is hidden ... everything is promised...
THE END
Thanks for reading my story. Please take a few seconds and cast your vote - its how we authors know whether our stories are enjoyed or not. And why not take an extra second or two and leave a Comment or E-Mail me.



Do you like milk/mother/lactation stories? Would you like to see more of them from me in the future? If so let me know. I try to plan my future stories based on the response I get from the LITEROTICA reading public.
Next up (due out very soon) is a Dr. Von Scouries story. Can the good psychiatrist cure his sexy young patient?
And, if you happen to be a LITEROTICA member, why not designate me one of your Favorite authors?
Have a happy and healthy holiday season everyone,
jim
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Tuesday, February 10th 2009, Chicago, Illinois
1 Chez Paris Lingerie Emporium 2:30 pm
"Can I help you?" There's a friendly, almost sweet, teenage lilt in the voice that wafts over my shoulder.
"I'm browsing," I answer as turning, I look up from the frilly panties in my hands into the eyes of one of the most beautiful girls I've ever seen. An almost overpowering erotic innocence seems to be emanating from her. "Brrrr...ooow...zing," I stutter as my eyes finally break contact with hers and slowly move down and across her ripe young body.
She smiles sweetly and allows my inspection without a word of complaint -- it must be a common occurrence for a beauty like her in a store like this. Finally, after I've completed my examination she asks, "For someone special? For Valentines Day? Your wife?" There's a saucy, knowing smile on the lips that have asked me the questions. It's almost a sexual leer but not quite. She's too nice. She knows I'm not shopping for my wife.
"No ... I'm just..."
"Those are French... haute couture ... from-"
"They're beautiful. So soft ... sexy," I murmur but my attention is only for this girl, not the soft cloth between my fingers.
"I know," my angel enthuses with a giggle. "Do you know how much they cost? The set I mean. With the bra."
I shake my head no even though I had glanced at the price tag when I'd picked them up. She leans over and whispers in my ear, "Over Twooo huuundred dollaaaaaaaars. Plus tax." And as her mouth breathes the words into my ear a breast, a soft but firm teenage breast, a breast that I know without doubt is capped by a perfect pink nipple, gently pushes against my arm.
"Actually I'm here doing research."
"Are you?" The words gurgle happily from her lips, her disbelief clear as she arches her eyes upward. I can tell she thinks I'm shopping for a secret girlfriend. Again her young breast nudges into me.
"I'm a writer," I say but leave it at that as I'm in no rush at all to end our encounter. In fact I'm quite prepared to spend the rest of the afternoon in this beautiful young woman's presence. My cock, sleeping peacefully just seconds before her arrival, is lurching awake.
"I want to be a writer some day," the girl muses as her fingers trail over the lace trim of the panties she's holding. ""I'm taking an introductory writing course at the university," she adds.
"Are you?"
"Uh huh," she answers as she lifts another hanger from the rack and holds it up so I can inspect a set of black, lace trimmed lingerie. "What do you write?"
"Short stories," I answer as I touch the soft lace in the crotch of the panties she's proffered.
"That's what I'm hoping to write some day," she says. She watches my fingers as they trail lovingly across the delicate cloth.
"Erotica," I add, then watch as her eyes grow wide.
"What? Erotica? Seriously?" She can't hide her surprise, or her interest.
"Some prefer to call it porn. That's why I'm here. I have to research the latest styles, the latest colors."
"Hah! I bet you're shopping for a secret girlfriend," she accuses, clearly not convinced. "A girlfriend your wife doesn't know about." I sense immediately that she's hoping her guess is correct.
"No, seriously, I'm shopping for the clothes for the heroine in my next story," I insist as I reach for another hanger.
"What's it about then?"
"It's about beautiful young, women who works as a salesgirl in a lingerie store."
"Ha, I bet," she challenges but it's obvious she's enjoying the conversation. "If you're really a writer what's your name? Where can I buy one of your books?"
"Literotica," I say quietly and I can't help but see that this young angel recognised the word the second it left my mouth. She knows exactly what I'm talking about.
"No way!" she exclaims. I nod my head yes.
"What's your name?" She challenges.
"Jim," I answer.
"I mean what name do you publish under?"
"I'm not sure I should discuss it with you. I'm afraid it's not a site for sixteen year old girls, it's not the type of reading an innocent young virgin should be doing," I admonish. She can hear the teasing tone in my voice and see the grin on my lips but still she breaks immediately into a teenage girls pout.
"Hah! I'm nineteen," she answers huffily and as she does she arches her back and draws back her shoulders. And as she does her ripe, tipped cones stretch the ivory colored fabric of the soft, v neck cashmere sweater she's wearing to its elastic limit. Her baby blue eyes bore into mine, challenging me not to look down.
"Nineteen?" I question in my most dubious tone. My eyes are like lasers as they settle on her tautly stretched sweater. Her nipples , clearly now erect in excitement, poke out. I lick my lips.
"I've been married two years already," she adds as she holds up her hand and displays a sparkling diamond ring.
"Impossible!" And at that exact second I realise that I'm going to fuck her. Husband or not!
"I am so." I continue to look dubiously at her. I wait.
"Are you really a writer?" I nod yes. "Do you really have stories up on Literotica?" I nod again.
"That's why I came in today. To brush up on the latest in woman's underwear," I say as I lift another panty-ed hanger from the rack.
"They're just panties," she throws back at me but I can see I've captured her attention.
"What color is this one then?" I ask as I hold out the hanger.
"That's chartreuse cherry," she answers after checking the tag.
"And this?" I point to another.
"Heather tangerine."
"That's Neon Scuba," she says to the next one I hold up.
"What? Scuba?" I continue to lift hangers from the rack.
"Coral cobalt... Pink flirt ... wildflower ..." She rattles off the colors.
"Those aren't colors," I protest. "How would any reader know what I was talking about if I wrote that my sister's panties were neon scuba?"
She can't mask her excitement or stop her next words, "You write inceeeeest?"
I smile back at her but ignore her question, instead I ask, "And how would you describe this one?"
"It's a cheekie." And then I point to others.
"A brief... a thong ... hiphugger... a bikini... Boyshorts. .. a v-string." She's grinning as she staccato like identifies the latest styles of panties.
"That's lace... fishnet... scalloped... a skirted thong..." She continues to identify every piece of cloth I hold out to her.
I hold up my hands in mock surrender. "And that's my problem."
"What is?" she wants to know.
"How can I describe something like this as a scalloped, fishnet, lace up, cheeky panty in neon scuba?" I ask. "My readers won't have any idea what I'm talking about."
"I'd know."
"You work in the store. Of course youuuuu'd know..." I answer sarcastically. But I'm grinning.
"You need a teacher."
"Do I?"
"Uh huh. What's your name?"
"You won't recognise it."
"Stiiiiiiill..." Her still is murmured softly in invitation.
"James R Scouries," I answer after a moment's hesitation.
"SCOURIES! Noooooooo waaaaaaaay!"
Christ, she's somehow recognised my name!
"You wrote Allison's Ankle. And Charlie's Naked Proposal. And I loved Valetines Siblings.
I'm shocked and I know my face shows it. I can't help but wonder why this young beauty is reading my erotic stories. She should be home in bed living her own stories. Who is this girl married to? And why incest stories? And why brother/sister stories?
"You're my favourite author."
"I am?"
"Uh huh. I've even sent you e-mails. And you wrote back."
"What's your e-mail address?" I'm instantly curious, wondering if I'll recognise the name.
"My first name at gmail.com."
"And what's your first name?" I ask as I go to put my hand on her shoulder. She dances back out of reach.
"You'll have to buy me coffee ... my break's at four," she answers mischievously as she slips away.
FUCK ME!!!!!
2 Coffee Shop 4:00 pm
Of course I'm waiting for her when she slips out through the front door of the shop at 4:01. "I've only got thirty minutes," she says as she takes my hand and starts to lead me down the street. 'There's a coffee shop just down the block."
"We open up the boutique at ten each morning," she explains as she leads me. "Gladys opens up then and I start only at noon. I get a half hour break at four."
I'm hardly listening; instead my eyes are concentrating on the body pulling me along in its wake. The beautiful breasts dancing under her sweater. The tiny waist. The flaring hips. The long legs that are hardly concealed by the pleated yellow mini skirt that dances off her thighs as she walks.
"Gladys leaves at six and I stay until eight when I close up."
"You're all alone at night?"
"Today I am. Usually Madame Benoit, she's the owner, is there but she had a conference today. She'll be back tomorrow," she says as we sweep into the coffee shop. She leads me to a booth at the back as she calls out a greeting to the two women standing behind the counter.
She's recognised immediately by the waitress and a 'Hi Angie' echoes back through the shop.
"Angie? Like in Angela?" I ask as we sit down facing each other. Our knees bump together awkwardly. My cock gives a start in response.
"So you're married," I say as I place my hand on top of hers and cover the ring. Our waitress has just delivered our coffee. We each order a Danish to go with it before she leaves.
"Two years."
"Impossible," I protest but then quickly add, "unless you got married at fourteen."
"Ha, ha. I told you I'm nineteen. And my name is not Angela, its Angelique."
"Yes you are."
"I am what?"
"Angelic." In fact sitting opposite this innocent, open faced girl is the closest I'm ever going to get to heaven.
"My husband says I look angelic but sometimes act-"
I interrupt, "Tell me about him?"
"About who?"
"This husband of yours. This man who's stolen you from the rest of mankind."
"Why?" she challenges but then starts up again almost immediately. "He's older than me. Almost seven years older." Her eyes search mine, watching for my reaction.
"And how old is your lover?"
"My lover? What lover?" I've surprised her with my question.
"C'mon, the secret boyfriend."
"I don't have one. Paul's my only lover," she answers, then adds, "Paul's my husband."
"That won't work if you want to appear in one of my stories."
"You're really going to put me in one of your stories?" She tries to sound nonchalant but I can hear the interest. I nod yes.
"Who'll I be?"
"You'll be a nineteen year old married angel named Angie who works in a lingerie store. In Chicago."
"But..."
"Who when her husband is away sometimes does things she'll never tell him about. Wild, sexy things."
"I do not!"
"It's my story."
"So what exactly will 'your' Angie do in 'your' story?"
"You're a very, very bad girl when he's out of town."
"I am?"
"Is he handsome?" I ask.
"Who?"
"Your husband."
"Is he going to be in the story?"
"It depends."
"He's out of town this week. At a company seminar til Sunday. And he is. Very. He's the handsomest husband in the whole world. And the kindest... and sweetest ... and best dressed... he's got blond hair and-"
"Does he have a big peeeeenis?" I ask with an evil leer.
'Shhhhhh," she admonishes as she looks around to see if anyone's heard. I grab her two hands in mine. "And yes Mr. Scouries, it is beautiful," she finally whispers. "His cock I mean."
"You're going to have to tell me all about it," I instruct. I see the protest on her lips so quickly add, "I'll have to know if I'm going to put him in the story." She hadn't answered my question about his size.
"It's private... they're his private parts," she answers coyly. But I know instinctively she wants to tell me.
"There are no private parts in a Scouries tale my dear Angie. And you'll also have to tell me about all the other penises you've seen."
"His is the only one I've ever seen," she protests as her eyes again flick around the room. I know Angie's lying before I hear her words. I shake my head sadly.
"I've seen some on the internet," she finally admits. I raise my eyes questioningly.
"I saw one other one ... once..." Again she sees the immediate disbelief in my eyes.
"Alright two. But that's all." I wait. "I saw Johnnies ... but just for a second."
"Johnnies?"
"I meant Greg's," she corrects as her cheeks are suddenly engulfed in a sea of red blush. "So two ... and of course my husbands. But he's the only one who's..."
"Fucked you?" I finish for her.
"Made love with me," she corrects. She arches her back as she says it which only pushes her young beauties further out towards me. Under the table I adjust my legs so that they capture one of her bare knees between them.
"Not even with Johnnie?" I probe.
"Noooooo! N...O. And there's no Johnnie."
Of course there is. And I know that I'll eventually find out who he is.
"So how'd you meet this old guy you married anyway?"
"He's not old!" But she proceeds to tell me. She'd been sixteen. A sophomore in high school. She had a boyfriend but she was still a virgin. And then there was another boy in school who she started to like. She couldn't make up her mind between them. She was ready but wasn't sure.
"And then something happened," she says over her coffee to me. But she drops her eyes as she says the words.
"What?" I encourage.
"It's a secret. I can't say." I knew that whatever it was it had involved this Johnnie guy.
"I can't put it in my story?"
"No! You can't put any of this in your story."
"It's your story too. So what happened then?"
"Paul came into my life. He saved me."
"Saved you?"
"If he hadn't appeared at exactly the right moment I don't know what would have happened to me. "
"How old was he then?" I tried to do the math in my head. "Twenty-three, twenty-four?"
"He'd just turned twenty-four."
"And he was hanging around sixteen year olds? What was he, some kind of perv?" I ask even though I know that there probably wasn't a male on the planet who on meeting Angie at sixteen wouldn't have lusted for her.
"He met me at Wendy's. He was a customer." Reading the confusion on my face she added, "I worked there, on the cash, three nights a week."
"He met you at Wendy's?" I can't believe the guys luck.
"He came back the next night. Then the next. He's a businessman ... he has an M.B.A... a good job ... we own a house now."
The prick! He sweet talked the poor teenager. He caught her on the rebound from her high school beaus. At least that's what I accuse in answer to her description of him.
"No he wasn't! He was so nice. And well dressed. Daddy and Mommy liked him the first time they met him. Mom said he was a gentleman. He treated me like a princess."
Of course he did! Who wouldn't have?
We talked continuously for twenty minutes until it was time for her to go back. She wanted to know about my writing and I wanted to know everything about her. She told me all about her life. How within months Paul had proposed. Her parents had been delighted even though she hadn't even finished high school. He married her during her Christmas break of her junior year. She'd just turned seventeen. They honeymooned in the Bahamas.
Then I'd told her about my life. How I lived in Miami Beach. That I was just up in Chicago on business for a few days. That I was going to spend the weekend with my sister up in Madison.
"Your sister? In Wisconsin?"
"She's a Professor at the University up there. It's a Valentine's Day surprise."
"Valentines Day? But she's your sister."
"Her husband died. She finds this time of year hard," I answer. I'm not being completely honest with her. I can see she wants to ask a question, another question about my sister, so I quickly change the subject. "How come you guys haven't had a baby yet?"
"We're trying," she responds but I can't miss the sad catch in her voice. And know that they're having trouble conceiving. It must be his fault, this handsome husband, I decide, there is no way this voluptuous young beauty isn't fertile. Immediately I decide I want to put my child in her!
"So when are you going to give me my lingerie lesson?" I ask as I walk her back to the shop.
"You really want one?" I nod eagerly.
"And you're going to put me in a story?" I nod again.
"We close at eight; maybe if you're not busy you could come back then. I could show you... Paul's away so I don't have to rush home right after work."
Of course I agreed. Fuck Paul! If she was my wife I'd of had her locked up at home and wearing a burqa.
3 Chez Paris Lingerie 8:00 pm
There are no customers in the store when I arrive back at five minutes to eight.
"Will you really put me in a story?" are the first words out of Angie's pretty mouth as she locks the door and pulls down the blinds and then hangs the closed sign in the window. She turns down the lights so there's only a soft glow in the shop. "I've already closed the cash," she says as she takes my hand and leads me through the shop and then through a door and into the brightly lit, mirrored private showroom it the back.
"I thought I'd start with these for your lesson," she says as she points to one of the three display tables in the room. The table is awash in pink lace and frills. "These are from our Valentines Day collection," she says as she leads me over to the table. "Lots of hearts," she adds as she lifts a pair of panties from the pile. I take out my camera and start to shoot.
"You're supposed to photograph the underwear," she chides as I snap three or four of my beautiful host. She's smiling as she says it.
"You're going to be the heroine of the story... I have to have some of you too. So I'll remember what you look like." As if I'd ever forget her!
"What am I going to do in your story anyway?"
"I told you before. Your character is going to be a bad wife. I won't know exactly how bad until I start writing."
"And she'll have my name?"
"Yes, and she'll look just like you. And she'll work in a lingerie shop. And be nineteen and married."
"You sit over there ... on the settee," she interrupts. "And you can take notes; I'll hold each set up and describe it for you."
"She'll be very bad," I say as I sit. "My story Angie I mean."
"But I'm a good girl."
"It'll probably be a Loving Wives category story."
"Yuck! I don't like those ones. You're not going to make me sleep with someone besides my husband are you?"
"Yes."
"Who?"
I don't answer her question, instead I say, "Hold them in front of your body ... so I can get an idea of how they'll look on you."
"I've never cheated on my husband," she says as she holds the hanger containing a pink, wispy, translucent number in front of her.
"Take the bra off the hanger. Put in on outside your sweater."
"But-"
"It's not cheating if you love the other man. He'll be a younger man. Hardly more than a boy."
"I love my husband!" she insists as she fits the bra over her breasts. I snap six quick pictures.
"A woman can love two men."
"Not if she's married, not me," Angie retorts with conviction.
"Try that one next," I instruct as I point to another set. "And then of course there will be the third man, the stranger, he'll be older," I say as I watch my little angel slip another bra over her shoulders and breasts atop her sweater. My camera clicks again.



"A third man? I'm going to sleep with two men besides my husband? What kind of woman are you making me? How old will this old man be? And who's my lover?"
"You're going to sleep with at least two others beside your husband," I say as I get up from the sofa. "Try this one next," I say as I hold up a skimpy black lace number I've picked up from another table. "The first one, the stranger, he'll be about my age."
"Your age? That would be way too old for me." She's firm in her rejection of this fictional forty year old seducer I've conjured up. She takes the hanger from my fingers.
"No, this time I want to see this one modelled the right way ... not over your sweater."
"I can't ... you'll see..."
"Please, it's for the story ... for the readers," I implore softly.
"It's wrong-"
I gently guide her towards one of the small changing rooms that opens off our mirrored display room. "It's no different than if you were trying on a bathing suit for a customer. The story Angie, remember the story," I urge.
She turns back to face me and asks, "So how old will the lover be?"
"He's young. Younger even than you," I answer, guessing at her secret. Then I shut the door of the room.
"Eighteen?" she asks through the door.
"Exactly eighteen," I agree. "Yes, he'll be a horny, big cocked eighteen year old who wants to fuck the old married woman."
I hear a giggle through the door. "I'm not old," she calls. But it takes her minutes before she shyly emerges from the cubicle. Her breasts are spilling out of the black lace that's struggling to contain them.
"You're beautiful, no wonder the man in my story wants you," I intone reverentially as I lift the camera.
"Don't, no pictures," she orders but makes no real effort to cover herself as I circle her like a vulture, snapping pictures continuously. The matching black lace 'cheekies' highlight the smooth firmness of her bum.
"Describe your outfit for me ... so I'll know what to write."
"Will the story Angie be wearing these when she's with the old man?" She asks.
"No, these are for the young lover. The boy who makes love with you in your husband's bed."
"My own bed? Where will Paul be?"
"Who? The cuckold?"
"He's not!"
"It's just a story. Now describe this outfit."
"It's a push-up bra. In lace. Black lace. They call it floral lace because of the pattern," she explains as she fingers the bra. "It's got a plunge front-"
"I'll say!"
"Shhh, don't interrupt," she orders and then puts her hands under her breasts and gently lifts them, almost as if she's making an offering. "A plunge front with a kissing center."
Fuck, does it ever, I think to myself as I eye the deep valley between her breasts.
"It has more cleavage this way. Underwire cups. And of course with adjustable straps. It closes on the back." Angie, in her enthusiasm to display her knowledge, has almost forgotten that she's practically naked in front of a man other than her husband.
"Let me see," I say, then put a hand on her shoulder and then turn her so she's facing away from me. She watches me in the mirror.
"What are you doing?" she asks as she feels my fingers on the fragile clasp that holds the bra in place.
"I'm going to have to explain to my readers how the shy teenager struggles to get your bra undone. I just want to check how it works," I say as I easily undo the bra. Angie's hands race to hold the black lace up on her breasts. I see a nipple. Pink. Erect.
She dances away from me, all the while struggling to keep her teenaged breasts covered. She doesn't completely succeed. I snap more pictures.
"We better stop now. I'm going to change back," she announces firmly from the doorway to the cubicle. But she lingers there, waiting. She's enjoying our flirting as much as I.
"I want you to try one more."
"But-"
"Just one. This is the one the girl in the story will be wearing when the older lover takes her."
"He takes her?"
"Yes," I answer as I pick up an ensemble from the third table. She scampers over, her curiosity drawing her.
"The white one? With the garter belt? And stockings too?"
"Yes," I answer as I hand her the lingerie.
I can see immediately that she likes the choice. "It's expensive. It's a limited edition. From France," she explains as she takes it from my hand. "It's a ruffled Chantilly lace v-string. And the garter belt is in a matching mesh lace ... I love it in white. It's my favourite."
"And the bra?" I ask.
"It's a push-up, corset demi bra," my expert tells me.
"Try it on."
"It's very-"
"Revealing?" I supply.
"Yes."
"PUT IT ON!" It's an order.
"But-"
"That's what the man in the story says."
"He orders her too? Like you just did? He yells at her? Is he in the boutique in the story?"
"Yes, in a room just like this one. As soon as he came into the store our fictional Angie knew he was rich. She knew that she could sell him hundreds and hundreds of dollars of lingerie if she played her cards right. Maybe thousands! That she could earn a big commission check. In the story he comes in just before closing."
"Like you did tonight," Angie supplies. I nod.
"He's a European. He wants her to model the lingerie for him. She knows she shouldn't but then she thinks of the money. She tells herself that nothing will happen. That he's civilised."
"She's greedy isn't she? That's not like me," my Angie says even as she takes the clothes from my hands. "She should have known you can't trust Europeans. What is he? French?"
"Italian," I supply.
"They're the worst."
"But she thinks she's safe. He's dressed like a gentleman. She knows clothes. His suit is Italian, she knows it must have cost at least three thousand dollars."
"So she goes and changes into this? For an Italian?" Angie asks.
"Yes she turns to go into the cubicle. But he stops her."
"He does? Why?"
"He says, 'No Angelique, I want you to change here, right here in front of me'. She thinks he's kidding at first but he isn't."
"What does she do?"
"Why don't you tell me what you think the Angie in the story will do."
"I'll bet she'll probably do it. She'll have to if it's going to be an erotic story. A Scouries story. She will, won't she?" she asks.
"Yes."
"She shouldn't. She's making a mistake," my Angie warns her fictional namesake.
"If it was you how would you do go about it? Would you strip right in front of him?"
She shakes her head no. "I'd probably sit on the sofa. Like this," she says as she sits down on the soft velvet surface of the oriental style settee. She's now completely into the part. And as she does she lets the black lace bra that she'd been holding to her breasts fall. I pick up my camera.
"What is she thinking as he watches her?" I ask.
"She's a little bit afraid. Nervous. But excited too," my young beauty says as she slides the black panties down her legs. "She's never done anything like this before for a customer."
"So why does she do it now?" I ask as I point the camera lens at her now exposed sex.
"She can't stop herself."
"But her husband," I protest.
And as Angie bares herself to me, as her triangle of trimmed pubic down comes into view, I smell her sex, her need. The lips of her vagina are already engorged with blood, a drop of moisture glistens at her gate.
"It's like she's fallen under his spell," the cute wife admits as she looks shyly up at me.
"Does the man have an erection?"
"Yes he does, and she can't help but notice it ... but it seems almost too big. His pants are tenting out, way out." As Angie talks she's attaching the garter belt around her waist but her eyes have darted across to the bulge that's protruding from my pants.
"Is it bigger than her husband's?"
Quickly Angie pulls the sheer white stockings up her legs and attaches them to the belt. She reaches for the bra.
"She thinks so," my married angel responds as she fits the bra over her beautiful breasts.
"Does she wonder what it'll feel like inside herself? If his big cock will feel different than her husband's does? Better?"
"I love my husband's cock," Angie says as she bends to pull the wispy white panties up over her feet.
"No, I want you to leave those off!" I order.
"Is that what the lover in the story says?"
"Yes, now stand up. HURRY!" I pull the young teen to her feet, then lead her over to the large wall mirror. I stand behind her and watch her reflection in the glass. "What is my story Angie thinking now?" I ask. My hands have closed around her arms, trapping her between them.
"She's scared ... and excited. She can see his eyes... his hungry eyes. They're devouring her. She knows he wants her, that she's made a mistake."
"He can smell her," I whisper in my Angie's ear. "Her sex! He knows she's wet, that she wants him. She can feel his hardness against her bum." And as I murmur the words I pull her back against me, moving her so my erection traces the crack between her cheeks.
"He unclasps her bra." As I do. I can feel Angie trembling against me but she does nothing to cover the suddenly exposed pink aureoles or the hard nipples that rise from them.
"What's he do then?" She asks. Her voice quavers. She's trembling in my arms.
"He lifts her in his arms, like this," I say as I lift my young beauty and carry her over to the nearest display table.
"He's going to take advantage of her isn't he?' she asks as I set her down on her back, her legs hanging over the edge. "Fuck her," she adds. Her eyes are sparkling in excitement.
"She wants to see his cock," I say as I move between her knees and start to unbutton my shirt.
"She's a bad wife," Angie responds as she raises her head. She licks her lips when my fingers start to undo my belt.
"It's not her fault," I say as I push my pants and boxers down over my hips. Angie gasps.
"His Italian cock's so big," she finally manages to say.
"Yes it is," I answer as I move even closer to her. My straining penis bumps against her inner thigh.
My Angie starts to open her mouth to protest but I bend over and capture her lips in mine, silencing her words. Her protest swallowed, her mouth opens in welcome and our tongues meet. My cock, throbbing and erect, lies waiting between our stomachs, resting on her pubic fur. My left hand softly caresses her cheek as our tongues continue to duel.
"What is my story Angie thinking now?" I ask when our mouths finally separate. My hands slip down onto her breasts.
"She doesn't want to. It's not right. But he touches her breasts ... she's excited." I move my head downward and capture a nipple. Angie's whole body arches upward as my teeth close lightly on the pink bud.
"Does she like what he's doing?" I ask as I slide my mouth downward. It's following my fingers which have already reached her opening.
"Yes. Tooooo much," she groans as my tongue finds her clit. "Whaaaaaat are you doing?"
I look up. "I'm going to eat you, eat your beautiful pussy, your juicy cunt," I whisper then drop my mouth back to her sex.
"But-" she starts but I'm not listening. I'm lost in her taste and her smell. I start to lick her! Within seconds she starts to wriggle under my tongue. My hands, now under her bum, tighten their grip and hold her struggling body against my face. Then Angie starts to scream out her need.
It doesn't take long for the tremors to start, small at first but then quickly followed by the jerking waves of her orgasm. Her juices spew out onto my probing tongue. I taste her infidelity. Then I lick my way back up her body.
My little girl is panting, her body still heaving from her orgasm.
"Then he fucks her, doesn't he? After she's orgasmed. She doesn't want him to but she's helpless. She can't fight him, he's too strong. He's going to put his big cock in her isn't he?" It's more a request than question.
"No, he'd never force her," I answer, my lips now just inches from hers. "She has to ask him." I slip my hand slowly down across her stomach and then lightly brush a fingertip through her bush and down into her wet opening.
"Ask what," my little love whispers.
"You know," I answer as first one, then a second finger, pushes inside her.
"To fuck her? She has to ask him?" I say nothing, instead lower my lips back to a nipple while continuing to finger fuck her.
"He won't do it if she doesn't ask?" There's desperation in her voice now.
"Do you think my story Angie will ask him?" I ask as I pull my fingers from her molten, sticky cave and stand ready between her legs. My cock is bobbing eagerly in the air.
"She shouldn't," Angie replies even as her hand reaches out and captures my penis. "What if she got pregnant? With another man's baby? What would her husband say?" And as she asks the questions she rubs my aching cockhead up and down her moist slit. A groan escapes her each time my cock nudges her clit.
"He could take it out before he comes."
"But will he?"
"Or maybe this European stranger will put his baby inside of her."
"But what about-"
"My fictional Angie's husband can't make her pregnant. He has a low sperm count. He has watery cum. He'll never be able to impregnate her."
"You don't know that! It's not true, don't write that. We haven't tested it yet, Paul has good cum," she protests, confirming my suspicion that the young couple is having trouble conceiving.
"Well, will she say the words? Will she? What'll she say, it's up to you to decide," I urge.
"She will. She's bad, she'll say fuck me," Angie answers as she spreads her legs even farther apart and lifts her hips to meet the penis she's placed at her gate.
"She wants him doesn't she?" I hold back even as Angie's small hand tries to pull me forward.
"Pleeeeeeease Jim," she begs, all pretence now gone. "Fuck me, FUCK MEEEEEEEEEE! Fuck me with your big cock!" she screams. I smash home. Bury myself in her tight young pussy. Another man's pussy. One that's now mine.
"Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhh."
It's a primal scream that's risen from her throat. It's a scream of anguish and a scream of welcome. I pull completely out.
"Put it back! Pleeeeeeeeease," she begs. I push back inside. Then start to piston my hips, forcing my ram continually deeper.
"Haaaarder .... faaaaasterer... more ... more Jim," she yells as I fuck her. She's gone, lost now in the euphoric feelings the nerve endings in her cunt are flooding her brain with. She starts to wail.
I can't think. My cock has taken over. But my cock can't hold back, it cums almost immediately. Fuck, I've had a hard-on for her since I met her six hours ago. But it doesn't matter, she's ready and her body is bucking up off the table in orgasm when the first thick strand of my cum splatters deep inside her.
Thick, creamy baby making sperm. Sperm that's delivered deep inside her by the repeated spasms of my angry cock. Milky ejaculate. Rushing to fill her. And when I've finished, when the last jacking of my cock is done, I collapse atop her, my face buried in her comforting bosom. Later, as the panting of our breath finally starts to subside I reach up and kiss her.
"You were supposed to take it out. Before you came." But there's no real complaint in her words.
"I'm going to put my baby in you, a Scouries baby," I answer. My penis, still hard, is still inside her, plugging her so that my sperm can't ooze out from between her legs.
She shakes her head no but still asks, "What happens then? In the story I mean. Does he just disappear? Does she get pregnant? Does her husband find out?" I pull my sticky spear from her center.
"He takes her home to bed," I answer.
"Whose bed?"
"Whose do you think?" I ask as I lift her from the table and swing her around in my arms.
"Mine?" Yes of course hers! I want to see where she lives... I want to fuck her in her husband's bed.
4 Angie's House 11:00 p.m.
It's an attached two story brownstone in a recently yuppified area near the city center. An area that's home to the burgeoning population of young professionals who are increasingly running the city and America.
"Where's the bedroom?" I ask the second we've closed the front door. At tour can wait, we're both thinking of only one thing. She points upstairs.
The first time is as urgent as the sex we had in the boutique. Hard, deep fucking. Me on top. Her legs are up in the air and resting on my shoulders as I pump into her. Long, slow strokes, then short, hard, fast thrusts as our orgasms near. It's loud fucking. Dirty fucking. Wet fucking.
Our next time she's lying on top of me, kissing me as she sinuously moves her hips over my impaled spear. We make love. Slowly. I fill her with more of my male seed.
Much later. "Are you going to go now?" It's two thirty in the morning. I've ejaculated inside my little angel four times, five if you count the shop. We're both spent. Sweaty. Sticky. Happy.
"No."
"In the story doesn't the Italian lover leave?"
"No," I answer as I curl my arms around her, "now go to sleep." We both eventually do.
We wash each other in the shower when we finally get up the next morning. It's late, almost eleven and Angie has to be at work for noon. And she protests when I crowd into the shower with her five minutes later. But we fuck standing up as the water cascades over us. We don't talk as we dress.
We're shy with each other as we cab towards her shop and work. "Will I ever see you again?" she finally asks as we pull up in front of her store.
"I'll pick you up at eight," I promise as she hops out of the cab. Its five minutes past noon and she's late for work.
"You will?"
"We haven't finished the story have we?" I ask the now radiantly smiling young wife.
"No we haven't," she agrees.
"Did you think your Italian lover in the story was going to leave you after just one night?"
"I didn't really think about-"
"He'll be in town for two more nights."
"He will?" Angie doesn't even try to hide her happiness.
"And then of course the author has to decide what happens with the young lover. With Johnnie."
"JOHNNIE! That's my lover's name?" she asks through the cab window.
"Drive on driver," I instruct my cabby.
A block later he asks, "Are you the Italian or the author or Johnnie?" There's a smirk on his face.
Wednesday, February 11th 2009, Chicago, Illinois
5 Angie's House -- The Next Night
"We could go out for dinner, somewhere fancy," I offer when I pick her up at the shop at eight.
"I don't know. What if someone recognises me?"
"Or we could pick up something, get some Chinese to go," I suggest. She quickly agrees. We stop and load up with boxes full of food. While I'm waiting Angie even ducks next door to a French bakery and buys us a chocolate cake for dessert.
We're back at her house by eight thirty.
"Come here," I say as I pull her toward me. We've just entered her kitchen.
"Don't! I'll drop the cake," she protests with a happy giggle as I try to wrap my arms around her. I take it from her hands and put it on the counter top and then draw her back against me. Then kiss her even as my hands slip under her skirt.
"The food will get cold." Another weak protest. I push her panties down her thighs. "JIIIIIM!" She's excited.
"Right here on the kitchen table," I promise as I turn her and bend her face first onto the glass surface.
"NO, Not here, not on the table." But her voice is excited and happy. And she's wet and ready when seconds later I push my freed cock up deep between her legs.
After we're finished I sit her on my lap and we take turns feeding each other, take turns pushing finger laden morsels of food between the others lips. We're both naked. I'm still semi erect and can feel my sperm oozing out from her and down onto my thighs.
I slide a sweet roll between her thighs.
"Perv," she accuses as I bring the cum drenched tidbit to her mouth.



"Sweet and sour," I say with a grin. Her tongue flicks out. It is a very good dinner!
"Bring the cake, we'll eat it in bed," I tell her after she's hopped off my knee, the boxes of Chinese food demolished by the hungry lovers.
"We'll get crumbs on the sheets," she complains. But I've already turned and left the room. She finds me a minute later in the family den, facing a wall of pictures and holding one glass framed photo in my hand. Angie's carrying a tray laden with two giant slices of chocolate cake and the rest of our bottle of wine.
"This Paul?" I ask when I feel her come up next to me.
"Yes," his nude wife answers as she snuggles her body against mine.
"Does he know how hot his wife is?" I put my free arm around her.
"Yes."
"Your wedding day," I reach for a second picture.
"Uh huh." There's a wistful look on her face as she says it. They truly made a beautiful couple.
"You love him don't you?" She doesn't answer, simply buries her cheek against my chest. My hand finds her breast.
"Your parents?" I ask as I hold up another one. She nods yes. Then I point to another one, this time one of her parents with three children.
"That was when I was nine, that's my little sister. My brother," she says to my questioning glance.
I pick up another, this one a family shot from the wedding. "What's his name?" I ask as I point to the boy man at the left of the shot. I know it's her brother.
"John ... he's just a year younger than me. Here's a picture we took just this past December, it was Johnnie's eighteenth birthday party."
In it Angie is flanked on either side by her husband and her brother. So this is the famous Johnnie I think to myself as I look at the photo. Two men, both with almost matinee idol looks, are flanking an angel..
It's obvious from their expressions that they're both in love with her. Angie says nothing as I wander around the room examining every picture. I finally settle on two, both head and shoulders shots, pick them up and turn to leave the room.
"Where are you going?" she asks to my back. "Put them back."
"Bring the cake," I order as I go out the door.
I'm in bed, naked, leaning against the headboard when she finally catches up.
"Why'd you bring them?"
"I want them to watch," I answer.
"Watch what?"
"An angel."
"No, I don't want them watching." Angie tries to grab the picture from my hand but I quickly move it up and away from her reach. I set it on the bedside table. Then I reach for the one of Johnnie. He goes on the other table. They're flanking us, watching, waiting.
I reach for the tray and scoop up a thick finger full of chocolate icing. Unmoving, Angie watches transfixed as I 'ice' my cock.
"That's so gross." In response I push my icing streaked finger between her lips.
"I'm not putting that thing in my mouth," she says when I finally pull my finger out.
"Whipped Scouries cream goes perfectly with chocolate icing," I promise. She's smiling. "Besides, we definitely don't want to get any of this chocolate on your sheets do we? What would Paul say?"
"I won't do it." But she's licking the icing my finger left on her lips as she denies me. And enjoying it.
"And Paul and Johnnie are going to watch ... to make sure their little girl does a good job," I say as I put my hand on the back of her head and gently push her down.
"Please Jim."
"Kiss him."
"No, I won't." But almost immediately her tongue flicks out and captures the drop of precum that's formed at the end of my cock.
And then she puts her moist tongue at the base of my cock, on the underside, and slowly licks upward. And then she does it again. And again. And her husband watches as my penis is lathered in her saliva. And her little brother is still there watching when she slips her lips over my cockhead and takes me deep into her mouth.
And they're both still watching when a forty year old author of erotic stories, a man who's been groaning out the name 'Angeeeee' as the married angel has orally ministered to his cock, finally starts to buck his hips and spew out his cream into the waiting mouth and throat.
And when Angie finally releases my spent prick I pick up Paul's picture and bring it toward the sticky tip of my cock. Angie, her mouthh open, my sperm dribbling from the corner of her mouth, watches aghast, almost trancelike, as I rub my penis's sticky, sperm covered head across his photographed face.
"Nooooooooooo!" She cries as she grabs the frame from my hands.
"You better clean it," I say as she dips a finger into the small pool of sperm that's covering her husband's face.
"You're disgusting."
Lick it clean," I tell her and as she slowly brings her tongue to the sperm laden glass surface of the photograph I pick up Johnnie and bring him toward my cock. I set the glass framed photo on my thigh and then milk out a last thick, dollop of sperm from my penis. Angie turns just in time to watch the cum drop from its end and splatter on Johnnie's eyes.
"You're a pervert," she accuses as she grabs the frame. I say nothing as her tongue cleans her brother's face.
"Tell me about him," I finally say.
"About who?"
"Johnnie."
"What about him? There's nothing to tell."
"How big is his cock?"
"What kind of question is that? He's my brother! How would I know? He has a girlfriend." The words gush out from her mouth in a torrent but can't hide the blush that's engulfed her cheeks.
"As big as mine?" I ask as I capture one of her hands and bring it to my again growing penis. She struggles to escape but I don't let her.
"I only saw it once," she finally whispers, her words muffled by my shoulder. I wait.
"It was an accident. Mom called up and told me to wake him. But his door was open when I went to knock."
"So you saw it?"
"By accident. But there was absolutely no sex involved, none at all. And don't look at me that way. He's my brother. I'd never thought of him like that. NEVER!"
"But then you did? After."
"No I didn't. Not once. We never mentioned the incident."
"That's why you gave up your boyfriend isn't it?"
"No it isn't. It's because I met Paul. That's why I gave up my stupid boyfriend."
"Was it big?" And as I ask I flip her on her back and roll on top of her, pinning her down.
"No it wasn't."
"Bigger than Paul's?"
"Shut up!" she orders. In answer I push my penis inside her.
"As big as mine?"
"I don't know," she groans.
"Maybe I should call him and ask." I reach for her cell sitting on the side table.
"Don't you dare."
Johnnie's cell is the third number listed on Angie's phone when I scroll down.
"Please don't," she begs. I click his number.
"It's ringing."
"I don't want to talk to him. What'll I say?"
"What do you normally say to him?"
I put my head next to hers and hold the phone between our ears. We both hear her brothers first words, "Angie, is that you? Angie? Is something wrong?".
"Angie, are you there," he repeats when his sister doesn't immediately answer him. I start to move my hips. He doesn't know his sister is getting fucked even as he talks.
"I'm here," Angie finally manages.
"You're okay? It's late. I thought-"
"Did I wake you Johnnie? I didn't realise how late it was. Sorry. I'll call you tomorrow."
"No wait. I'm glad you called. Just surprised. Where's Paul?"
"He's out of town. Til Sunday. At the seminar ... he told you last week."
"Oh yeah. So you're alone?"
I'm only half listening as their conversation goes on. My penis, although not fully engaged yet, is claiming more and more of my attention as it moves slowly up and down Angie's tight sheath.
Finally their conversation turns to Valentines Day. How Angie will be alone. And how Johnnie, who's taking his girlfriend out on the Friday night but not on Valentines Day itself (apparently she and her mom are off somewhere for the weekend), will also be free.
He of course asks her out.
"We'll just have dinner, it'll be fun," I hear him say.
"You're my brother," Angie giggles back. I'm fucking her more urgently now.
Eventually of course, after much giggling discussion, she agrees. As soon as she hangs up the phone I start to cum. And I can't help but wonder as my sperm floods inside her if she's thinking of me or her little brother.
"I'm only going because he wants to discuss his girlfriend. He needs a woman's advice," Angie says later as we lay in each other's arms.
"I'll bet he does. And a few other things."
"He's my brother!"
We don't talk about her brother or her husband the rest of the night -- we're too busy!
Thursday, February 12th 2009, Chicago, Illinois
6 Our Last Night
It's late, near midnight, and we've spent the last two hours in bed. Fucking. Hard, almost desperate fucking. We both know it's our last night. We're cuddled together, face to face, as we try to recover. I feel a tear slide off her cheek and onto my chest.
"I love you," I whisper as I caress her hair.
"You're bad. I didn't even want to be in your stupid story."
"Paul will make a good father won't he? For my baby."
"What if he finds out?"
"He'll never find out."
"He might." I continue to caress her hair and face. Soft loving caresses.
"Blame Johnnie," I finally whisper.
"That's disgusting!"
"Turn over."
"Why?"
"You don't think your Italian lover is going to leave the story Angie without turning you over do you?" I ask as I flip her on her stomach.
"What's he going to do?"
"Europeans are famous for this," I answer as my hands slip onto her bum.
"You're not European!" she squeals. I ignore her, instead I slip a finger up against the tightly puckered opening.
"JIM!" I say nothing. I slip my finger inside.
"I don't do that. Paul's never-"
"I'm not Paul," I answer as I reach for the lube with my free hand.
Angie had a virgin bum before she met me. Not now.
"Don't put that part in the story, the bum part," she says later as she leans back against my chest. We're sitting in the bathtub, surrounded by bubbles.
"Can I write about how I fucked your breasts?"
"You didn't."
"Not yet," I whisper into her ear as my soapy hands close around her tits...
Leaving a lover is always hard and the next morning was no exception. Angie cried. I wanted to.
"Call me. Tomorrow night," I tell her through the car window.
"Call you? When?"
"After your date with your brother."
"It's not a date!"
"I put my number in your cell. Call me no matter how late."
"Why?"
"And there's a present for you on the hall table."
"A present?"
"To wear on your date. I love you," I say as I push down the accelerator. I'd left her the black, floral lace bra and panties she'd modeled for me the first night. The ones I told her she'd be wearing when the young lover took her in my story. As I drove north I wondered how young Johnnie would do.
Sunday, February 15th 2009, Madison, Wisconsin
7 Valentines Night 2:30 a.m.
"Hi," I answer after picking up the phone from the bedside table.
"I didn't wake you?" Angie whispers.
"Happy Valentines Day," I whisper back while looking over at the sleeping form next to me, her lush nudity clear in the moonlight that's streaming into the room. I lean over and kiss a nipple. She doesn't stir. I slip out from under the silk sheet and roll out of bed.
"No, I've been eagerly awaiting your call," I answer as I walk out of the bedroom and down the hall.
"I didn't disturb you?" I smile at Angie's curiosity.
"Tell me about your date."
"It wasn't a date! He's my brother. We just had dinner."
"Is he as big as me?"
"He just wanted to discuss his girlfriend that's all. You're a pervert."
"Did he like your underwear?"
"He didn't see it."
"Liar. Did you tell him your other lover bought it for you?"
"So what about yoooour sister? What did you and she doooo tonight? Maybe we should talk about that."
"C'mon, tell me," I order.
And in the end and over the next forty-five minutes she did. In great detail. But I promised Angie that I wouldn't write what she told me that night. She told me she's planning on eventually writing the story and submitting it to Literotica herself. So you'll have to wait a bit for all the juicy details. And they are juicy...
The Baby
I went home to Miami on the following Tuesday. And quickly settled back into my normal routine. I didn't hear from Angie until one day in late April I opened my e-mail and found an anonymous feedback e-mail on my latest story. It read:
I loved your story. I'm ten weeks pregnant. Paul's ecstatic. So is Johnnie. You were right; it is possible for a woman to love two men. Maybe even three! .....Angie
And over the following six months we corresponded intermittently until on November 10th, exactly nine months to the day after I had wandered into a lingerie shop on Michigan Avenue in Chicago, Illinois, I received a picture of a just born, seven pound, eleven ounce bundle of joy.
And over the following week I received a series of pictures. Pictures the mother of my child sent me surreptitiously. Pictures of Angie and the baby. Of Paul and the baby. Of Johnnie and the baby. Of the baby breastfeeding. Of my baby.
Of my beautiful baby. Who was going to be raised by another man.
Some readers might read this story and then say to themselves, 'You're a bastard Scouries for fucking another man's wife'.
All I can say is that you weren't there. No man in the world wouldn't have wanted her. I loved her. Still do.
Some of you might blame Angie, call her a 'slut' or a 'whore'. She's not! She's a wonderful and kind woman who'll make Paul a perfect, loving wife and at the same time be a fantastic mother to his child.
Some of you may pity Paul. DON'T! He's lucky. He has a wife who loves him. And he doesn't have to go through the agonizing process of acknowledging his infertility. Of having his manhood questioned for the rest of his life. He has a child.
Thursday, February 11th 2010, Chicago, Illinois
8 Marriott Hotel Room #1522
It's been three months since the birth of my child. Twelve since I last saw Angie. I'm on my way back to Wisconsin to celebrate Valentines Day 2010 with my sister. But first I'm going to meet my daughter.
I don't say anything when I open the door, instead I simply pull Angie into my arms.
"Careful, the baby," she cautions. She's holding the bassinet in her left hand. I kiss the mother of my daughter. A long, hard, needy kiss. A lover's kiss.
When we finally break apart, when our moist probing tongues have reluctantly left the others mouth, Angie carefully lifts her child up into her arms.
"I shouldn't even introduce you to this guy," she cautions her daughter. "He's a bad man," she adds as she holds out and offers me my child.
Tears are sliding down my cheeks as I plant a soft kiss on my baby's lips. I know that this afternoon may be the last time I'll be able to acknowledge my parenthood.
We make love. There's no hesitation by either of us. Something that produced something as perfect as the baby can't be bad. It can't be wrong.
"We've decided we'd like to have at least three, maybe four in all," Angie says after we've finished. She's snuggled tightly in my arms.
"Do you?" She nods. "And who's to be-"
She doesn't let me finish. "Don't you think it would be better if they all had the same father?"
"Much," I agree, a smile exploding into life on my lips.
"We were thinking that we should have the second one about eighteen months after the first."
I start to calculate in my head. "So you'd have to get pregnant sometime around August," I offered.
"Uh huh," she answers.
"I usually come back up to Wisconsin in the summer. The whole family tries to get together at the lake."
"You could come up a week early," Angie says.
Yes I could. And I will...
THE END
This is an official VALENTINES DAY CONTEST entry -- please vote for this story and others in the contest. It's you the reader who'll decide the winner.
And LITEROTICA has just unveiled their new comment system -- why not try it out and send me a comment. Let me know how you liked the story. Or what you think about adultery. Or tell me your experiences. Was I unfair to Pau? Or was he lucky? Have you ever made love to someone 'out of the blue' like I did that day?
Thanks for reading my story and I hope all of you have a happy and sex filled Valentines with someone you love.
jim
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One of my second cousins, Andy Von Scouries, a psychiatrist, is the hero of the following tale (they still use the Von in their branch of the family). When Andy and his sister were down visiting in Florida last winter they told me about some of his most interesting cases. He was hoping I'd write some of them up for him so he also left me a copy of his case notes and some of the video of the various sessions to ensure accuracy. Next time I'm up visiting him he's promised to let me sit in on one of his cases. Which should be interesting!
While this story is in the Incest category, in essence it's a Doctor/Patient story. It's approximately 4 LITEROTICA pages long. All sex described is between 18+ year old adults. ENJOY!
Doctor Von Scouries: Case #1 Katherine
Session #1
"You're going to like this one Andy," my secretary Gabrielle said with a saucy laugh as she dropped a slim folder onto the desk in front of me and then came around the desk and stood next to me.
"Am I Miss G?" I asked as I flipped open the file with my left hand while moving my right hand onto the plaid miniskirt that hardly covered her still teenaged bum.
"Uh huh," she giggled.
"How come?" I asked idly as I read the notes on the page. The fingers of my right hand slipped under the hem of her skirt and onto her silken skin.
"She's young ... beautiful ... smart ... sexy ... successful ... a redhead ," Gaby answered as she ticked off the reasons on her fingers. I slipped my hand inside her panties and then under until a finger found her moist slit.
"Why's she here then?" I asked as I slid my finger deep inside her.
"Andeeee!" she groaned softly, then added, "her G.P., your pal Doctor Farley, recommended you again."
"Good old Mandy," I said as my mind momentarily flicked to an image of my old med school classmate who was now in general practice in the city and who was quite happy to refer her crazy patients to me.
"That's the third one she's sent us this year, I don't think she knows there are any other psychiatrists in town," Gabrielle added. She was starting to urgently buck her pelvis against my hand.
"I used to help her with her studies when we were back in med school. I'll have to give her a very big Christmas present," I said as thoughts of my student days intruded.
"Hah! Studying! The only thing you two were studying was each others anatomy," my nineteen year old secretary scoffed. "And may I remind you boss, Doctor Farley is now a married woman. You're not allowed to give her any more of your beeeeg gifts doctor," Gabrielle instructed as she ran her palm slowly down and across my crotch.
"Sit on the desk," I ordered as I pulled my finger out of her and moved my chair so that I could position her between my legs.
"Like this?" she asked as she hopped up so her perfectly formed rear end was perched on the edge of my desk and her legs were splayed wide open.
"That'll do fine Miss G.," I agreed as I placed my hands under her skirt and grasped the top of the polka dotted silk boy shorts she was wearing as panties that day. I quickly slipped them down her legs and then brought them to my face.
"You and your panty fetish," she chastened as her fingers found my zipper, "I think you're the one who needs the doctor."
"Do you?" I asked as I stood, my rampant, blood filled cock straining upward through my now open zipper. Gaby's panties were around my head. The trimmed triangle of her blond, almost white, pubic pelt pointed to the spot my cockhead urgently probed for.
Then I pushed the bulblike end of my throbbing penis between her vaginal lips.
"Ohhhhhhhh Andy," she groaned as my thrusting lance punched deep inside her. And as I fucked my nineteen year old secretary I didn't give one thought to the red haired patient who was sitting patiently in my waiting room. Nor could my new patient hear the lusty screams that were soon echoing around my office -- an office that had been carefully soundproofed by my grandfather some fifty years earlier.
Her back was lying on the cool, smooth polished wood of my desktop, and her legs were resting on my shoulders while her bum was arching upward off the desk, writhing in the throes of her teenage orgasm, when the first thick, warm stream of my cum splattered angrily into the deepest recess of her womb.
"Little blond slut," I accused as my sperm continued to spit inside her.
"Sicko pervert," she spat back with a laugh as she tightened her legs around my head.
"Hussy! You always get so wet and excited when I get a new patient don't you?"
****
Ten minutes later my secretary led Katherine Erin O'Malley through my office door and introduced me to my new patient. Gaby hadn't lied! The red haired beauty that stood in front of me was simply stunning. Tall and lithe, the thousand dollar, perfectly tailored business suit she was wearing couldn't hide her womanly curves.
"Katherine with a K," my new patient advised in her first words to me while offering me her hand.
"An Irish beauty worthy of the Hills of Tara and the Kings who roamed there,'" I intoned as I took her hand and raised it to my lips.
"Hardly," she said with raised eyebrows as she reclaimed her hand. Her white, almost translucent skin had no defense against the blush that had spread into her cheeks.
"And from what I understand the up and coming young legal superstar of our fair cities number one law firm," I added as I directed her to a seat in front of my desk and nodded to Gaby, letting her know she was dismissed. The little hussy actually had the temerity to stick out her tongue at me as she backed out the door. Fortunately my new patient missed our little interplay. I then took my place behind my desk. A pen and pad were the only items that marred its smooth surface but I couldn't help but notice the smell of my secretary's sex that still lingered in the air.
"I'm just a hundred hour a week gopher for the partners," Katherine O'Malley answered but I could see she was pleased at my description and the fact that I'd clearly done some research on her in preparation of our meeting. I watched as her eyes traveled around the office slowly, clearly registering every detail. I even noticed when her nose rose just a titch as she inhaled the unexpected odor.
"It's beautiful ... the house I mean ... everything," she said as she indicated her surroundings. "How'd you ever find it let alone afford it?"
"Good genes," I answered solemnly.
"Good genes? I don't- -"
"I inherited it," I said as I interrupted her. "Granddad," I added as I saw the question in her eye.
"You own the whole thing, I thought there were other offices or something," she started, the wonder clear in her voice.
"My great grandfather had it built for him in 1911," I supplied. "He was a doctor, so was my grandfather."
"A family of psychiatrists?"
"No," I said with a chuckle, "they were both gynecologists. They worked here downstairs and lived on the top floors."
"Gaaawd, you live here too?"
"All my life," I nodded. I was used to the endless questions about my house. Now designated a protected 'Historical House' by the State's Heritage Commission, it was one of the last great city mansions still standing in the small residential quarter that sat between the University district and the downtown skyscrapers.
For five minutes she peppered me with questions about the house -- I let her, I knew she was nervous and wasn't quite ready to spill her guts.
"Well, maybe we should start," I finally said, then lifted my pen from the desk and sat with an expectant look on my face. My patient, nonplussed for just a moment, put her hands in her lap and lowered her eyes. But then almost immediately raised them again and looked up into mine.
"I've been feeling strange ... no, different ...," she started tentatively, clearly unsure of herself. I recognized immediately that this reticence wasn't in Katherine's nature.
"I'm physically well," she added quickly as I started to write on my pad. "Doctor Farley gave me a clean bill of health. I've always been athletic," she added.
"You're a swimmer I'll bet," I said with a touch of admiration in my voice.
"How'd you know? Did Doctor Farley tell you?"
"Just a guess," I answered as I wrote another few words on my pad. I could see her curiosity as she tried to read my scrawl upside down.
"Oh. Anyway, as I was saying, it isn't anything- -"
"Could I interrupt you for just one second Miss O'Malley?" I asked, a more formal doctoral tone suddenly in my voice.
"Yes ... of course Doctor, I'm sorry I was just - -"
"I wonder if before we got too much into your story you could do me a favor?"
"Of course doctor," my pretty redhead eagerly agreed as she leaned forward in her chair. I could see she was in no particular rush to tell me why she was visiting a psychiatrist.
"Could you take off your clothes for me Miss O'Malley?" I asked softly. Before the true impact of my words hit her I saw her fingers involuntarily dart to the top button of her jacket.
She'd actually undone the button before she realized what I'd asked. "What? Why?" Not answering I decided to wait her out. "Doctor Farley's given me a complete physical examination ... just two weeks ago. That's what I was just saying."
"So you'd prefer not to disrobe?" I asked as I quickly wrote a few more lines on my pad.
"I'd just like to understand why," the young lawyer said as she fidgeted in her seat. "What did you write?" she asked, unable to hide her curiosity.
"It's not that important for now," I said but in a tone that that conveyed just the opposite. "Feel free to leave your clothes on Katherine," I offered in a friendly tone as I wrote a few more cryptic words on my page and then underlined them twice.
"I didn't think ... I mean ... I thought you'd just have me lie on a couch or something. Like in the movies," she stammered as she indicated the analyst's couch I had off to the right of my desk. "That you'd ask me about my dreams and stuff," the clearly flustered lawyer added.
"Every psychiatrist operates differently," I explained softly, then jotted another quick note on my pad and then flipped over the page.
"If you want me to I will," Katherine offered as she moved forward on her chair. "You're the doctor."
"I don't want you uncomfortable on your first visit Miss O'Malley," I answered as I shifted back to formality. "We'll do something else instead."
"I don't mind, I really don't, really Doctor Von Scouries ... it's just..." I watched her as her voice trailed off in confusion but again I noticed how quickly this extremely bright lawyer recovered. "Was this some kind of psychiatric test? Is that it?" she asked, her sharp mind having decided on the reason for my request.
"We're not in school Miss O'Malley," I chided gently. "We're not giving out gold stars for getting the answers right." I knew as I talked with a one hundred percent certainty that this ambitious girl in front of me had striven all her life to get every gold star she could.
"I'll do it. I want to," Katherine almost shouted as she sprang from her seat.
"NO!" I instructed as she slipped the jacket down her arms. Her breasts were high and pointed under the white silk blouse she'd exposed. I stood up and walked over to her as she stood undecided, the jacket hanging forlornly from her hand.
"Come over here Katherine," I invited as I led her towards the full length mirror that hung on the side wall. "Smile," I instructed once I had her directly facing her image.
"What?"
"Your biggest, friendliest, happiest smile," I instructed.
"What do you mean," she asked, her face torn in confusion. I simply waited until she broke into a grimacing smile and asked, "Like this?"
"No Miss O'Malley," I said, then turned and walked back to my desk. I sat and started to write.
"It's not that easy," I heard and looked up to see an angry patient facing me.
"Could you tell me a joke then Katherine," I asked.
"A joke? What kind of joke?" my now clearly befuddled patient asked.
"Maybe a lawyer joke," I offered tentatively, then added, "I'm sure you must know one of those."
"That's not funny ... if you want me to strip just tell me. You want me to don't you?" my patient demanded as she dropped her jacket on my desk and started to undo the buttons on her blouse. It soon was dropped on top of her jacket. As Miss O'Malley unerringly undid the buttons and zipper on her skirt her angry eyes never left mine.
"I don't suppose you have a hanger," she asked when she'd rid herself of the skirt. I shook my head no.
"It's a beautifully made garment," I said as I ran my fingers over her jacket. "Paris? Haut couture?" I asked admiringly.
"No, its prêt-a-porter. From Bloomingdales. It's a Donna Karen. My underwear too?" she then asked.
"Whatever you're comfortable with Miss O'Malley."
Her bra, part of a matching lace set in lilac, quickly joined the pile on my desk. She had a pair of those high, proud, firm conical breasts that invariably come capped with pink, puffy nipples. And they were just the right size -- big enough to fill your hand and big enough so that they jiggled delightfully when she bent to lower her lace trimmed panties. But with no trace of sag!
Her sex, once she'd bared it for me, was covered by a perfect triangle of wispy and curly red hairs that hardly concealed the flowery petals of the lips that advertised her femaleness.
"You don't shave?" I asked after I'd slowly inspected her.
"No," she answered as one of her palms, unbidden by her, slipped down to cover her groin.
"Please sit Katherine," I offered. I then started to write on my pad.
"Should I stay naked?" she asked tentatively as she hovered over the seat.
"Please. If that's alright with you." I could see it wasn't alright with her but she sat anyway, finally crossing her legs after trying a couple of positions. I waited for her to begin.
"I'm not that sick," she finally started. I let her stumble on for a few sentences before I interrupted.
"Before we get too far into your story Miss O'Malley I think maybe it'd be best for me to describe my methods and how I plan to cure you."
"You don't even know what's wrong with me yet," she responded, a touch of lawyerly anger and impatience now having crept into her voice.
"Do you want to be cured Katherine?"
"Well yes ... of course, why do you think I'm here, especially at these prices, it's just that--"
"Do you know Katherine that many of my colleagues never cure their patients? Don't even try."
"They don't?" There's both surprise and interest in her voice now. "Why not?" It was almost a demand.
"Oh they say they're trying but the truth is they hate it when a patient leaves them. They fall in love with their patients."
"They do? All of them? Sexually? But--"
"No not sexually. Although of course some do."
"That would be unethical behavior, actionable in court," my lawyer patient announced.
"Yes it would," I agreed. "But that's not the real reason they never cure anyone. It's because they regard a patient's mental well being as a lifelong job for themselves."
"And you people aren't cheap," my patient, who just happened to be a member of a true bloodsucking, fee charging profession, claimed indignantly. I thought it best not to bring up lawyers fees in response; instead I simply waited for her to continue.
"And you're different?" she finally ventured.
"Seventeen weeks Miss O'Malley."
"Seventeen weeks what?" the clearly confused girl asked.
"I cure all my patients in seventeen weeks."
"All of them?"
"So far," I answered as I tapped the wood surface of my desk for luck.
"But what if they're really, really, really sick?"
"I cure them all Katherine," I insisted.
"Do you make all your patients disrobe for you doctor?" There was a touch of irritation back in Katherine's voice as she spoke.
"Yes."
"Even the men?" she probed.
"I only accept female patients Miss O'Malley."
"Whaaaat? Why?"
"I'm a specialist," I answered. I could see the thoughts and questions swirling behind her eyes. "Men and women have completely different psychiatric problems."
"But--"
"You're a criminal lawyer Katherine, I'm sure you wouldn't try to advise me on real estate law would you?"
"Of course not."
"Well then why would I try to cure a man? Actually, I specialize even further Miss O'Malley."
"You do?"
"Yes ma'am," I said with a smile, "I only treat healthy, beautiful, young women. Between eighteen and thirty only. Period."
"That's crazy! They're probably the people who need the least help."
"Exactly," I said as I beamed at her in approval, then bent and wrote a few more words on my pad. Then looking back over at her I added, "I think we're making some wonderful progress Katherine."
"You don't even know what's wrong with me," she complained but I could see she was reassured by my words.
"We'll have you right as rain soon. By the way, that's one of the main reasons I had you disrobe. Just to make sure you are as advertised without clothes."
"You mean you couldn't tell if I was pretty enough when I was dressed? If I met your standards?"
I chuckled, then answered, "I have a colleague who treated a beautiful young woman for three years before he found out she was a man."
"Three years?"
"So you see Katherine, in one fell swoop I made sure I didn't waste three years of your valuable time and thousands and thousands of dollars of your money. And all it took was two minutes of your time."
"That's crazy," my patient accused.
"I'm not the one seeing a psychiatrist Katherine," I answered with a wide smile.
"You think I'm crazy?"
"Don't worry Katherine, I'll cure you," I promised.
"In seventeen weeks right?" she asked wryly.
"And week ones time is now almost up," I answered as I made a point of checking my watch.
"Already? We didn't make much progress."
"Patience my dear."
"I should get dressed?" I nodded, then sat back in my chair and watched my patient as she dressed. There was no shyness in her actions as she pulled her panties up her legs, no turning away from me as she lifted the bra from the desk and covered the nipples that were arching erect up from the puffiness of her pink aureoles. In fact there was a strutting pride in her as she displayed herself to me. I could smell her excitement.
Finally, dressed, she said, "So that's it?"
"For this week," I agreed and watched as she turned towards the door. "But before you leave, I wonder if I could ask you one more small favor Miss O'Malley?"
"Of course Doctor," she agreed, happy I think that her first session was over but also that I'd given her a definite time frame for her cure. Somehow, even though she'd sat naked in front of me for nearly fifty minutes, I knew she'd found it easier than she'd expected.
"You may find it a strange request," I warned.
There was a smile on her face when she answered, "Why aren't I surprised Doctor?" In just one session I'd relaxed her!
"It is part of your cure," I promised, but then added, "mostly anyway."
"Mostly? Well, what is it Doctor?"
"I was wondering if you'd leave me your panties."
"What! The ones I'm wearing? Why?" she asked. Immediately I could see her mind go into high gear. I simply waited. That was the beauty of having intelligent patients -- they always wanted to figure out everything themselves and in doing so opened themselves up to the probing doctor's eyes. "I have an important meeting in thirty minutes ... with some of the senior partners," she said stalling. I said nothing. "Alright, alright, I'll do it. I know these are more of these psychiatric tests aren't they? To see how I react. I'm right aren't I?" she asked as she quickly lifted the skirt of her suit and then slipped the lace trimmed panties from her loins and handed them to me.



"When was the last time you didn't wear any panties at work Katherine?" I probed.
"What? Never I --"
"I'd like you to go to your meeting this afternoon as you are now Katherine. Pantyless. Then next week you can tell me how it felt."
"It's always about sex with you psychiatrists isn't it? I was afraid it would come to this. That's not really my problem you know," she instructed.
"Could you please try it for me? Just once," I asked knowing that sex was the central issue here.
She finally nodded her head yes and turned towards the door.
"Katherine?" I said just as she was about to disappear through the door.
"It's also for me."
"What is?" Confusion spread across her face.
"Can I tell you a secret?" I asked as she stepped back towards me.
"Yes ... of course," she answered eagerly.
"I have a panty fetish."
"A what?" But then she broke into a smile. "You're just trying to test my responses again aren't you? I think I'm starting to understand you doctor," she said, then swept out of the office with a happy smile on her face. I'd definitely earned my five hundred bucks that hour!
***
"You're disgusting," I heard accused from my doorway two minutes later. I was back sitting at my desk writing up my notes on Katherine's first session. My patient's panties were around my neck.
"I'm the Doctor Miss G, you're simply the pretty receptionist."
"Hah! You had a hard-on almost the whole time that little slut was in here."
"Miss O'Malley is a respected member of the bar my dear."
"She couldn't wait get her clothes off though could she? To show you her red tush," Gabrielle accused as she slowly lifted the hem of her short skirt. "I know where she'd like someone to shove their big member of the bar." My secretary was pantyless!
"Did you get it all on camera?" I asked as I stood.
"Of course I did."
"And what other appointments do I have this afternoon?" I asked as I undid my belt.
"None doctor," Gabrielle answered as her skirt slipped down her legs and pooled on the floor.
"Bend over the desk," I ordered.
"Are you going to be a big, bad doggie today Doctor?" she asked as she bent over so that her arms were splayed out to the side and her full, firm teenage breasts were squashed against the polished mahogany surface of my desk. "OUCH!" she complained after I'd brought my palm down in a hard slap on the round left cheek of her bum. But even as she complained she spread her feet wider, opening herself for the coming assault.
"Pig," she accused as I penetrated her.
"Pretty little bitch!" I answered as my cock split her.
***
My name is Andrew William Von Scouries III, Andy for short. I happen to be a highly sexed, twenty-nine year old psychiatrist who, along with my baby sister, was raised by my grandfather after my parents had died when I was eleven. My grandfather, a gynecologist, and a womanizer of the first order, recognized the strength of my sexual drive very early on. And encouraged it!
It was he who made sure I had a complete understanding of the female body. In fact he allowed me to observe some of his medical examinations through a one way mirror when I was still in high school. And it was he who directed me towards psychiatry when I'd first expressed an interest in following him into gynecology.
"But I want to be a gynecologist grandpa," I'd complained.
"If you can get into their minds you'll be able to get into their pants Andy," my sixty-seven year old grandfather had advised his eighteen year old grandson. And he'd been right!
My grandfather had also happened to own one of the largest and most comprehensive collections of women's undergarments in the world. Which I'd inherited when he'd died. I had come by my panty fetish honestly!
He'd also collected all manner of sexual toys and contraptions...
Session #2
"Should I take off my clothes today doctor?"
"No, that won't be necessary this week Miss O'Malley," I answered as I looked up at my patient. For just a second a look of disappointment flashed through her eyes.
"Will I be on the special couch today?" It was clear she wanted to.
"I save that for more advanced sessions Katherine," I said softly. I watched as her eyes came to rest on the panties I'd folded carefully and left on the corner of my desk. She immediately recognized them as the ones she'd left the week before.
"Do you really have a panty fetish?" she asked as she sat. I knew without seeing them that the underwear she had on today was her very best... and sexiest.
"I saw you in court this week," I said as I ignored her question.
"No you didn't," she said with a certainty and speed that threw me momentarily. When she saw my questioning glance she hurried on. "I know every single person who's in any courtroom I'm working," she said with utter confidence.
"You do? Even the spectators? But how? Why?"
"I'm on stage Doctor. I'm performing."
"But surely only for the Judge... the Jury," I interjected.
"That's what some of my colleagues say Doctor but it's not true. You have to sell yourself to every member of the audience."
"I see, but you know Katherine I was there," I still maintained after she'd finished her explanation.
For seconds she sat silently, eyes closed. I could almost see the film that she was replaying in her mind. Suddenly her eyes snapped open. "The old man ... bearded ... on Tuesday afternoon ...the Wilson Company case, I wondered what he was doing there. He didn't fit. It was you," she accused.
"You have a remarkable memory Miss O'Malley, a remarkable eye for details," I complimented; stunned she'd been able to go back in her mind and find me. I'd sat in the back of one of her courtrooms for two hours simply watching her perform, trying to get an idea of who she was. She'd been masterful.
"Hah, I didn't even recognize you." I could see she was silently chiding herself for missing me.
"You put on an extraordinary performance that day Miss O'Malley," I complimented. "You could be an actress, an Oscar winner," I added.
"I acted in high school, in College," my new patient conceded, a hint of pride in her voice.
"You dominated the courtroom. Your opponent, the jury, even the judge." And as I'd watched her that day I'd come to recognize the duality that had finally driven her to me.
"You have to be strong Doctor," Katherine answered but as she talked in her confident way she spread her legs, clearly an unconscious movement, but also one that signaled her weakness.
"So tell me about the meeting Miss O'Malley," I invited.
"The meeting?" I didn't respond as I printed MEETING in capital letters on my pad. I knew she knew which meeting. "You mean after I left here last week?" she finally tried. I nodded yes.
"About my being pantyless?" She asked. I nodded again. "It was just a normal meeting," she said nonchalantly. I smiled disbelievingly as I scrawled a few words on my pad.
"Okay, maybe it wasn't completely normal," she conceded, an uneasy grin on her lips.
"Did you have an orgasm during the meeting Katherine?" I interjected.
"Of course not," my suddenly blushing patient protested.
"You didn't have an urge to lift your dress and show yourself to the partners?"
"Are you crazy? That's perverted. We're lawyers. Professionals. We were discussing the strategy for an upcoming multi million dollar corporate trial."
"When was the last time you had an orgasm Katherine," I asked as I held my pen poised above the pad.
"An orgasm?" she finally asked. I waited. "With a man?" the now beet red face of my patient asked.
"I'm not interested in who was the agent of it my dear, just when it occurred."
"Sex isn't my problem doctor. That's not why I'm here. I was afraid you'd only be interested in that ... in my dreams ... you psychiatrists," she accused. Again I simply waited her out.
"Last week ... maybe ten days ago ... I masturbated," the lovely redhead finally admitted.
"Are you a heterosexual Miss O'Malley?"
"Yes, of course I am!" she answered quickly, almost shouting.
"And when was the last time you had penile/vaginal intercourse Katherine?" My pen was writing furiously now. My patient's eyes darted back and forth from my face to the pad on the desk.
"Three weeks ago ... no, maybe a month," she finally admitted.
"You don't remember? Did you have an orgasm?"
She was silent for second after second. I waited, pen poised. "Yes. More than one, that's not my problem," she finally blurted out.
"You orgasm easily?" I probed.
"Yes," she whispered back.
"Every time?"
"Yes."
"Why haven't you had sex for a month then?"
"I'm busy. At work. We often have to work late night after night. It's not that easy to meet men with the hours I'm working." The complaint was clear.
"What about the partners? Your colleagues at work?"
"I'd never... they can't know-"
"Can't know what?" I asked.
"That I'm weak, that I need ... that a strong man can--," my patient said softly before letting her voice trail off.
"That a strong man can what?" I demanded.
"Make me do things--" a blushing Katherine whispered.
I didn't ask her what things that day. I knew we'd get into some of those things in the coming weeks. Instead I checked my watch, nodding to her to indicate our time was nearly up.
"I want you to sleep with a man this weekend Katherine," I said as I stood up.
"What? Who? I can't."
"You're a beautiful, sexy, desirable woman. How tough can it be?"
"But-"
"A student, yes, I think a young student. From the University," I instructed.
"A student?"
"Pick up a student ... a big cocked student ... have him take you home, have him fuck you, fuck you hard. Then we can talk about the things he made you do next week."
"That's sick."
"Is it?" I asked as I stared deep into her beautiful green eyes. "It's part of your cure. Will you do it?" I asked as she started to turn towards the door.
For second after second she simply looked at me without answering. I waited. "I'll try," she said softly as she turned to go.
"One second please Katherine."
"Yes Doctor?" she said without turning, the doorknob in her hand.
"Did you wear special underwear for me today Katherine?"
"What?" she asked as she turned back to look at me. I knew she had so I just waited. "No, just my normal," she finally offered.
"Show me."
"My panties?" She asked. I nodded yes in answer. For seconds she watched me before lowering her fingers to the hem of her skirt and slowly raising it.
"They're beautiful," I said reverentially when she'd completely revealed them.
"Do you want them too?"
"I'll trade you," I offered as I reached for the panties she'd left me the week before.
"You don't want to keep those?" she asked as I placed last weeks panties in her hand. "They're damp... wet," my patient said as she fingered the soft lace.
"Are they?" I asked as I brought the panties she'd just taken off up to my nose.
"Yes, and they smell, smell of--"
"Put them on Katherine."
"Yes Doctor," the young red haired beauty answered, then pulled the semen stained panties up her legs.
"Wear them back to work Katherine."
"They're sticky," she said but I noted there was excitement in her eyes, not a complaint.
"You can be both a strong woman and a submissive one Miss O'Malley," I said as I escorted her to the door.
"It's hard Doctor," she whispered back as she slipped away.
****
"She's so sick," my secretary said two minutes later as she stood in front of my desk, her hand resting on her hip. I was writing up my case notes.
"She's a wonderful girl. In fact I almost asked her to get on her knees and suck me," I answered as I looked up.
"You did not."
"But then I decided to let you do it," I said unzipping as I stood up.
"Do you think I'll put that ugly thing in my mouth," Gaby asked, then licked her lips.
"Get on your knees," I ordered as I put my hand on the top of her head.
"You're always so big after you've seen her," Gaby accused as she reached out and captured my cock.
Session #3
"I think we'll use the couch today Katherine," I said as my patient entered the room.
"We will?" I could see the interest, even excitement on her face.
"If that's all right with you?"
"Yes... yes, I'd like to Doctor. I've always wanted to... I mean... Should I disrobe?" I saw her eyes dart to the folded panties on the desk.
"Only if you're worried about your suit. Yes, maybe it'd be better if you took it off."
"My underwear too?" she asked after she'd stripped down to her bra and panties.
"No, why not leave them on for now Katherine," I answered as I led her to the couch in an alcove to the right of my desk. Then added appreciatively, "they're beautiful, very sexy."
"You like them?" she asked as she first sat, then lay back on my couch. "They're French ... from Jean Paul Gaultier."
Her undergarments, a French hiphugger cut and made of silk, had a dainty flutter ruffle. "Expensive?" I asked, already knowing they were.
"So-so," she answered as her hands went to the waistband of her panties.
"You're wearing perfume today. And lipstick. Your hair, you prettied yourself for me, thank you," I encouraged.
She blushed as she denied she'd done anything different today but we both knew she was lying.
"You look lovely. Have the people at work noticed?"
"I've done nothing different," she continued to deny. I decided to change the subject.
"Did you have sex this week Katherine?"
"Uh huh," she answered shyly.
"A man?" She nodded as her fingers continued to fiddle at the ruffled waistband of her silk underwear. "Did he make you come?" She nodded again. "How'd you meet him?"
"Like you suggested doctor, he was a student ... I met him in a bar, the one--"
"Did he have a big penis?" I asked, interrupting her.
"A what?" she whispered, but then she nodded yes. "Somehow he knew, he knew right away doctor ... just by looking at me. They always do."
"He knew what Katherine?"
"That he could fuck me. That I was weak ... a slut ... that he could do anything he wanted with me." As she talked she slipped her hand inside her panties.
"Did you enjoy it? Did you enjoy his big cock?" I demanded. I watched as her fingers moved under the thin cloth.
"Yes," she whispered.
"Did you come?"
"Yes Doctor... more than once... he made me do things... dirty things." Her moving hand and fingers had forced her panties down her thighs and she was completely exposed to me as she finger fucked herself.
"Did you like doing them?"
"Yes," she groaned as her hips started to writhe.
"Did you put his penis in your mouth Katherine?"
"It was big Doctor, so big. But he didn't care. He held my head as he forced it between my lips." Then she stopped talking as her orgasm started to tremor through her body. It was a good two minutes before she pulled the dripping finger from between her legs. The smell of her sex was thick in the air.
"I'm a slut aren't I Doctor?" she finally asked.
"You're a beautiful, intelligent, highly sexed but completely normal woman Katherine."
"I am?"
"Now get dressed, our time is almost up," I said. I didn't try to hide the desire I felt for her from my voice. I watched as her eyes drifted down to the large bulge in my pants.
"Should I leave you my panties?"
"Please," I answered as I took the panties from her fingers. I ran them up her moist slit and then pushed them under my belt and down onto my cock.
"I can't come next week Doctor," the young lawyer said as she stood up. Her eyes were still zeroed in on my groin.
"You can't?" I asked.
"I won't be able to get away. A big case ... a very big case."
"What about at night," I offered.
"We'll be working late every night. It's important."
"You have to eat. Next Wednesday, I'll pick you up at seven. We'll have dinner and we'll talk."
"I can't."
"We have to cure you Katherine. I'll see you Wednesday," I promised.
****
"Put on Katherine's panties," I ordered as soon as Gaby entered the room.
"Yuck, they're dirty, they smell," my secretary said dismissively as she held them out at arms length.
"Hurry," I ordered as I lowered my zipper.
"She's not as sexy as I am," she answered as she pulled the soiled panties up her legs.
Session #4
It was just after seven p.m. on the following Wednesday evening when I walked into the lobby of the twenty-fourth floor offices of our cities largest law firm.
"She can't be disturbed, they're in conference," a snotty receptionist informed me when I asked for Miss O'Malley. I was tempted to bend the snobby upper-class bitch over her desk and teach her a little politeness.
"I have a date with her young lady," I announced as I continued past her desk.
"You can't go in there," was squealed in response but I was already fifteen feet down the hall.
There were eleven people arranged around a conference table when I finally found the room they were using -- ten perfectly coiffed men in expensive pin striped suits and all sporting colorful two hundred dollar silk ties - and Katherine. They all looked up in surprise when I burst into the room.
"Ready honey?" I asked before any of them could challenge me.
"We're pretty busy Andrew," she answered as ten sets of eyes flashed from me to her. It was the first time she'd used my given name.
"You have to eat sweetie," I said as I let my eyes roam around the room. "Doesn't she gentlemen?" I asked as I reached out my hand.
"Well--" the oldest and the man who I assumed was the senior man there started. The rest of them were sitting with stunned looks on their faces.
"I'll have her back in an hour and a half," I promised and had my patient out through the door before another word of protest could be voiced.
"Oh my gawd, you're crazy," Katherine said as I led her towards the bank of elevators. I knew she was happy.
"It's you who's seeing the psychiatrist," I said as we entered the elevator.
"They'll think you're my boyfriend."
"So? Is there something wrong with me? They must know you're a woman who attracts men."
"They think I'm the Ice Queen," she admitted ruefully.
"That's because you wanted them to," I accused as the elevator doors shut behind me. "But now that you're using make-up and doing your hair differently--"
"I am not," she denied.
"Liar. Now give me your panties."
"Whaaaat! Here in the elevator?"
"Yes."
"I think they have cameras," she answered as her eyes flicked around the walls.
"Hurry."
"You're so bad, soooo baaaaad," she complained as she quickly lifted her skirt and then started to lower her panties. A little cheeky, lace pair of low rise, cherry pink hiphuggers I discovered when she'd stepped out of them and handed them to me.
Five minutes later we were sitting side by side in a dimly lit corner booth in my favorite neighborhood Italian restaurant. "Lift your skirt," I ordered once our waiter had delivered our menus and left.
"Here?"
"I want to see your pussy. Don't you want to show it to me tonight Katherine?"
She shook her head no even as she slowly pulled up her skirt. "I'm a lawyer ... I want you to cure me," she implored as she bared her red triangle of pubic hair.
"Do you?" I asked as our waiter returned to take our orders.
****
Fifty minutes later, as we were drinking a dinner ending cup of coffee, Katherine surprised me by asking out of the blue, "Do you sleep with your secretary?"
"Yes."
"You do? She's so young," Katherine accused.
"I love her."
"Where'd you meet her?"
Before answering I reached into my pocked and fished out my wallet. After pulling out a dollar I offered it to her.
"What's that for?"
"I want to put you on retainer," I told her.
"Why?"
"So our conversation will be protected by lawyer/client confidentiality rules."



"But," she started as she took the buck from my fingers.
"Gaby's my sister."
"WHAAAAAAAAAT!" her squeal of outrage echoed around the restaurant. "Oh my gaaaawd," she finally hissed.
As she sat open mouthed looking at me I grabbed the young lawyers hand and placed it in my lap.
"What are you doing?" she finally hissed as she looked up and checked to see if any of the other diners could see what was going on. As she asked her question I felt her fingers as they traced the hardness in my pants.
"Take it out."
"Here? I have to get back to work ... please Doctor," she insisted even as she lowered my zipper.
"Pull it out."
"NO! Somebody will see," she said as her hand slipped through my fly and found my cock.
"Masturbate me ... use your panties," I added as I slipped her panties into her hand.
"We can't," she said as her warm palm circled my cock and then started to pump me.
"It's part of your cure."
"It is not! No doctor acts like this," she insisted but her fingers never stopped.
"Remember, you're on the clock Miss O'Malley," I answered with a grin.
"You think I'm paying for this? To masturbate you? You really are crazy." Still her hand continued to pump me.
"And you have to pay for dinner too. And don't complain, you'll probably charge it to your big corporate client anyway."
I put her dainty panties over my cockhead just as my penis started to jerk in her hand. Then when I'd finished I ordered her to put them back on.
"They'll smell it," she protested.
"So? They'll just think that we had sex. Which is a completely normal thing for a beautiful, sexy young women to do with her boyfriend."
"Everyone in the office will hear about it. You wouldn't believe how they gossip."
"That's good. It'll help your cure," I promised as I escorted her from the restaurant. "It's time they realized what a sexy lawyer they have working there."
"I'm not a partner. I'll never get to be one if they find out."
"Well then, we better make sure they make you a partner sooner than later won't we?"
"No one becomes a partner until they've been there at least ten years."
"You're not everyone Katherine."
****
Gaby was still up when I got home. In our bed.
"I told her," I said to my sister as I slipped between the sheets.
"What'd you tell her?" Gaby was naked.
"I told her she'd made me so horny at dinner that I was going home to fuck my sister."
"Promises, promises," Gaby said in disdain. But her hand reached for my cock!
Session #5
"Will I be on the couch today doctor?" Katherine asked the second she was through my door.
"Yes please." Her eyes immediately zeroed in on the can of shaving cream that sat on the edge of my desk and the razor that sat on a folded towel next to it.
"They're lovely," I said, unable to hide the admiration in my voice as she exposed this weeks undergarments. A little push up, turquoise demi bra with lace trim and matching Brazilian cut panties.
"Should I take them off?"
"Could I?"
"Of course," she invited as she lay back.
"I'm going to shave you today Katherine," I told her as I slipped her panties down her thighs.
"But I thought you liked unshaven woman. I thought you liked my red hair."
"We still have twelve weeks to go Katherine. I'll get to see it grow back."
"But I -"
"Gaby's going to help us."
"Your sister? She is?"
"Yes," I answered as I pressed the button on my intercom. Katherine watched me as I spoke, "Please come in now Gaby. Yes, bring the hot water." Seconds later my sister strolled into my office carrying a basin of steaming hot water and with a large handbag hanging from her shoulder. She was otherwise naked. Katherine's gaping eyes never left my sister as she placed the basin on my desk and then opened the handbag and proceeded to take a video recorder and a folded tripod from it.
She continued to watch as Gaby set up the tripod next to the desk and then attached the video cameras to it.
"Are you really his sister?" my patient finally asked.
"Yes."
"What are you doing?" she asked as she nodded at the camera.
"We film every session," Gaby answered as she continued to work on the camera. "Are we going to shave her on the desk?" she asked as she turned to me. I nodded yes.
"You're going to film me? Did you film the other sessions?" my patient asked me. There was more than a touch of panic in her voice.
"Please sit up here on the desk Katherine," I instructed as I dipped a washcloth into the steaming water.
"But-"
"Show her where to lie Gaby."
Katherine let my sister lead her to the desk and made no further protest as my sister placed her lengthwise with her legs hanging over the end. I rolled my chair so that I was positioned between them. I then placed the steaming cloth on the red triangle of my patient's pubic hair.
"The shaving cream Gaby," I demanded as I reached out my hand palm up towards her. Katherine watched as Gaby put the can in my hand. I lifted the cloth from her loins. Steam was rising from her sex.
Her whole body twitched on the desk the second I sprayed the thick, white foam between her legs.
"Try not to move Katherine," I instructed as I lifted the razor. She groaned softly when she felt the sharp blade lightly glide across her mound.
"She's beautiful isn't she?" I asked my secretary as I worked.
"I suppose... for a redhead," my little sister said dismissively.
"I love redheads," I teased back. I continued to shave my nervous patient.
"Yeah, but you're a pervert."
"Careful Doctor," Katherine broke in timidly.
"You have a beautiful pussy," I complimented when I'd completely bared the young lawyer.
"I have?"
"Look at her lips Gaby," I instructed as I bent over and spread my patient's legs. "Her labia majoris and minoras, they're extraordinary," I gushed.
"It's not as neat as mine, it sticks out everywhere," my little sister answered. There was a touch of jealousy in her voice.
"And a perfectly developed clitoris to boot," I added as I softly caressed my patients sex. "That's one of the main reasons Miss O'Malley orgasms so quickly and so often," I added as I continued to stroke her. Katherine groaned.
"Mine's nicer," Gaby insisted. Katherine's body started to buck under my ministrations and soon her squeals of pleasure were echoing around the office.
"See what happens each time I touch her here?" I asked as my finger plucked her straining pink clitoris. Then Katherine started to scream.
"She's very noisy Doctor," my secretary said as a post orgasmic Katherine lay moaning and panting on my desk. "You'll have to cure her of that," Gaby added, then turned, picked up the video equipment and then left the office without another word.
"Should I dress now doctor?" my patient asked timidly.
"Please Katherine."
"We didn't make much headway today did we?" she asked once she'd put her underwear back on.
"We're making great headway ... we're right on track," I insisted with my warmest doctorly smile.
"Well--"
"You're doing wonderfully."
She finished buttoning her blouse and then asked, "Are you going to sleep with me? Is that part of the cure?" There was both hope and fear in the question.
"Of course I'm going to sleep with you."
"You are?" there was excitement in her eyes.
"Yes, as soon as you're cured."
"But--"
"It would be wrong of me to sleep with one of my patients if she was still crazy! You know that. Unethical." Gaby, coming back into the office heard my words.
"You're still nuts Miss O'Malley," my secretary said in her most adult tone.
"But not for much longer Miss Von Scouries," Katherine answered. I could see she wasn't going to take much more guff from my sister.
"I'll see you next week my dear," I said as I took her arm and started to lead her out of the office. But Gaby wasn't finished.
"Would you like to watch us sometime?" Gaby asked just before Katherine was about to escape through the door.
"Watch you what?"
"Watch us when we do it," my sister added as she curled her naked body around mine.
"It's against the law. I'm an officer of the court," Katherine protested.
"But do you want to watch Andy put his big cock in his sister?" Gaby asked.
"Yes," finally slipped softly from my patients lips. Then she rushed out the door.
*****
"Now I'm going to shave you," I promised my sister after Katherine had left. "You were a very bad girl today," I chided.
"Oh no you don't, it's my turn to shave you," she announced.
"Is it?" I asked as I lay back on the desk. I smiled up at her as she sprayed the shaving cream all over my cock and balls.
Session #6
"Tell me about your first time Katherine?" I asked.
"Should I take off my clothes?"
"If you like," I answered.
"I was nineteen, a sophomore," she finally started when she'd got down to her underwear. She was lying supine on my analysts couch.
"What? You didn't have sex until you went to college?" Gaby asked in surprise. She aimed the camera at the juncture of Katherine's legs.
"My parents were strict ... I had to study ... every night. I wasn't allowed to date. Besides, I didn't develop early ... my breasts ... my-"
"But didn't you want to?" I didn't interrupt as I listened, instead I let Gaby lead the conversation.
"I didn't know... I mean it really hadn't started," Katherine stammered.
"What hadn't?"
"The itch, the need," the young lawyer answered simply.
"When did you see your first cock?" my sister asked crudely even as her hand reached into my lap and started to caress me through my pants.
"I hadn't, not til the first time, when he did it," she answered.
"Did what?" Gaby demanded as she lowered my zipper and then snaked her hand through the opening.
"Raped me, raped me with his ugly cock," Katherine blurted as she watched my sister pull my cock out into the air.
"Who raped you?" I asked.
"A professor at the University. An old man. God, he was nearly sixty. A Professor Higgins. It was at the end of my second year at university, between the end of classes and our exams. I'd gone to see him to discuss some questions on the course I had. I wanted an A."
"And he raped you?" my sister asked.
"He'd always been nice to me, helpful, all year. I'd been in his office before. I thought he was a gentleman."
"And what happened," I encouraged.
"He taught a history course, I wanted a clarification on a point I wasn't sure of. He just laughed when I asked. Then he stood up and walked over and locked the door."
"Didn't you do anything? Say anything?" Gaby asked.
"Not then. I just thought he wanted to make sure we weren't disturbed."
"Yeah right," my sister grumbled knowingly. "Then what'd he do?"
"He lowered his pants."
"Gross!"
"Then he pulled me from my chair, forced me to my knees, grabbed my hair," Katherine remembered, the fear she'd felt that day clear in every word.
"Didn't you yell for help?"
"I didn't know ... I didn't understand."
"Then what?"Katherine couldn't answer through her tears.
"Was he big?" I asked, finally interjecting myself into the recital.
"He put me on his desk. Lifted my skirt and then tore the panties from my legs, ripped them," Katherine sobbed.
"And then," I encouraged in my gentlest voice.
"He fucked me. It hurt doctor. It hurt so much, so, so much. My blood was dripping down between my legs. He yelled at me when he saw it. He said I'd ruined some of his student's essays. Then he started to laugh, found it funny my virgin blood was all over his desk. I tried to escape, to run--"
"He caught me. Wouldn't let me go. Said he wasn't finished yet."
"He did it a second time?" my sister asked. Her hand started to pump my penis.
"He was almost as big as your brother, but his was ugly," Katherine answered as her eyes followed Gaby's moving hand.
"What happened then," I encouraged. An extraordinary excitement was flowing through me as I heard a patient describe being raped even as my sister masturbated me in front of her.
"He forced me face first over his desk ... kicked my legs apart ...stuck his hand between my legs, then--"
"He put it in your ass?" Gaby asked. I could tell she was excited as I was. I pushed her head down into my lap.
"No, not that time. He put it in my pussy and then reached under and grabbed my breasts. He kept calling me his cock slut, his little coed cock slut as he fucked me. It was horrible!"
"But he made you cum didn't he," I asked as I felt Gaby's lips slip over my cockhead.
"NO ... noooooooo!" my crying patient denied.
"Katherine!"
"He made me Doctor! He just kept doing it and doing it. Then it started to happen. I didn't even know what it was at first."
Gaby pulled her mouth from my cock. "He made you cum?"
"It wasn't my fault, it wasn't Doctor," my patient said between her tears, her plea clear.
"Of course it wasn't Katherine, he was a criminal."
"He did it again. And he laughed the whole time. Then he put it in my mouth." As my patient continued to describe her ordeal Gaby lowered her mouth back onto my cock. "He told me I'd fail if I didn't come back the next day. And to come every day until the exams were over. I wouldn't have got into Law School Doctor if I hadn't obeyed him."
Finally I couldn't hold it anymore. Completely oblivious to my patient now my hands went to the back of Gaby's head and forced every inch of my throbbing penis deep into her throat. Katherine watched silently, her mouth open, almost as if she'd like to be swallowing the penis my sister was near choking on.
When I'd finished, when the last stream of sperm had splashed from my prick, Gaby slowly pulled away from my softening penis. Both Katherine and I could see the pool of white cream in my sister's mouth when my cockhead finally popped free. She turned and looked up at my patient. "Do you want some?" she asked as my cum dripped from the corner of her mouth.
"No! Of course not. What are you doing?" she squealed as my sister brought her lips to Katherine's.
Minutes later, with my sticky cream still on her lips and with a thin strand hanging from the corner of her mouth, Katherine fled.
****
"Poor girl," I said to my sister after our patient had fled.
"She was lying. She probably seduced the old man to get her A."
"Gaby!" I chided, then added, "and we're supposed to have sex after the patient leaves, not when she's here."
"I was hungry," the saucy little vixen replied. "So was that red haired slut! You shoulda felt what she did with her tongue when it was in my mouth."
"Show me," I encouraged.
Session #7
It was a week later and I'd told Katherine to meet me for lunch at one of our cities most popular eateries. It was a restaurant which had always been favored by our cities legal heavyweights. Of course it was very expensive.
"Am I paying," were the first words out of my patients mouth when she joined me at my table.
"Not today."
"I'm not?" She couldn't keep the surprise or the suspicion out of her voice.
"I've arranged for someone else to pay," I said with a smile.
"Someone else? So we won't be able to discuss my condition?" I shook my head no. "Who are we eating with?"
"One of your legal confreres, from another firm, someone who's heard of your brilliant legal mind," I said just as I saw the man who'd handled the Von Scouries family legal account for the last twenty-five years come through the front doors. A roommate of my fathers during his University days he was now the senior managing partner at the largest competitor of Katherine's firm. "It's time we got you a partnership," I added. Katherine was looking over my shoulder.
"Oh my gawd! It's Mr. Woodhouse. I shouldn't," Kathleen whispered as she looked around the room to see who was watching.
"Why not?"
"They'll know I ate with him, they'll wonder why."
"Who will?"
"The partners. Mr. Crutchfield will be told." Even I knew who Mr. Crutchfield was.
"That's exactly what I'm hoping for Miss O'Malley."
As it turned out we had a delightful lunch. John Woodhouse, who'd acted as a surrogate father to me after my father had died, was one of the smoothest operators in the business and had been more than eager to meet one of his competitor's brightest minds. And during lunch he'd made it very clear he'd welcome a job inquiry from my patient.
"He'll hear about it Andy. Mr. Crutchfield I mean," she said to me as soon as John had left us after lunch.
"Of course he will. Why do you think I organized it?"
"But--"
"If he won't make you a partner the hell with him," I said nonchalantly.
"He's a monster. What if he simply takes me? Puts me over his knee, makes me--"
"He's old, besides he's a respected lawyer," I interrupted.
"He's not, he's like you doctor."
"What? Like me. In what way?"
"He's not afraid to take what he wants. When he wants. Who he wants. All the other partners are terrified of him. He's the firms 'Rainmaker', the man who makes everything go. Once in a while I feel his eyes on me, they're almost reptilian doctor. I know what he wants."
"What does he want?"
"You know," she answered softly.
"Tell me," I insisted.
"To put his big, dirty cock in me."
"Is it big?"
"It must be."
"If he calls you to his office today I want you to remember something." I started.
"Remember what?"
"He may want you as a woman. He may even take you."
"Yuck! He's ugly. Andy, I don't want him to. I work there. What if everyone finds out?"
"He'll never tell anyone. He's the type who'll love the idea that he's fucked one of his partners. And he'll definitely not want to lose you. He'll also be a little nervous of you Katherine."
"He will?"
"Even if he's almost one hundred percent sure he can control you there'll be just a smidgeon of doubt in his mind. He'll be worried about his reputation. What if you talk?"
"He'll rape me, I know he will."
"He'll be worried you might quit. Might embarrass him. Whether he takes you or not, no matter what happens this afternoon Katherine, when you leave his office he has to know you'll leave the firm if you're not made a partner. And not in five years."
"He scares me Doctor," the young lawyer protested.
"And excites you?"
"No," the young beauty denied.
"Don't wear panties to the meeting Katherine."
"Whaaaaat?"
"That's your doctors best advice, in fact take them off now."
"Here?"
"I hate you," she proclaimed sixty seconds later. Then turned and left the restaurant. A lacy, periwinkle blue, v-string was lying on the table in front of me.
Session #8 Friday Night
Katherine went back to her office that afternoon with more than a little trepidation. And Mr. Crutchfield made her wait all afternoon before she got the summons to the managing partner's inner sanctum. It was three days later before I heard the story and the news.
It was five fifteen Friday afternoon and Gaby and I, after a long day in the office, were trying to decide whether to go out or stay in for dinner when the phone rang.
"Doctor Von Scouries office," I answered.
"Guess who you're talking to?" were the first words down the line. The voice was happy.
"Is it Katherine Erin O'Malley by any chance?" I asked, having recognized her at once.
"No, you happen to be talking to the latest addition to the masthead of the firm Crutchfield, Barren and Murphy, the number one Law Practice--"
"You got it?"
"Yes." The jubilation in my patient's voice was unmistakable.
"I told you it'd be a piece of cake."
"It wasn't that easy Andy. You should have been there. He's an animal."
"Well why don't you get dressed up in your finest and then come over and tell us all about it. In fact, since you're now a rich partner, you can take us both out to dinner."
"Your sister too?"
****



Katherine arrived at just after seven thirty dressed to the nines. No business suit that night. In fact we all dressed up for the occasion. Gaby, beautiful in a slinky black silk number that highlighted her breasts and her blondness, was matched by my patient who was in a décolleté, spaghetti strapped, dark green, silk jersey dress. Both were in high heels.
Neither female had bothered with a bra. Their breasts danced under the thin silk when we'd walked into the restaurant. I could smell their sexual need.
It was only after the coffee and dessert had arrived that my patient started to tell us the story. "He fucked me. Like an animal. It was rape," Katherine suddenly started.
"Right in his office?" Gaby asked.
"The second I was through the door of his office I knew what he was going to do. It was just like my old professor."
"What did he do?"
"You little slut, he screamed. Before I'd even sat down. He spat it out and then came around his desk and grabbed me. Slapped me."
"The prick!" my sister ejaculated.
"Ripped off my clothes. Told me he was going to teach me a lesson. Then he bent me over his desk."
"You were naked?" my sister asked needlessly. We were both excited.
"He has a big, fat cock. It's ugly. Purple and bumpy and ugly," my patient added. "He rammed it into me. Then he kept calling me his little Irish whore as he pumped his cock into my cunt."
"Your cunt? You shouldn't call it that," Gaby admonished.
"He called it that! BITCH ... CUNT ... WHORE ... TRAITOROUS SLUT he yelled as his sperm splashed inside me."
"Oh my God! He's supposedly a respected member of the bar and he did that?" Gaby asked. "Hasn't he heard about sexual discrimination in the workplace? You should sue him," my sister added indignantly.
"Hah! You sleep with your boss."
"He's my brother. That's not covered under that specific law."
"Oh, so now you're a legal expert?" Katherine asked sarcastically.
"Well at least I'm not some redhaired slut who sleeps with her boss to get a promotion," Gaby shot back.
"Girls, girls! Please let Katherine finish her story Gaby. So what happened then?" I asked as I turned to my patient.
"The next time we did it right on the floor doctor. I was on my hands and knees. He kept calling me his little red haired lawyer bitch. That he was going to teach me everything I'd ever need to know about breaking and entering. He spanked my rear every time he thrust his ugly fat cock into me. He's a gross pig."
"I thought he was an old man," Gaby protested.
"Then he made me take it in my mouth. All of it. It hardly fit. 'Suck it', he ordered as he grabbed my hair and pulled me against him. He tasted terrible ... I was gagging ... and then when he started to cum he pulled it out. Splattered my face and hair with his sticky goo."
"You should have bitten it off. I would have," my sister insisted.
"Then he turned me over onto my hands and knees. Spanked me. Then he pushed his dirty cock back into me."
"Into your ass?"
"No. But he pushed his finger into my anus as he fucked me. It hurt. Then, when he was finished, I was lying on the floor, on my stomach, crying. I could feel his sperm oozing out. And do you know what he said?"
Gaby and I, both enthralled by Katherine's story, shook our heads no. "He said, Now little missy, go back to your office and make up for the time you've wasted here. I couldn't believe it. Then he said If you're a good little girl for the next six years then maybe we'll talk about a partnership. You shoulda seen the look on his face!"
"What a shit," Gaby spat out. "What'd did you do?"
"I was so mad! I stood up and started for the door. Naked!"
"You did?"
"Yes. And when he asked me just what the hell I thought I was doing I told him I was going down to my office to fill out my retirement papers. Then I was going to call the competition and accept their job offer."
"I didn't know they'd offered you a job. Andy just said you had lunch, not an interview or anything."
"He didn't know that. Then I told him that once I'd accepted the partnership offer from the competition that I was going to sit down and prepare a sexual discrimination suit against him. And the firm. For three million dollars! That is after I'd had my secretary take pictures taken of my bruised and sperm covered body. After I'd collected samples of his smelly sperm. Then I told him I was going to call the Tribune."
"You did?" came from an obviously astonished and impressed Gaby.
"Good for you Katherine," I told my patient. "What did he do then?"
"I was trembling. Scared. I knew he was capable of doing anything. He was fuming! I wanted to run. I was so scared."
"But you didn't?"
Katherine shook her head no.
"Good for you," Gaby supplied.
"You were right Doctor."
"He was?"
"You can be both strong and weak. He came right up to me Doctor. Slapped me. Then he grabbed and squeezed my breasts. It hurt so much. But I just stared at him, dared him."
"And he broke first?" I asked.
"The second his eyes dropped I knew I'd won, it was like I was in court with a reluctant witness," my patient said proudly.
"So they've made you a partner, you should be ecstatic," my sister said when Katherine had finally finished her tale.
"He'll do it to me again, I know he will, he's a pig. He promised me I'd pay for it," my patient protested.
"Why are you complaining? You probably enjoyed it didn't you? You're a slut, you loved his big cock."
"I DID NOT!"
"Did you cum?"
"He made me."
"Hah! You could have stopped him, you're a slut." Gaby accused.
"That's not true is it Andy?" my patient implored.
"And you should call him Doctor, not Andy," sis instructed, then added, "You know we'll have to increase your hourly consultation rate from now on."
"What! You already charge me five hundred dollars an hour! Besides I'm cured. You heard your brother."
"You're not totally cured. And all our patients have to finish their seventeen weeks. It's our rule."
"Is it Doctor?" Katherine asked.
"Maybe you should just ask yourself how much money my brother and I have made you by helping you get named a partner six years early. I'll bet it'll add up to at least a million dollars."
"You didn't cure me, you're just the secretary."
"You new rate is one thousand dollars. So there," my sister answered huffily. They both turned to me. I'd had enough!
"Take off your panties please Katherine."
"Why?"
"You just said you were cured didn't you?" She nodded shyly. "And what did I tell you was going to happen when you were cured?"
"I don't know." Defiant.
"What was I going to do to you when you were cured young lady?"
"I wouldn't, she's not worth it Andy, she'll sleep with anyone," Gaby said angrily.
"I'd never sleep with my brother," came back from my patient.
"Forget her Andy, I tell you she's just not worth it."
"I am so!" Katherine insisted, then stood up, lifted her dress to her waist and then quickly pushed her panties down her legs. A second later, after her flimsy red thong had been deposited on the table in front of me she said, "You said you were going to fuck me when I was cured."
"Yes I did," I agreed.
Gaby, not to be outdone quickly deposited her white lace boyshorts on top of them. We left the restaurant without waiting for the desert tray. I left the panties as a tip.
****
There is nothing in the world better than a responsive woman, a woman who can't hide her pleasure from a strong man who simply takes her.
A woman who's both strong and yet so weak. Who orgasms at the slightest touch.
I had Gaby drive us home while I stripped the young lawyer of her clothes in the back seat. And by the time Gaby had the car in the Von Scouries garage the young redhead was screaming out her need.
"Fuck me! Fuck meeeeeeee!" She demanded. Every caress of her milky white breasts, every tweak of her puffed up nipples, every stroke of her clitoris was met by a groan and an urgent upward arching of her body. The car reeked of her sex.
She was so, so needy. And ready. Open!
I didn't even wait until we got to the bedroom. Instead I took her on the stairs leading up to the second floor. Set her down on the third stair and then slammed into her. Hard fucking. Wet fucking. Loud fucking.
She was a woman that demanded a strong man, a big man, but once that man had found her she had no defenses. She couldn't hide her need, her pleasure. And as I pumped my seed deep into the young lawyer her vagina spasmed uncontrollably along my cock's full length.
Afterwards I didn't let Gaby join us in bed that first night. Instead she was put in charge of filming the evening's activities. But she was allowed to join us the next morning after she'd cooked us breakfast.
The three of us then fucked all weekend.
Katherine Erin O'Malley's Final Session
"I'm really cured? I am aren't I?" Katherine asked. I couldn't help but notice the touch of regret in her voice. She was lying spread-eagled on my desk, my creamy sap oozing out from between her legs. Her pubic triangle of red curls, some twelve weeks after she'd been shorn, had reappeared in all their previous glory.
For the last eight weeks the young lawyer had dutifully appeared at my office for her appointed session. We'd explored her sexual need in all its ramifications. We'd discussed strategies that would allow this brilliant young lawyer to lead a successful professional life even while allowing her to submit to the strong men who'd always be able to take her.
I taught her that her that her supposed affliction was in fact a gift. That very few women were granted the ability to experience the sexual pleasure she was able to.
I'd fucked her hard and long. Week after week. Spanked her and then filled her ass. Used her. In every possible way.
And every last time her body responded. Every single time! And she always wanted more. Each week she'd stumble out of my office, always sans panties, my cum dripping down her legs. Smiling. And then she'd go back to work and dazzle everyone in her firm with her brilliance. Gaby billed her one thousand dollars an hour for those eight weeks. Katherine had paid without a complaint.
Of course Crutchfield didn't tell a soul about what had happened that afternoon. That's not to say he'd allowed her a free ride. Instead he'd instituted a monthly what he'd called a 'Senior Partner/Junior Partner mentoring lesson'. The first of these monthly 'lessons' took place the day after she'd officially been appointed a partner. She'd hated what he was doing to her. But somewhere deep inside herself she enjoyed it.
Gaby had attended every one of Katherine's weekly sessions with me. Filmed them and participated. During one session, as Katherine was riding me, my little sister, a minx from day one, appeared with a strap-on and made my patient the filling of a Von Scouries family sandwich.
And even though she complained afterwards, she enjoyed it immensely! Mind you, a couple of sessions later, I did let her get even with Gaby.
Other times the two would lick my cock to life, their tongues dueling, and then argue between themselves as to who would get to ride the erection first. It had turned into the best sex any of us had ever enjoyed.
"I told you I'd cure you in seventeen weeks," I answered with a smile. My cock, still half erect, was hanging heavily down between my legs.
"I won't see you anymore?" I could see my lovely young lawyer was going to be awash in tears at any second.
"Of course you will, just not as my patient," I tried to assure the young beauty as I helped her to her feet. "You're cured."
"I know!" Katherine was as happy as I'd seen her. "And will you still want to sleep with me?"
I put my finger to my lips and then whispered, "Of course, who do you think is going to be the father of your babies? But just don't tell Gaby."
"My baaaaaabies?"
"You don't think I'm going to let Mr. Crutchfield or some horny, big cocked student get you pregnant do you? You Miss O'Malley are not going to have ugly lawyer babies, you're going to have Von Scouries babies."
"I'm not ready--"
"Of course you're not. But when you are..."
And she will be some day...
Katherine skipped out of my office...
*****
"I'm glad she's gone, she thinks she's soooooooo smart," my secretary announced huffily after returning from escorting our patient from the building.
"She's a lovely young woman Gaby, someone a young girl like you can learn a great deal from," I teased.
"A slut," my sister answered as she let the dress she was wearing slip off her shoulders. Of course she had nothing on under it. She came over and sat in my lap.
"I have to write up the case notes," I protested even as my arm encircled her naked teenage body.
"Hah!" she scoffed as she wriggled her body suggestively in my lap.
"Does this mean we don't have any more patients today Miss G?"
The little minx didn't answer, instead simply groped down between her legs and grasped my throbbing sex.
Ten minutes later, as we both lay panting on the office floor, my semen deep within my sister, she answered my previous question, "No doctor, we don't have any more patients today." After a pause she added, "But Andy we do have a new one starting tomorrow."
"Whaaaat! We do? Already?"
"Uh huh. Your friendly G.P. referred another one to us."
"She did? You girls are working me to the bone."
"Yeah right! Mr. Overworked, like you work maybe ten hours a week." It took only seconds for both of us to break into smiles, then seconds later the two of us had broken into laughter.
"So who is she?" I finally asked.
"You're going to love this one dear brother."
"I am?"
"She's a dentist."
"A what? I hate dentists. You know I hate dentists," I complained.
"A Chinese one, and she's got big problems, I read the file Amanda sent over," Gaby added with a smug smile. "And you know what dear brother, I don't think you're going to be able to cure Doctor Woo in any seventeen weeks."
"Oh Woo'nt I?" I asked as I pushed my again erect cock deep inside my little sister.
THE END
Thanks for taking the time to read my story -- I hope you enjoyed it. I do have another Dr. Von Scouries case to report, the next one putting our oversexed, big cocked doctor up against a beautiful, sexy, inscrutable, dark haired Chinese dentist with major sexual problems. That is if you'd like me to.
If you let me know you enjoyed this story (by voting, by commenting, by e-mailing) I'll continue it. If you don't let me know you liked this one I'll move on to something else. It's up to you!
And if you like my stories whdon't you add me to your FAVORITE AUTHORS list.
Thanks,
Jim
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THE PRESENT Thursday, June 3rd 2010 Philip’s Creek, Upstate New York
Sixty fucking years old! Un–fucking–believable! There is no way I can be this old I thought to myself after hanging up the phone. Nancy, my fifty-eight year old sibling, little Nancy for crying out loud, had been the tenth person who’d already called to congratulate me. Congratulations, yeah right! There’d been a smile in most of their voices as they’d wished me many happy returns, an underlying tone that both teased and conveyed a little pity. Especially from the younger generation. From the nieces and nephews and even more so from the grand nephews and nieces.
“Poor old Uncle Joe. Can he really be that old?” I’d heard repeatedly even though it had been unstated.
My sister Nancy had even thrown in a Viagra joke. And she’s an old broad in her fifties. Ha, ha sis, I’d thought to myself as she’d chuckled into her phone at her older brother. As if she had any doubts about my ability to attain, and maintain, an erection. She’d been lucky she hadn’t been within penis distance when she’d made her comment. Husband or no husband!
“She has never once in her fifty-eight years seen a bigger penis,” I announced out loud to the world. Of course, sitting on the porch of the house my great-grandfather had started building over one hundred years earlier, a now summer family retreat nestled on the edge of an isolated wood and facing out across a slowly meandering creek and the fields and orchard beyond, no one could hear me.
“Can’t get a fucking hard-on,” I scoffed as I stood up from the rocker I’d been sitting in for the last thirty minutes. “Look at this,” I challenged as I pushed my bathing suit down my tanned thighs and exposed myself to any watching wildlife.
“A shaft of steel,” I announced to Mount Connelly, the three thousand foot high mountain which defined the western edge of the Philip’s family land.
“A marauding colossus, a coed conquistador,” I added as my fingers closed around my now straining shaft. Then my hand and arm started to move in a ritual that I’d been practicing for some forty-five years.
“The scourge of Adirondack womanhood,” I yelled as my palm flew up and down my shaft. I was getting close, could sense the building up of the semen, was eagerly anticipating the first jerk, the first explosive rush of cum up my straining, birthday celebrating prick, when my cell phone announced another call.
“FUCK! Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I screamed even as my free hand involuntarily reached down for the phone I’d dropped atop my bathing suit when I’d shucked it. My right hand, my masturbating hand, slowed as I checked the caller ID on my iPhone. My older sister’s picture popped up on the screen. After hesitating a sec I pushed talk.
“I’m very busy right now,” I announced into the phone. But I flicked the video button on.
“Napping?” Susan Ann Kramer nee Philips asked. My big sister didn’t even try to hide her accompanying laugh. There was no way I was going to let her get away with that!
“Ha, ha. Actually my dear older sister I’ve been exercising Sir Joe,” I answered as I continued to slowly stroke myself.
My sister, even at sixty-two, is still pretty sharp. In fact, after being her sibling for sixty years, I was still trying to get the last word in.
“I thought they put ‘Sir Joe’ in a retirement home. I’m sure Nancy told me that the last time we talked. A place called ‘Limp Acres’ or something.”
“Oh did you?” I asked as I took the phone from my ear and held it for a second so that a good shot of my cock was transmitted the over six hundred miles to where she was sitting smiling in her suburban living room. I’d decided that a picture of ‘Sir Joe’ would be worth a thousand words.
“Pig!” I heard when I moved the phone back to my ear.
“Hah!”
“You’ll never grow up,” she accused. “You’re like a little boy with a toy.”
“A toy, if I remember rightly, a certain big sister once liked to play with,” I challenged back.
“It still worked in those days,” Susie shot back.
“Oh, so you’re saying you don’t want to see him working again?”
Susan hesitated. I moved the phone back down towards my genitals. Then I held it just inches away from my cockhead. “Give him a birthday kiss,” I enticed, my hand now flying over my tumescent shaft.
“Pervert,” Susie accused even as her lips approached her phone and puckered up into a kiss. As I watched her lips kissing the screen of her phone she saw the first string of sixty year old cum spurt out of my cock and splash towards her. Hear head jerked back.
It was many seconds before either of us broke the silence. “You’re a sicko,” my big sister accused in her sexiest whisper.
“I wish you were here, so does ‘Sir Joe’,” I groaned back, my orgasm still tingling throughout my body, a thick strand of cream hanging from my cock’s one eye.
“We’ll be up there for July 4th.” I knew she would have loved to help me celebrate my birthday, to have been able to lick me clean.
“Show me your pussy, a sexy, hairy birthday pussy for your little brother,” I lured in my neediest voice. And after a moments hesitation she did. I watched as she, sitting on the couch, the curtains of her living room open, slowly and sexily pulled the hem of the summer dress she was wearing slowly up her legs. I watched as she lifted her still cute bum and slipped her frilly white panties down her thighs. Watched as she held the cell phone inches from her already glistening slit as she spread her legs wide.
My hand was back on my cock as my sister slowly pushed a finger between the flower shaped lips of her sex. Lips a virgin ‘Sir Joe’ had slipped through for the first time more than forty years earlier.
“SHIT!” I yelled as looking up I saw the dust rising from the road that crossed from the west side of the valley, the road that led only to my front door.
“What?” my sister asked down the line. I couldn’t miss the needy pant that was always in her voice when she was sexually aroused.
“Someone’s coming,” I told her as I watched the car far in the distance. I leaned over and grabbed the bathing suit from the floor.
“So am I,” my sister answered, two fingers now deep inside herself.
“It’s your granddaughter,” I said as I covered myself.
“Amanda? She’s finished school already?” she asked as I turned to go into the house to grab a shirt.
“Last week. She called to ask if she could come out for a few days. She promised to cook me dinner. Birthday cake and all,” I added as I went to the sink and splashed some cool spring water across my face. Then reached for the cologne.
“Is she bringing her boyfriend?”
“Todd? No, not today but apparently he’s coming for her Saturday, they’ve got some big event planned.” As I talked to my sister I watched her still ministering fingers, fingers still working deep inside her sex, even as I pulled a light blue cashmere pullover up and over my head.
“Show me your cock ... hurry,” she begged, her orgasmic release obviously close.
“You hurry, she’ll be here in a minute,” I answered as I let my cock escape upwards from its confinement. As I held the phone in front of my penis my eyes followed Amanda’s car as it slowly approached on the rough road that followed the creek.
Her grandmother had cum, cum loudly in fact, and my penis had been safely hidden away, when Amanda finally pulled her car up next to mine. A welcoming smile on my face, I was standing on the porch waiting.
Amanda
Amanda Philips Kramer Weaver, the daughter of Bill Weaver and my niece, granddaughter of my sister Susie, had been born twenty-one years ago. Tall, blond and blue eyed, she, like so many of the Philips girls, had inherited the Swedish DNA that a certain Ingrid Svenson had introduced into the family gene pool when she’d married my grandfather one hundred plus years ago.
Amanda was special! She always had been from the moment she’d appeared. Among the extended Philips family circle, the children and grandchildren of my sisters Susie and Nancy and other assorted first cousins of mine, a clan that numbered nearly eighty people, she stood out. There was a presence to her, a charisma, an obvious niceness, an aura that enveloped her and emanated out from her.
The second she’d enter a room a momentary lull occurred, a lull that was immediately followed by an involuntary smile appearing on everyone’s face. There was a smile on my face as she uncurled her tall frame from the front seat of her car.
“Hey,” she said as she rushed up the three steps that led up to the large veranda that fronted the full width of the house.
“Hey you,” I answered back as I held out my arms in welcome and then closed them around her as she threw herself into them. A kiss on each of my cheeks was followed by a squeezing hug and then a real kiss on my lips. Not a sexual kiss. Just a full, complete, giving and loving family kiss.
“Happy Birthday,” she said when she’d finished her unhurried kiss. Then gave me another quick peck. “Ummm, you smell good,” she whispered as she nestled her head against my cheek.
“Your mother sent me a bottle of cologne. By Armani.”
“She did? Mom? No way.”
“Uh huh, something called Acqua Di Gio. Supposed to make me irresistible to woman, that’s what she wrote on the birthday card anyway,” I answered as I delighted in the feel of Mandy’s firm, young body plastered against me. Of the full breasts that insistently pushed into my chest.
“I thought you already were. At least that’s the rumours I’ve always heard, Great Uncle Joe and his endless string of pretty coeds,” she teased.
“Who said that?” I asked, her comment not hitting far from the truth.
“Mom ... grandma ... Aunt Nancy ... Jillian ... Cathy...” my great niece answered as she ticked off the various family names on her fingers.
“They never did, you’re making it up,” I accused.
“No we used to talk about you, when we were growing up, whenever we got together up here in the summer, we used to talk about Uncle Joe all the time. As if you didn’t know.”
“You did?”
Amanda ignored my comment, instead said, “New sweater too ... soft,” as her fingers lightly caressed my cashmere covered arm and chest as she moved away from me.
“Cashmere. Your grandmother.”
“Grandma Susie gave it to you?”
“Uh huh. And she tucked a bottle of Viagra in one sleeve,” I said with a frown. Not one hundred percent true but I knew it would get a rise out of my pretty niece.
“What!” erupted in a shrill squeal from the young beauties mouth. “She didn’t? Did she?”
I liked all my great nephews and nieces. All the grandchildren of my two sisters. But I loved Amanda best. I always had. From the second she’d been born. How could I not? She was my granddaughter...
Amanda’s mother had never known who her father was. In fact she never would. It was Susie’s and my secret. A dark Philip’s family secret that stretched back over forty years. A secret we’d both kept since Amanda’s mother had left Susie’s womb and slipped down my sister’s channel and out into the world.
Amanda and I talked that night. All through the preparation and eating of the gourmet meal she’d somehow managed to prepare with minimal supplies. And later as we sipped our way through two bottles of the finest wine in front of the fire.
We talked about the family. We reminisced, reminiscences that invariably brought smiles or giggles or hearty chuckles to our lips. Memories. Family memories.
She teased me about my age.
We talked about her schooling, about the travails of her trying to get through medical school. Something I could empathize with simply by remembering the years I’d spent as a student at Columbia so many years before.
“It’s all your fault,” she’d finally complained as we sat side by side on the sofa, facing the fireplace and the red hot embers that were all that was left of the fire that had been blazing all evening.
“My fault?” I put my arm around her shoulder and pulled her closer. “How come?”
“I never would have gone into medicine if it hadn’t been for you. You should never have given me that stethoscope and anatomy textbook.”
I laughed, remembering the look of surprise and delight on the twelve year olds face when she’d opened her Christmas present so many years ago. I’d also given her a white doctor’s coat that day and she’d spent the rest of that holiday season wearing it, the stethoscope around her neck. She’d driven us all nuts in the subsequent days with her never ending demand to listen to our heartbeats. A dream had been born, a dream I’d continued to nourish all throughout her teenage years. She’d been born to be a caregiver.
“Everyone else gave you lipstick and earrings, clothes, cd’s, you first bra,” I remembered.
“I could be getting an M.B.A., getting ready to make millions on Wall Street,” she said ruefully but with a smile. We both knew that was the last thing she would have ever wanted to do.
“Yes but just think my dear, in a couple of years you’ll be back in the North Country, at the side of your favourite Great Uncle, ministering to the sick, saving lives ...”
“I’d have some sort of social life in M.B.A. school ...and I’ve never said I was coming back up here to practise.”
“Where else would you go?” I asked as I planted a kiss on her forehead.
“You never know,” she said even as she snuggled closer to me. I knew!
We talked on and on that night. She even broached the state of my health. “So, are you healthy? You’ve had your checkup?”
“My ten year one,” I agreed. “Went over to the Mayo Clinic. They told me I was perfect ... for a sixty year old,” I added ruefully.
“You are perfect,” Amanda agreed, “but given your age you will probably have to give up your little twenty year old coeds.” The comment was followed by a teasing smile, then a quick kiss on my cheek before she settled back against me.
Every female member of my family seemed to think they could get away with teasing me. They all learned eventually. “No, I’m all fine down there too. They told me I have the heart and lungs of a twenty-five year old and the sexual drive and performance of an eighteen year old. At least that’s what their tests showed,” I said modestly if not one hundred percent truthfully.
“I’ll bet,” she challenged back but I could sense her excitement and didn’t miss the hard, knobby bumps pushing through her sweater. Sex with my granddaughter?
“And how’s your health? Your checkups all okay?” My question was asked casually, more to change the subject than anything else, so I almost missed the delay before she answered.
Her hesitating, “yah ... fine ... I’m sorta due for a checkup,” and the way she quickly turned away when I looked at her, triggered the doctors alarms I’d honed over thirty-five years of medicine. She couldn’t be sick could she, I wondered. But sensing her reluctance to talk about it I decided not to push it, knowing I’d have other chances to broach the subject over the next few days.
I dreamt of my granddaughter that night. I dreamt of her naked, in my bed, my cock deep inside her. And tangled in with that dream was another, a dream of remembrance, of my big sister and how I’d lost my virginity to her in the same room I was still sleeping in forty-two years later. I masturbated as I remembered... and my cock didn’t feel like it was sixty years old when the creamy sperm rushed up its hard shaft. As it rushed in a torrent into my dream sister and my dream granddaughter.
And, with the sexual tension relieved, I was able to resist the temptation to walk down the hall to the bedroom where my beautiful granddaughter lay. But I couldn’t help wondering if she was dreaming of me.
Friday, June 11th 2010 Philip’s Creek, Upstate New York
Amanda prepared breakfast the next morning. While I, the elder statesman, fished! And of course she’d laughingly complained that it wasn’t fair that she was haaaving to do aaaall the domestic chores when she’d plonked my plate of scrambled eggs, bacon and French toast in front of me.
An hour later, sporting our bathing suits, we wandered down to the swimming pond.
“Wow! Where’d you get these?” she asked the second she saw my new lawn furniture.
“I splurged, a birthday gift to myself,” I admitted with a smile as I admired the four new, gleaming, stainless steel, double chaise lounges that had been delivered two weeks earlier. A sleek, curving European design that seemed an affront to the Adirondack chairs that were so typical of the area. Each was topped off by a thick, foam cushion.
“You’re going South Beach on us in your old age Uncle Joe,” she teased, then added, “We can share,” as she leapt on the closest one. Who was I to argue? I dutifully followed, a tube of sunscreen in hand.
“Turn over,” I ordered as I undid the cap.
“I can do it,” Amanda answered but then obeyed me. I’d been making sure she, and all her siblings and cousins, were protected from the sun since she’d been a baby. And over the years I had applied bottles of the stuff to her skin, a Great Uncle’s duty that had only been interrupted by the shyness of the onset of puberty and her teenage years.
So I took my time in administering the thick cream to the milky white, baby soft skin of her back. I was cautious at first, trying to rekindle the old familial feelings even as my fingers explored the body of a mature, ripe young woman.
And the purring breathes that softly escaped from her lips as my hands caressed the sperm like lotion across her back and thighs simply encouraged me to linger even longer. It wasn’t quite sexual, instead it still was a doting grand uncle (as she knew me) applying sunscreen to his niece, but it was darn close to crossing the line. My cock had already crossed the line!
And as my fingers mover over her upper thighs, as they stroked right up to the spot where the Brazilian cut panties of her bikini ended, I felt a tremor moving under her skin even as her hips rose an inch from the mattress while her legs spread slightly, an involuntary and unconscious invitation that signalled how sexually ready she was.
“You still have soft, strong hands,” she purred even as her perfectly proportioned rear pushed up even harder against my hand.
“A doctor has to have soft hands my dear,” I answered as I placed one palm on each of Amanda’s rounded globes. After a gentle squeeze, a borderline sexual squeeze, and just as I was getting ready to cross that line, to pull the thin cloth down and bare her pretty bum, my phone chirped out its dial tone. It was just after one. My cock was huge.
My nurse, or more correctly the university nurse, was on the line. Small emergency. Could I come in?
When I’d gone to Medical School forty years earlier it had never been my plan to come back to the North Country after I’d graduated. Instead I’d envisioned myself in a big hospital, emulating the TV doctors who’d been my first inspiration. The Ben Casey’s and Dr. Wildares of the television world.
I’d grown up on the edge of a small town, a town of less than five hundred people, a town nestled at the head of a five mile lake, a deep lake gouged out of the landscape when the glaciers had retreated from North America hundreds of thousands of years ago. The town that had owed its continued existence to the tourists visiting from the big cities, from Boston and New York primarily, tourists who came for the fishing and hiking in the Spring and Summer, and for the hunting and the foliage during the Fall.



The Philips land, the homestead my great grandfather had settled a hundred years earlier, had been eight miles away, halfway between my father’s modest house and the University town of Kilmer farther to the west. My father, the Manager of the University’s Maintenance Department, travelled the fifteen miles to Kilmer every work day.
I eventually graduated high school, then I went to New York City, for premed at Columbia and then on to their Medical School, and what I thought then would be a future spent anywhere but in the sleepy town of Kilmer deep in the Adirondacks.
But things happen! I’d spent a few of my university days summers working with old Doc McNeil in Kilmer, a man who ran a general practice in town as well as being under contract as the M.D. for the University. So when he suddenly died during the last months of my residency I was the first person they contacted.
My mom had happened to get sick that spring and I’d just broken up with a girl from Boston I’d thought I might marry. Six plus years in New York City had somehow dulled the glamour of the world’s greatest city.
And so, surprising even myself, on the spur of the moment I’d accepted the University’s offer. I’d taken their offer of the large house that housed a modern medical clinic on the ground floor and the fifteen hundred feet of living space above. A house that sat almost majestically on the edge of the verdant campus. I’d settled in Kilmer, a town with a population of some three thousand locals that was augmented during school term by the twenty-two hundred students that arrived each fall from all over the country.
And I’d never regretted the decision! So when duty called, even if it meant removing my hands from my granddaughter’s cute tush, I answered the call. Besides, Amanda loved the idea of a trip to the office she’d one day occupy.
Paola and Amanda on the Examination Table
Paola was about twenty, a Summer School student from Italy, here to learn English for six weeks, a dark skinned beauty whose curves seemed to explode from the bright shorts and tank top she was wearing that day. Both of her knees were bleeding, one arm had an angry looking scrape and her cheek had a nasty gash. She was limping and when she turned to sit on my examination table I saw that her pink shorts had a large tear at her right hip. She was a mess. A bicycle fall!
But when she gave me a shy smile and said ‘ciao doctore’ I almost melted. She was gorgeous. Ripe! Youth!
Amanda helped me remove Paola’s top and skirt. Her bra, a frilly, lace trimmed, semi see through piece of material that was severely under engineered for the weight it had to support, had splotches of blood marring its embroidered European design.
“It cost thirty Euros,” the young beauty complained in her delightfully accented English as she examined it, then, without being bidden to, reached behind her back and unclasped the small clip that was all that had been restraining the two magnificent globes that were unleashed and which spilled out in a cascade of flesh.
I’m sure that Paola heard the gulp that I tried to swallow before it escaped, and also caught the un-doctorly, lustful look that flashed momentarily in my eyes. Her shy smile carried a knowing sexuality that confirmed that she was a girl who’d been getting looks like this for years. And enjoying them.
“Will it be okay doctore?” she asked as turned slightly to the right, exposing the side of her left breast, a breast she cupped and lifted, revealing a small scrape that ran just from the edge of her dark aureole down the side of the large, firm , upright orb. Her nipple, a large, dark nub, arching upward and erect, seemed to be ready for takeoff from the aureole it rose from.
Even after more than thirty years of examining patients I wasn’t able to hold back the second small gasp. She smiled shyly. She knew!
Ultimately my granddaughter and I washed her scrapes, disinfected them, put three stitches in her chin and then bandaged her various wounds before we let her go thirty minutes later. I even applied a small Band-Aid to her magnificent breast. My medical professionalism only just prevented me from giving it a ‘get better’ kiss.
I told her I expected her back in a week. A quick kiss on my cheek, a squeeze, a “thank you doctore”, and she was gone.
“Now I know why you took this job,” Amanda accused with a wry smile after our patient had left.
“What?” I asked with a grin. But the truth was, it was examinations like the one I’d just performed, that had kept me happy in Kilmer for some thirty-five years.
“Ohhhhhhhhhh doctooooooorrrrrrrreeeeee!” my granddaughter cooed as she arched her back and pushed her breasts out. Perhaps not Paolian breasts but as I was about to discover they had their own allure.
“There are fringe benefits to every job my dear,” I answered smugly. “Just wait until you have some of our fine male athletes up on your examining table, their firm, muscular bodies bared before you, their youthful excitement at being treated by the beautiful, blond doctor oh so painfully evident.”
“Yuck!” But we were both smiling.
“Alright my dear little grand niece, now it’s your turn.”
“My turn for what?”
“When was the last time you said you’d had a full physical?”
“I’m a doctor,” she answered, delaying but not rejecting my offer. During our talk the night before she’d admitted she hadn’t had a real physical in over two years. She’d admitted it in a shy, almost embarrassed way. I hadn’t followed it up at the time.
As for me I hadn’t given Amanda a physical since she was twelve. My daughter and her husband had moved away that year and even though they spent most of their summers at Philips Creek (she and her siblings and her mom anyway) the start of Amanda’s passage through puberty had led them to a new doctor in their new city.
“It’s been awhile,” my granddaughter admitted as she sat facing me on the examination table. There was that hint of nervousness that a male doctor so often hears in a female patient’s voice as she prepares to disrobe. Knowing what she might be feeling, I turned away, her file in my hand, a file that I’d last entered any data into some nine years earlier.
“Why?” I challenged, “You know better, you’re a doctor for crying out loud.”
“He made me feel uncomfortable,” Amanda said to my back. I turned back to see her pushing her shorts down her thighs. Her top had already been removed.
“Here, I’ll hang them,” I offered as I took the shorts from her fingers and grabbed the top. “Your doctor?”
“It was over two years ago. The young doctor at the university. He wasn’t trying to ... but I could feel it... that he was excited ... and with my legs in the stirrups I felt so vulnerable...” Amanda unclasped her bra as she talked. A second later her panties, soft white and pale blue striped cotton panties, joined her matching bra on the table. Unlike Paola who’d shaved her mound clean, Amanda’s sex was hidden by a perfect triangle of blond curls.
“Didn’t you say something?” You’re training to be a doctor, you should have, was left unsaid but understood by her.
“He was good looking ... I was--” She saw that I understood. She’d been excited. A not uncommon occurrence for a female patient while lying on a doctor’s table.
“Well, you’ve certainly grown some,” I said as I motioned Amanda towards the scale. Always tall and lithe, even perhaps skinny as a teen, she was now, at twenty-one, a woman. A beautiful mature woman.
“I haven’t grown as much as Paola,” she complained as she cupped her hands under her breasts. It was said in that teenage girl’s manner, pretending one thing while really hoping to invite a compliment.
I laughed. They may have been smaller than the Italians but my granddaughter’s breasts were perfect! “Yes, I think Paola’s were blessed by the Pope,” I answered with a leer as I measured her height.
“You’re terrible,” she accused.
Her nipples, puffy nipples that rose from small circles of light pink, hardened as I used a tape to measure her various dimensions. I noted down the figures for her chest, her waist and her hips, numbers that just confirmed her hourglass shape.
“You do examine your breasts regularly?” I asked as I used callipers to measure the fat on her underarms, her thighs and her stomach. It wasn’t necessary for someone as fit as Amanda but it was important to establish a baseline for subsequent examinations in the years to come.
She nodded yes as I let her back to the examination table, then, knowing the routine, she lay back as my right hand moved onto her breast. I did the examination quickly, professionally. But we were both nervous, both excited. I wrote a few notes on her examination chart.
It’s very strange for a man, a doctor, to sit between his granddaughters bare legs, her sex open before him. I’ve learned in my thirty some years of doctoring that there’s a level of sexual excitement, of arousal, of fear, in every woman who lies on the back on my examination table, a prisoner to the stirrups that hold her in place.
And while we’ve been trained to ignore it, to instead perform every act and touch in a cold, almost robotic manner, every doctor, somewhere in their psyche, is likewise excited. Who silently thrills to the power of male dominance that course through them. And of course most women can somehow sense their doctor’s arousal.
Women who all their lives have been taught to cover themselves from the eyes of men are forced to lie open before a stranger in this annual or biannual ritual of genital examination. And while I’d say I’ve tried over the years to be the most professional of doctors with my patients, and while I insist that my nurse is always present during these examinations, I’ve still felt the skin of a thousand patients tremble, quiver under my touch. And heard their voices waver and even crack as they attempt to ask their questions while I’m probing with my instruments inside them.
And I’ve enjoyed feeling that quiver of excitement, enjoyed hearing the thin echo of fear in their voices.
My granddaughter is a doctor. She is being trained as I had been. She understood what I was doing, why I was doing it, and why it was important. And yet, as my hands moved to adjust her thighs, I felt that telltale trembling coursing up and down her inner thigh. And smelt her excitement. And noticed her wetness.
Her vagina was open.
And my cock was rock hard.
And yet, as both our bodies were betraying us, we talked, professional observations going back and forth:
“When was your last period?
“How sexually active have you been?
“How many partners?
“Have you performed Oral sex on your partner?
“Are you on birth control pills?
“Does your partner always wear a condom?
“Anal sex?
She was frank in discussing her sexuality, her training letting her answer more freely than would a normal patient. But as she told her great uncle about how often she engaged in sex, she still wasn’t able to control the tell tale blush that appeared in her cheeks. Nor quell the hardness of her nipples.
I slowly examined her vulva, this examination of a woman’s external genitalia that often gives the patient the time to relax somewhat before the actual penetration of her vagina. This looking for warts or ulcers or scars or swelling only a prelude to the invasive speculum that was to follow.
“Have you had a Pap smear lately?
“You haven’t, why not?
“Any problems with your period?
I slowly brought the speculum, a prewarmed and lubricated speculum, towards Amanda’s groin. I saw her acknowledgement of the instrument in her eyes, knew that she’d let me know if I caused her any pain or if there was a problem. But even with her being a Doctor I noticed the involuntary tightening of her vaginal muscles, the attempt at rejection, as I carefully slid the instrument inside her. I talked softly to her as I widened the probes jaws. Her breathing was different when I shone my light up deep inside her redness.
Then, after I’d removed the instrument from her vagina, my fingers, I used two in my granddaughter’s case, slipped slowly inside Amanda as I continued to ask my questions. Her sleeve, moist and open allowed my fingers total access as they probed towards her ovaries. “Okay?” I asked, looking up after hearing a slight gasp from Amanda. My other hand probed across her abdomen.
“Uh huh,” she whispered in a little girls voice.
It was over quickly. But five minutes later, with my granddaughter dressed and sitting across the desk from me, I could still feel the lingering effects of my erection.
An erection that, of itself, hadn’t been either good or bad, perverted or sick, it had simply been. My penis couldn’t have cared less that it was related to the person in question. That’s not how pricks were designed!
*****
“I’m meeting him there tomorrow.”
“Todd?” Amanda nodded yes. We were sitting on the couch in front of the fire again, wine glasses in hand, later that night . We were sitting a little farther apart than we had been the night before, the afternoon’s medical examination seemingly had demanded that a larger physical distance be kept between us.
“Meeting him where?”
“Ausable Chasm.”
“Huh! Why are you going there?”
“You have to promise me not to tell anyone.”
“What? Tell no one you went to Ausable Chasm? How come?”
“Promise.” Almost an order. But there’s a suppressed giggle behind it.
“But...” I had no idea why a visit to one of the North Country’s biggest tourist attractions would ever warrant being a secret.
“Promise!” And so I did. My answer, after a suspicious examination of my face by my young descendant, checking perhaps to see any sign of untrustworthiness, prompted her to start talking.
“You probably have never heard of this before...” she began hesitantly. “But it is held every year ... around the world ... it’s called World Nude Day...”
“World Nude Day?” I’m laughing as the words escape my mouth, interrupting her.
“It’s a new thing,” Amanda quickly interjected. She was blushing.
“You and Todd are going to wander around Ausable Chasm naked?” She can hear the incredulousness in my voice.
“Everyone’s doing it. It’s a statement ... a statement about--”
“You’re just making this up to tease your old Great Uncle aren’t you?” I accuse.
“I am not!”
“You’re really going to go to Ausable Chasm and parade around naked?”
“I’ll be painted.”
“Painted?”
“On certain parts.” I don’t try to hold back the laughter that spills from my lips. “It’s not funny,” she insists.
I teased her for the next twenty minutes but all the time I was doing it I was also aware of the feelings of jealousy that were coursing through my brain. Lucky fucking Todd I muttered to myself. And I was also remembering a Nude Day celebration forty-two years earlier. Finally, just before midnight my beautiful grandfather announced that she was tired and that it was time to hit the hay.
“Yes,” I agreed as we both rose from the couch. “Night ... love you,” I whispered in Amanda’s ear as I gave her a quick goodnight hug.
“Me too,” she answered, then gave her great uncle a kiss on the lips before turning to go to her room.
I waited until she was halfway through her bedroom door before I stopped her with, “You know Amanda...”. When she turned, a questioning look on her face, I finished, “I celebrated my first World Nude Day forty two years ago.”
“Whaaaaaaaaat! Wait!” There’s a big smile on my face.
“You’re making that up, aren’t you?
“Where was it?
“With who?
“Are you lying?
“They didn’t have Nudists back then.
“Not up here anyway!
“If it was true why haven’t I ever heard the story before?”
The questions flooded out from my granddaughter’s lips. But she wasn’t going to get any explanations from her uncle this night. “I’ll tell you all about it when you get back,” I promised as I went into my room.
“Uuuuuncaaaaaaaaal Joe!” I heard complained through the closed door. I ignored her!
But later, as I lay awake in bed awaiting sleep, the memories of that far away day came flooding back...
THE PAST - June 11th 1968, Philips Creek, N.Y.
“A beer?” Susie offered as she flicked off the top of a Genesee Cream Ale bottle. I’d never had an alcoholic drink at home before and couldn’t stop my eyes from darting around the room to make sure no one was watching. And since we were alone of course no one was.
“We’re the only ones here you dodo,” my sister chastised, then brought the bottle to her lips and took a quick swig. “Haven’t you ever had a beer before?” I didn’t miss the sisterly disdain.
“Of course I have,” I answered that night long ago, my maleness offended at her tone. “Give me one,” I ordered. With a laugh she complied.
At twenty, Susie was two years older than me, and had come back to the North Country for a fleeting visit to her family after finishing her sophomore year at N.Y.U.
And the second she’d walked through the door of our family home, after an absence of nearly two years, I‘d been enthralled. First of all I almost didn’t recognise her. We all, my mom and dad, and sister Nancy and I, all struggled to control the gasps that exploded from our lips when she’d come through the front door. And she’d come a week early.
“You’re coming next week, not today,” mom protested as we all tried to get our minds around this new Susie that stood before us. Is this what all these hippies we keep hearing about look like we all wondered.
“Something came up, I have to be in Washington next weekend ... so I figured I’d just come up now.”
Unfortunately my parents and my sister had plans for the weekend, plans long made to visit mom’s sister’s family in Massachusetts. They had been packing the car when Susie had arrived. And if Susie hadn’t come a week early, or if mom hadn’t organized that weekend away, what happened between my sister and I probably never would have been.
“I’ll hang with Joey,” my sister said casually once the situation had been explained to her. “You guys will be back Monday won’t you? We’ll have most of next week together.”
“Monday night,” mom agreed. And so, on a Thursday night in early June nineteen sixty-eight I found myself alone with my sister. Once the others had gone Susie announced that we might as well spend the weekend at the old Philips farmhouse. That it’d be cool, that we could hang by the pool. Cool? Huh?
“But we’ll be alone up there,” I remembered complaining to her at the time. “Don’t you wanta see your friends while you’re here?”
She simply ignored me. Five minutes later, with two boxes of food and a duffel bag of my clothes thrown in the back of Dad’s old pickup, we were off. Susie did have me stop at Brucker’s Gas Station, reappearing two minutes later with a case of Genesee Beer. I didn’t say a word when she hopped back in the cab. Fifteen minutes later we were at the old homestead.
And that’s why I was sipping from a bottle of Genesee Cream Ale two hours later. Nervously sipping mind you. But it had been a great two hours. I was a country hick, totally enrapt, as I listened to my sister describe life in the outside world.
“Are you a virgin?” A question that came out of left field from Susie. We’d been discussing the Beatles two seconds before. Before that politics and the coming conventions. What kids in the big city were doing, wearing. I had a million questions.
With anyone else, or if I hadn’t already consumed five beers, I probably wouldn’t have answered the virgin question. But I had. I was an open book that night. I nodded yes.
“Nancy wrote me at school that you were going with that Poplin girl. She said she thought you were fucking.”
I’d never heard a girl say fuck before. And I knew my younger sister Nancy had never used the word either. I wanted to tell Susie that she shouldn’t use the word, that it wasn’t ladylike. But I didn’t. Instead I shook my head no.



“Why not? Don’t you want to? You’re not a queer are you?”
Sweet Jesus!
“Don’t look at me like that. You never know these days.” Who didn’t know I can remember thinking to myself. I can honestly say that at eighteen, and living when and where I did, I’d never had the thought that someone I knew was queer. I’m pretty sure I didn’t even know exactly what queer meant. Or what it entailed.
And so our sibling conversation turned to sex. And my sister, sensing my innocence, was quite prepared to shock her younger brother. Before that night I’d never really discussed sex with a girl. Not frankly anyway. Oh I’d attempted in a fumbling way to fight through my girlfriend’s ready defences, but actually discuss the act itself with a girl. Unh uh!
It was a pretty one sided conversation. I let Susie talk, afraid if I interrupted her that she might stop talking. She told me about her boyfriends, a string of boyfriends really.
When I finally trouped off to bed an hour later, half way drunk, my head was spinning. Spinning more from the stories my sister had regaled me with more than due to the drink.
Still Dreaming: June 12th 1968, Philips Creek, N.Y.
“Do you know what day it is?” It was one in the afternoon. We were sitting side by side on the end of the dock. I had a hangover from the night before that the coffee Susie had delivered to my bedroom an hour earlier hadn’t helped.
“Saturday?” I asked groggily.
“Not what day of the week you idiot,” she chastised. I was in a pair of old, paint splattered cut off jeans and Susie was in a bathing suit. A two piece bathing suit. Although it might not be considered that risqué today in 2010, for that time and place it was special. And even hung over, and even though she was my sister, my eyes kept slipping to the tops of my sisters breasts.
“So what day is it anyway?” I finally asked.
“Stop looking at my breasts perv,” she ordered as I reddened.
“I’m not...” I mumbled. Of course I had been.
“They’re just breasts, you must have seen some before,” she said as adjusted her top, an adjustment that seemed to allow even more rounded flesh to escape from the skimpy top. I blushed! But my eyes didn’t move from where they were riveted.
“I’ll bet you’ve seen little Miss Poplin’s nipples, haven’t you?” she asked as she adjusted the cloth that was covering her left breast. And as she did, for just a nanosecond, I’m pretty sure I saw her nipple. My first real, live nipple!
“Her names Jan,” I said, my eyes now on full alert. My cock was huge. But when Susie adjusted the cloth atop her other breast her fingers blocked my view.
“Well, have you? Have you seen Janie’s nipples?” But before I could deny her accusation I watched as her eyes drifted down my body. Towards my... I jumped up and then quickly dove into the water. If I’d waited a second longer she’d have seen the bulge in my pants.
“Do you smoke?” she asked as she pulled some rolling paper and a plastic bag from her purse. I was standing on the dock, looking down at her, the water dripping off my body. My cock was back under control.
“No, it’s bad for you, your lungs. You should see some of the pictures in my anatomy books,” I said, stunned that one of my sisters would be so stupid. “What kind of cigarette is that anyway?” I asked as I sat down opposite her.
“Grass ... weed,” she said as she set to work rolling a joint. “Marijuana,” she added when she saw I still hadn’t got it.
Of course I eventually tried it. What eighteen year old boy wouldn’t have?
“I was supposed to be in a Nude Day parade today,” I heard sometime later through the confusion the smoke had produced in my brain.
“What?”
“In New York. That’s what today is. World Nude Day. All my pals were going to be in a parade.”
“Naked? In public? In New York City? ” My tone asking ‘what planet are your friends from’.”
“They celebrate it all over the world ... France ... Germany ... Italy ...”
“Bull!” I might have been a rube, a rube who’d just smoked his first joint, but I was pretty sure there was no such thing as World Nude Day.
“But I came up here instead, to see my little baby brother,” Susie said languorously, stretching sinuously as she said it. Or maybe it was just the marijuana that had slowed down her movements for me.
“Hah,” I snorted, or I think I did.
“And guess what? My baby brother, who apparently has never seen a naked woman, is trying to check out his sisters boobs.”
“I’m not,” I say even as my staring eyes belie my words.
“Maybe we should hold our own nude day, the first annual Philips Family Nude Swim,” my sister suggests.
“Yeah right.” Susie’s eyes are glued on mine as she reaches behind her back and releases the clasp holding the bikini top together.
“Somebody might see.” My first live tits! I was going fucking crazy!
“Sure Joey, like we’re only five miles from the closest person,” she scoffs, then stands up and slips her panties down her legs. PUBIC HAIR! But a second later she turned and launched herself through the air and out into the pond.
Seconds later she resurfaces. “So, are you coming in?” I shake my head no, scared and embarrassed even while knowing I want to.
“CHICKEN!” I hear her disdain not once but again and again as it echoes back at me off the surrounding hills.
And then I’m in the water. Naked. Nervous. Excited. Harder than I’ve ever been. My sister’s giggling. I’m not experienced enough to understand that she’s as excited as I am.
I stare at her naked ass when she finally climbs up the ladder at the end of the dock. And then she turns and watches me as I tread water ten feet away. Drops of water are dripping from the hair at the juncture of her legs.
Eventually I mount the courage to climb the ladder. But my cock, which had been tamed by the cool water immediately started to grow as I climbed the steps. It was slapping up against my stomach by the time I’d mounted the last step and reached the dock. Of course I scurried to grab my towel.
“I want to see it,” Susie said as I draped the towel around me. “C’mon over here,” she invited as she tapped a spot opposite her. And I did! I simply let the towel drop and walked over towards her, then sat down with crossed legs and settled myself opposite her. Our knees touched. I was eighteen years old. I’d never seen a naked girl in the flesh before that day. I’d never been that excited. I was high on dope.
“It’s so beautiful.” And her voice didn’t have a hint of teasing in it when she said the words. “Tell me about him.” Susie was staring at my cock.
“Tell you about who? My penis?”
“Yes your penis. I told you all about me last night.”She was probably more zonked out than I was.
“But what do you want to know?” I was at a loss.
“What’s his name?”
“His name?”
“What do you call him?” I’d never called ‘him’ anything.
“All boys have names for their peckers,” she announced to my confusion. They do? “We’ll call him Lord Jim,” she announced. And she’d called him that for the ensuing forty years.
“Lord Jim?”
“Lord Jim is very big you know Joey.” At that moment he was huge.
“How often do you exercise him?” Another question that left me speechless.
“Joey,” she continued when she saw I wasn’t about to give her my masturbation schedule, “all teenage boys masturbate.” I don’t say a word.
“Did you masturbate yesterday, last night?” I nod yes.
“In bed?” Another nod.
“Were you thinking about me, about what we talked about, when you were doing it?”
“It was a wet dream… this morning … it woke me up … I didn’t really do any thinking,” I finally manage to get out.
“Was I in your wet dream?” Of course she had been! I nod.
“So even though you masturbated early this morning ‘Lord Jim’ is excited today?” Lord Fucking Jim seemed to recognise he was being talked about as he bobbed excitedly between us.
“Show me.”
“Show you what?”
“Show me how you do it?” Susie’s eyes are lit up in excitement. Without conscious thought I start to stroke myself. My eyes dart from Susie’s breasts to her patch of pubic hair as my hand moves.
“It’s bigger than John’s,” she says as she watches me. John I knew from the night before was her current boyfriend. “Much bigger.” My hand continues to move.
“I’ve never seen one so big,” she adds as she moves her hands down across her breasts and then down until her fingers meet in her thick bush. She pulls her lips apart.
“Should I put a finger in?” she asks. I nod, then watch as she pushes the middle finger of her left hand into her sex. My hand continues to fly.
“Can I touch ‘Lord Jim’?” she asks as her other hand stretches to grab me.
“Oh fuck! I’m going to cum.” I’m moaning as I watch Susie’s fingers move onto my cock. And then the sperm explodes up the canon my cock has become. Then splatters angrily and wetly between her breasts.
And then a second shot ... and a third ... and a fourth ... and a ...
“Gawd Joe, how often do you masturbate?” my sister finally demands. Her chest and stomach and thighs are covered by my cream.
THE PRESENT Saturday, June 12th 2010 Nude Day
“BASTARD!”
That shout, coming from just outside my bedroom door, woke me the next morning around seven. It woke me from my Nude Day dream. It woke me from the image of my sister Susie, as she sat naked, kneeling opposite me, so close that our knees were touching. It woke me from the image of my eighteen year old cock spurting out its load of cum, of the image of my warm cream splattering against her chest and stomach and thighs. Of the image of Susie sliding a finger across one of her breasts and capturing a thick, hanging thread. It took me from the memory of Susie sliding her cum coated finger between her lips.
“BASTARD!”
The shout came again, clearly from Amanda, and it was followed by a string of expletives that a young woman, even one training to be a doctor, should never have known. Or used. For the next three or four minutes she kept me from falling back asleep by tromping up and down outside my door, all the while muttering just loud enough for me to hear but not discern the words. Finally she rapped insistently on my door.
“Are you awake?” was demanded more than asked.
“How could I not be,” I yelled back as I sat up in bed. The dream hard-on I’d been sporting when her shout had awakened me had disappeared.
“Can I come in?” she asked while opening the door.
“Did you bring me my coffee?”
“Huh!” she muttered, clearly not pleased with the world. Nor had she taken the time to change out of her nightclothes. A thin, spaghetti strapped ‘cami’ in ivory with a white lace trim. And while not décolleté the soft cloth clung to her breasts and only highlighted their size and shape. Her puffy nipples were clearly highlighted. She had matching shorts, perhaps a size too small judging how they clung delightfully to her thighs and bum.
I tore my eyes away as I asked, “Problem?”
“MEN!” she spat out. I immediately decided my best course was just to shut up. I’d learned that much in my sixty years.
“He’s not coming,” Amanda finally allowed.
“Todd?” She nodded. “Todd has a chance to take you to a Nude Day parade and he bailed out?” How dumb is this guy I wondered silently.
“Something supposedly came up.”
It certainly wasn’t his penis I thought as I shook my head. And frankly I was quite pleased with the prospect of more quality time with my pretty granddaughter. “It was probably a bad idea anyway. You of all people, a Philips girl, walking around naked with a bunch of perverts.” Amanda had always hated to be crossed. I knew that last minute changes to her plans never pleased her. Todd would pay for his transgression for a good long time.
“I wanted to go.”
“Huh? You did? Didn’t you say last night that it was his idea. That he had to convince you to go.”
“I thought it was a stupid idea at first,” she admitted as she sat. “But then I thought why not? They’re just nude bodies ... and I am a doctor.” I let her run on for a few minutes, let her give me the long explanation of how she’d finally decided it was a good idea. How she’d actually been getting ‘psyched up’, her words, about the whole idea. Hornyness was probably a better description of the reason she and Todd had decided to go.
“It would have been good for me, help me in my future doctoring,” she said. I wasn’t that convinced by her reasoning but knew better than to opine said thought aloud.
“And I bought the paint, the special body paint stuff,” she complained.
“He’s a real jerk,” I agreed, trying to hide the grin on my lips. “C’mon, come here and your favourite uncle will give you a hug,” I invited. I was sitting up against the headboard and tapped the spot next to me.
“It’s not funny, the paint was very expensive,” she growled, then muttered “MEN” again even as she sat down next to me. I put my arm around her shoulder.
“I could take you,” I offered as she snuggled against me. It was simply said to earn me a few points and wasn’t expected to be taken seriously.
“You will? Really? Oh I love you Uncle Joe,” my granddaughter squealed.
Immediately fearing the worst I tried to backtrack. I had no intention of wandering around Ausable Chasm bare assed. But my words, “I’m sure you wouldn’t want to go with an old--” was interrupted before I could finish.
“Oh gosh, we’ll have to hurry Uncle Joe if we want to get there by noon.” Seconds later she was gone from the room.
A quick shower was followed by a hurried meal (no time for French Toast this morning ‘Uncle Joe’). Then I was invited into my granddaughters bedroom and told it was up to me to paint her. With the special, expensive sky blue paint.
“I want it to look like I’m wearing a bikini,” Amanda instructed. I shake the paint can. “I’ll draw lines first and you can fill in the empty spaces.” A nude coloring book for adults?
But truth be told Amanda certainly had some empty spaces I’d like to fill in. And it wasn’t that onerous a task for a sixty year old man to be in the presence of a beautiful naked young woman. Even if she was in my family tree.
Well in the end I had to draw the lines. They wouldn’t have been straight if she had done them now would they? And how could she have done her back? Her bum. I took my time. And I was continually interrupted in my work by my pretty niece who insisted on inspecting every line I drew on her delectable skin. I gave her boy shorts. High cut boy shorts that would let lots of flesh escape. Except all the flesh had already escaped.
It was twenty minutes later before I shook the paint can again. She gasped when I pressed the nozzle and a stream of sky blue paint shot out.
Eventually she was ready to go. Not a bad mornings work I thought. I had sported a hard-on the whole time I was painting her.
****
“It’s not that serious you know,” she suddenly said. Both lost in our thoughts neither of us had said much during the first twenty miles of the trip.
“What isn’t?”
“Todd and me. It’s just ...”
“Just what?” I asked when she didn’t continue.
“Will you answer a question for me first? Okay?”
My eyes flicked from the road to hers. “Sure.” I had no idea where the conversation was going.
“Do you like sex Uncle Joe?” My eyes, my surprise showing, again jumped over to meet hers. “No, I didn’t mean ...” I watched silently as she struggled for her next words.
“When you were young I mean. In medical school.”
“Yes,” I finally answered after many seconds of silence, “I think that when your pooooor oooold Uncle Joe was young,” and I drew out and emphasised the words poor and old. “I think I could be fairly described as a man who enjoyed sex.”
“I didn’t mean you’re thaaaaat old,” she answered back with a giggle, the lightness of my response obviously having relaxed her. “Especially now since Grandma has equipped you with the latest in pharmaceutical aids...”
“Ha, ha. If I wasn’t driving this car I might just have to put my naughty little grand niece over my knee and teach her a little respect for her elders. Right on her sky blue rear end.” Amanda broke into a full laugh. I quickly joined her.
A half mile later I asked, “And what exactly does the state of my sexual drive have to do with you and Todd?”
“I like sex too,” my niece answered. My eyebrows shot up questioningly. “More than most girls.”
“And?” I encouraged.
“We work too hard at school. Too many hours.”
“Yes?” Wondering how this all tied in. But I also couldn’t help remembering the slog of medical school that I’d endured forty years earlier. You had no time for anything but school work.
“I had like three dates in second year,” she complained. Amanda had just finished third year. Thinking back I remembered the six months in my third year that I’d lived with two English majors.
“So when I met Todd last summer…”
“Todd is a boy toy?” I had met Todd twice over the previous year and had never got the feeling he was Mr. Stud.
“We both have long hours. And he’s pretty nice.” This pretty nice guy was sleeping with my granddaughter?
“It’s not love. I mean we’re not getting married or anything. It’s just--”
Fortunately I didn’t get to hear any more details of the Todd saga. We’d arrived at the Chasm.
****
“I’ve already painted myself, I just need a touch up,” Amanda said to the pretty, dark haired girl who was one of the girls offering their services as body painters for the parade participants. My niece pulled the can of blue paint that she’d brought out of her purse and handed it to the girl. Then after a quick glance my way, she pulled her sweatshirt over her head. Her shorts and panties quickly followed.
“I’m Amanda,” she introduced herself. Her sky blue tits jiggled.
“Lori,” our personal painter offered, then turned to me and asked, “and you are?” There was a touch of ‘what the hell’s an old guy like you doing in a nude parade with someone her age’ tone in her voice. And a matching look.
I had to pull my eyes away from Amanda’s curves. “Great Uncle Joe ... I’m the chaperone. I’ve been instructed by her mother to protect her from any and all marauding, perverted nudists. It was I who applied her first coat.”
Lori, after a seconds hesitation, laughed as she shook the can of paint. “Yes, those nudists perverts are everywhere,” she agreed as she held the can up to Amanda’s breasts and started to spray. It took her just a minute to touch up the areas that had been smudged in transit. A perfect, light blue, strapless painted bikini was the final result. It fooled you for about one second. Amanda’s puffy nips had tiny erections by the time Lori finished. Blue pubic hair!
“And are you parading Mr. ...?”
“Doctor Joseph Philips. And yes, I thought it would be best to go undercover, to get right in the middle of the action,” I told the smiling young artist. “That’s why the straw hat and sunglasses, so no one will recognise me,” I explained of the disguise I’d brought along.
“Blue too?” she asked, holding up the can.
“I thought maybe white,” I answered after inspecting the row of paint cans that were arrayed on the table beside me.
“And where would you like the paint?”
“I thought just my....” I answered as I pointed downwards.
“Your penis?” There was a cute little smirk on our artists face. I could hear Amanda chuckle from my left. I could feel myself reddening. I nodded. I’d play along.
“Perhaps also on my...”
“Your testicles?” I nodded again. “So, a sexy little white speedo?”
“Ha, ha.” Then all three of us stood around waiting.
“You know you will have to remove your shorts,” Lori finally suggested.
“I think perhaps it would be better if you waited outside the tent Amanda,” I told my niece.
“Why? You saw me,” she complained. “Besides I’ll see you in the parade.”
“Well at least turn around,” I ordered as I turned away from Amanda and faced Lori. I quickly slipped my shorts and underwear off.



“Oooooooooh!” from Lori. Then a giggle.
“What?” Amanda demanded from behind me.
“We may need two cans of paint for Uncle Joe. And I see why you call him ‘Great’.
“What? Why?” Amanda started to move towards the artist and I. I shooed her away while young Lori ran a piece of tape around my waist.
“Your uncle won’t have to worry about his disguise, no one, and I mean no one, will be looking at his face.” Little Lori had become a comedian!
“What are you doing?’ I asked while my little painter proceeded to run more pieces of tape around my mid thighs.
“This way it’ll just look like you’re wearing underwear,” she explained as she shook the can. Then she sprayed my ass. And I could see reflected in the mirror in front of me that Amanda was copping quick glances at my ass. A doctorly interest? It felt very weird when Lori started to spray my front. In fact the second the white mist hit my penis my cock jumped awake. And grew. Rapidly.
“Good, it’ll be easier like that,” Lori enthused as she watched my cock rise. “I’ll be able to do the underside easier.”
“Like what?” Amanda asked, straining to see something from across the tent.
“It’s much easier to paint a man when he’s got an erection,” Lori explained over my shoulder to my granddaughter, “It makes doing underneath and his balls much easier.”
“Uncle Joe has an erection?”
“The biggest one I’ve seen today,” Lori answered as she knelt down, lifted my testicles and started to spray underneath.
“He does?”
A minute later I was finished. Sporting a new pair of white ‘Lori’ brand underwear.
“And who are you marching with today?” I asked the pretty artist as we prepared to leave. “And in what color of paint? And who gets to paint you?”
As it turned out Lori was going in red, and, due to a last minute screw up much like the non show of Todd, hadn’t anyone in particular to parade with. So we convinced her to join us. Or I did. Amanda didn’t seem that enthusiastic.
And that’s how I, the sixty year old birthday boy, ended up walking through the town of Ausable Chasm clad only in a coat of white paint, flanked by the two prettiest girls in the official New York State 2010 World Nude Day Parade.
I sported a full erection for about twenty-five percent of the walk. Amanda chastised me for it. Insisted that I turn it off. But I could see she liked it! As did little Lori.
All in all we had a pretty good time. There was a barbecue on the beach by the Falls afterward. Conversation and drinks, although yours truly, the designated driver, was careful in my consumption. Amanda and I washed the paint off each other under the waterfall. Which was nice. Lori helped, insisting that it wouldn’t be right for a young girl to touch her uncle’s penis.
“He’s my Great Uncle,” Amanda grumbled as Lori started to wash me. ‘Sir Joe’ enjoyed being washed by the young artist. Lori giggled. Amanda scowled.
*****
“What a little slut,” my granddaughter hissed after I’d started the car and we were on our way home. It was just after nine and we had an hour and a half drive ahead of us.
“Who?” I asked innocently, knowing full well she was referring to Lori.
“She kept pushing her breasts into you. All day.”
“She was just trying to be friendly.”
“She took an awful long time painting your...”
“You heard her. She had a big area to cover. Besides she’s a professional, she knew her work was going to be on display all day.”
“Hah! A little horny slut who can’t attract a boy her own age.” I simply lifted my eyes at Amanda’s preposterous statement. While perhaps not quite in my niece’s class, there wasn’t one man in a hundred who’d refuse an invitation to spend a night in Lori’s bed. Amanda ignored my look and went on, “What was she saying when she was washing it anyway? I couldn’t hear.”
“She was wondering if I’d become her doctor when she returned to school in the fall.”
“Whaaaat? You didn’t say yes did you?”
“She is a student at the University.”
I could see this answer wasn’t going to completely satisfy my niece so forestalling further questions, I asked one of my own. “So do you want to hear about Nude Day 1968 or not?” Of course she did!
And so, for the rest of the ride home, as daylight turned into dusk and then darkness, I told my granddaughter of the day forty two years earlier when her grandmother and I danced had around the nude day pole. So to speak.
And the story, somewhat edited to protect the innocence of my young companion, still evoked an endless series of interruptions.
“Grandma was a hippy?” was Amanda’s first question when I described what her grandmother was wearing on her arrival home from school. It was the first of many.
“She gave you beer?
“You were a virgin?
“You saw grandma’s nipples?
“Marijuana? Grandma took drugs?
I ignored most of her questions, hushing her interruptions as I cautioned that if she kept interrupting I wouldn’t tell her any more.
“You smoked a joint?”
“You were both naked? In the pond?” There was a ‘yuck’ in her voice when she asked that one.
When I finally finished my tale, and while I had censored out some of the more salacious details (I didn’t think the details of her grandmothers and my mutual masturbations were necessary to the tale) I did draw the tale out with other invented details that kept my granddaughter enthralled until we finally pulled up in front of the house at just after eleven. It had been a great day all around!
She had one final question for me that night. Which she posed only after we’d both headed off to our bedrooms. I was just drifting off when her tap on the door woke me.
“Yes?” I asked.
“I want to ask you one more question,” my granddaughter asked as she poked her head into my room.
“Amanda!” I complained in a tone that dripped displeasure. She entered, her nightie clad body highlighted by the bright hall light behind her, a light that sliced through the thin, wispy material. She was sexier like this, clothed, than she had been in her painted nudity of the parade.
“You and grandma didn’t do anything... I mean ... you know...” She let the question die on her lips but we both knew what it was.
“Of course not,” I replied, with a touch of both surprise and indignity at her inference. Every good doctor has to learn to lie well.
“I didn’t mean ... it’s just--”
Seeing I’d won the point for now, I relented and, with a twinkle in my voice, added, “Of course, if she hadn’t been my sister, then who knows what might have happened?”
“Uncle Jooooooooooe!” The little nymph chastened as she sat on the edge of my bed. Each of her movements provoked a dance of her unleashed breasts under the thin shift that covered them.
“Go to bed,” I ordered, knowing that if she stayed even a minute longer that I wouldn’t be able to control myself.
“Okay, okay,” she agreed as she stood, then bent over and gave me a gentle kiss before turning to go. But before exiting the room completely she turned back again.
“Go!” I ordered.
“I have one more question.”
“Not tonight,” I said but young Amanda wasn’t to be stopped.
“So who’d you lose your virginity to then? And why hadn’t you already lost it? I mean you’d already finished high school hadn’t you? Did you lose it in New York City?”
*****
I lost my virginity on June 13th 1968! The day after Susie’s and my Nude Day party.
And of course it was Susie who took it!
You’re probably saying, ‘You fucked your sister! That’s disgusting ... or perveted’. But it wasn’t. It was neither of those things. Things sometimes just happen…
THE PAST June 13th 1968, Philips Creek, N.Y.
Susie was standing by my desk the morning after our Nude Day swim when I woke up, my anatomy textbook open in her hands. All she was wearing was a pair of pink panties. “This is disgusting,” she offered up when she noticed I was awake.
“What is?” I mumbled back, the sight of her naked breasts rousing me immediately.
“This,” she said as she sat on the edge of my bed, turning the book so I could see the drawing of a dissected set of lungs that stretched across the two facing pages.
“They’re lungs.”
“They’re disgusting,” my sister answered as she flipped the page.
“I prefer yours,” I said slyly, unable to stop myself from staring or commenting.
“Do you?’ she asked, then added, “perv,” as she turned the pages of the book. “What about this?” When she held up the book for me I was faced with a detailed anatomical drawing of the female genitalia.
“Have you studied this too?” She asked. Of course I had, it was the page I’d probably spent the most time on.
“No more than any other part of the body,” I lied, trying to sound nonchalant as I fought to keep my eyes from drifting down onto Susie’s tits.
“I’ll test you. What’s this called?” She asked as she pointed to the drawn triangle that was a woman’s sex.
Of course I knew the answer. But I didn’t give it. “It’s the Corpus cavernosum,” I said confidently.
“No it’s not!” there was a look of surprise on Susie’s face. “I thought you knew all this stuff. Nancy said you study this anatomy stuff all the time.”
“No sorry, I made a mistake, it’s the Crus clitoris.”
“Wrong again,” my sister announced.
“The picture isn’t very good,” I complained.
“You weren’t even close, you’ll never get into Med School if that’s the best you can do.”
“I’m still in high school.”
“That’s the best excuse you’ve got? For your information it’s called the Labia Minora. You definitely need a better teacher little brother.” We’d finally got there!
“So teach me,” I challenged.
“You pig, you want to look at my pussy again don’t you?” Susie wasn’t angry, in fact she was grinning as she made the accusation. “Little Joey wants to see Susie’s Labia Minora doesn’t he?” I forced out a blush but didn’t say anything.
“Do you want to play doctor with your big sister?” I nodded bashfully.
“You’ll have to wear your white coat ... and your stethoscope if I let you.”
“The coats in the cupboard,” I whispered. Like a teenage Amanda would have thirty years later, I in my teenage years had a white doctors coat that I often wore.
“Well get it then,” Susie ordered as she pulled the sheet off my naked body. ‘Sir Joe’ was more than wide awake. “No,” she said when I reached for my shorts from the floor. I looked questioningly at her. “Just the coat, nothing else,” she instructed. I slipped on the coat and then picked up the stethoscope from my desk.
“You’ll have to remove your panties now Miss Philips, then I’d like you to lie back on the examining table,” I said in my best doctor’s voice. And while I wouldn’t have been very convincing to any other patient my big sister fell into her role without missing a beat.
“Will you be giving me a full gynaecology exam today doctor?” Susie asked as she removed her panties. Then she lay back on my sheets.
“Yes Miss Philips, it’s been over a year since your last exam. Could you please spread your legs a little wider?” I asked as I crawled up on my bed between her legs. “Yes, that’s fine, now pull your feet towards you bum.” I lifted her left thigh until her ankle was almost touching her ass, her knee high in the air. Then I did the same with her right. Then I slowly pushed her knees even farther apart.
“Will you have to insert your fingers doctor?” Susie asked it in a girl’s voice, a grin on her lips. But there was also something else in her voice. Excitement. Challenge. Fear? Desire...
“Yes, if we want to make one hundred percent sure your ovaries are healthy,” I answered as I slid my hands down her inner thighs. She was gaping open, wet, the odour of her need wafting from her when I slid a finger up her crack.
“Oooooooooh,” was her only sound when I pushed my finger inside her. But her body started bucking up off the bed as I started fingering her.
“Are they all right, my ovaries?” Amanda asked when, after at least thirty seconds of my exam, I finally pulled out my finger. It was coated with her juices.
“I think I’d better use a bigger tool, just to make sure Miss Philips,” I said as I moved my penis towards the mouth of her vagina.
“It’s a very big tool Doctor,” my sister answered. Her eyes were riveted on the head of my cock.
“I’ll be gentle young lady,” I promised as I drove a virgin ‘Sir Joe’ deep into my sister.
And for the two next days Susie taught me about sex. And I even managed to teach her a few things...
THE PRESENT Sunday, June 13th 2010 Philip’s Creek, Upstate New York
And that’s how I’d lost my virginity forty years earlier. And truth be told we’d never stopped. Not before or after she’d had her first baby. Nor had it stopped when she’d married Sam Kramer some three years later.
It’ll never stop until one of us is in our grave.
And when I woke up today, I knew that it’s about to start with our granddaughter.
“Nude Day was yesterday young lady.” Amanda’s lying on her back, her legs splayed, her sex open and inviting, when I wander down to the pond just after eleven thirty.
“Lori told me yesterday that they normally celebrate it all weekend in the North Country,” my granddaughter answered. As I watched her she slowly stretched her body, arching her body sinuously as she spread her legs even wider.
“Did she?”
“Uh huh.”
“Well I think I’ll leave my suit on anyway today,” I say as I sit down next to her.
“It’s my turn to oil you,” she says as she sits up. “Just lie back,” she adds as she gently but firmly pushes me back against the mattress.
“It’s okay, I can do it,” I start, but Amanda stops my words by squeezing the container of lotion. We both watch as a fat dollop of cream oozes out and splashes down onto my stomach.
My eyes are closed as Amanda’s fingers start to slowly caress the warm cream into my skin.
“That should do it,” I finally say after she’s spent minutes rubbing the cream into my chest, stomach and arms. I know she can’t miss the hardening of my throbbing penis.
“I have to do your legs too,” my granddaughter insists and opening my eyes I watch as she climbs over my leg and ends up kneeling between my ankles. I watch my granddaughter over the tent my cock has made of my bathing suit.
And then Amanda’s hands are slowly moving up and down my thighs.
“Don’t,” I whisper but Amanda’s hands don’t stop. Instead her fingers slip under the bottom of my suit. For a second one of her hands lingers, cupping the now tight sac that holds my balls. Then it’s gone, but seconds later I feel both her hands slide upward, touching my hardness as they pass. And then they’re gripping the waistband of my shorts. I’m silent as she slowly she starts to pull them down. I watch as, inch by inch, my penis is slowly exposed.
“Please honey,” I finally protest as my suit slips down my thighs and my penis, fully erect, pops free.
“We can’t,” I groan as I watch as Amanda’s left hand circles the thick base.
“I don’t want him to burn,” she whispers back as her other hand moves under my balls. We’re both watching when a second later a drop of precum suddenly appears at the end of my cock.
“He’s beautiful,” she says as her fingers slide up the shaft, only stopped by the ridge that separates the shaft from its heart shaped head. “I dreamt of him last night,” she adds. I watch as her head dips towards my groin.
“We can’t,” I moan. My cock is throbbing.
“Big and beautiful,” she says as her hand moves over my hardness. Her eyes drill into mine as her tongue licks over her upper lip.
“Oh fuck,” I moan as her free hand squeezes my balls. “Mandy!” louder now, my voice is urgent. Her eyes stay on mine as her open mouth approaches my cockhead.
“I think he needs a little kiss,” my granddaughter says just before flicking out her tongue and capturing the drop of precum that’s hovering on its tip. Then a soft but wet kiss is delivered before her mouth opens and she welcomes me inside.
“It’s wrong,” I cry even as my hand moves to the back of her head and softly caresses her blond curls even while holding her on me.
And then she pulls her head away. Seconds later she’s moved up my body, positioning herself so that she’s supporting herself on her knees, with her wide spread knees now straddling my hips. My cock, upright and still grasped tightly in her left hand, is only inches from the gaping open wetness of her sex.
“It’d be wrong,” I plead, even while knowing that whatever I say my cock is not going to be denied.
“I went online this morning,” Amanda says as she lowers herself just fractionally. She rubs my cockhead, again leaking a drop of precum, slowly, maddeningly up her exposed, damp slit.
“What?”
“It’s not against the law ... or prohibited in the bible,” she answers while adjusting her body so that my tightly grasped penis is positioned perfectly at her gate.
“What isn’t?” I ask as my hips involuntarily jump upward, trying to force my cock into her.
“Sleeping with your great uncle. It’s not considered incest.”
“It must be,” I answer, and this time my urgent upward thrust is met and accepted as Amanda plunges downward to meet me.
“Uuuunh.” Her groan welcomes my cockhead inside her. Another upward thrust is met and another three inches squeeze inside her. There’s much more.
“Ooooh, Uncle Jooooooe!” Welcomes my next hard thrust.
It turns into a fuck. A hard, urgent, needy, sweaty, perfect fuck. The feelings we both have for each other, the love, the history between us, is washed away as our bodies urgently couple. My cock cares not that the channel he’s furrowing urgently into belongs to a relative. The wet, tight, clenching cunt that receives him is lost to the explosion of erupting nerve ends that the huge cock inside her is igniting.
Until the coupling is completed, until the hot sperm floods into her, sperm that splashes into her orgasming center, the rational side of our brains are simply overwhelmed by the jolts of pure energy that are exploding inside them.
Five minutes later? Is that all it was? It felt like a lifetime. We come back slowly. My granddaughter is lying atop me. We’re soaking. Sticky. But quiet as our eyes slowly come back into focus. I’m still inside my granddaughter, semi hard and shrinking.
“I didn’t know,” Amanda finally whispers, then lightly, softly brings her lips to mine. Our tongues mingle, talk, then withdraw. My hands roam over her skin. A tear forms in my granddaughter’s eye. We move in slow motion.
We make love the second time. A slow intercourse of touching, of smiles, of soft caresses, of whispered words. A dance of limbs that acknowledges who we both are and accepts it. No, welcomes it. The orgasms come again of course, those seconds of irrationality but they don’t overpower the love this time, instead they simply compliment it.
We spend the next forty eight hours together. Naked. Almost never out of reach. We talk, eat, shit, wash, fuck, make love, tease, explore, touch, caress, suck, lick, kiss...
Tuesday Philips Creek, N.Y.
“You’re going to have to come to the city more often this year.” Amanda’s lying in our bed, stretching her body as she says the words. It’s early and her naked body is bathed by the morning sun flooding in through the east facing window. Her grandfather’s sperm, my sperm, is oozing from her sex.
I slip out of bed and grab my camera from the desk. “You take to many pictures,” she complains as I start to shoot her. Then sticks out her tongue as she moves her body through a series of provocative poses.
“It’s only you now Uncle Joe ... Todd’s--”
“I know.” We haven’t talked about the future during the last forty-eight hours but we both know.
“I love you,” Amanda promises as I set down the camera and take her into my arms.
****
Over breakfast, both of us dressed for the first time in days, our talk returns to the trivialities of life. Her trip back to the city, her plans for the summer, my plans, the Fourth of July family party, her schoolwork...



The love isn’t gone ... nor the excitement. But we’re back to our lives. We’re taking the first steps of integrating what’s happened over the previous days into the larger realities of our lives. We tease.
“Hah! And you better make sure that your nurse is in the room when that little hussy Lori comes for her first physical,” she replies to a gibe I make about not wanting her to go on any Nude Day parades when she gets back to the city.
“I’ll be a saint,” I promise.
“I bet! And make sure you don’t go to any church with that Italian girl,” she cautions.
“The Pope blessed her,” I answer with a smile.
“I’m going to have lots more questions for you,” my granddaughter promises.
“You ask too many,” I answer. I’m happy.
“Yeah right, like you let me ask any questions over the last two days.”
“It wasn’t my fault you kept wanting to put ‘Sir Joe’ in your mouth,” I teased back.
“I did not!” Amanda was grinning.
“Or between your magnificent breasts... or between your legs ... your bum ...”
“Grandma never should have sent you that Viagra.”
“You’re my Viagra,” I told my love.
“And do you know what my first question is going to be?” I shake my head no.
“I’d just like to know how long after your famous 1968 Nude Day swim with grandma did you lose your virginity? And to who? And where? What’s she look like? Do you have any pictures of her? And--”
“That doesn’t sound like just one question my dear,” I rebuked.
But then she knew. Something clicked in her brain. She knew who took my virginity. And when and where. I could actually see it in her eyes when it registered.
“Oooooh myyyyy gaaaaaaawd! GRANDMA!”
And so, as Amanda packed up and got ready to go I gave her an abbreviated version of the seduction of her virginal great uncle by her grandmother.
She had a million questions. And I suspect she would have stayed at least another couple of days if she hadn’t had a conference that she absolutely couldn’t miss scheduled for the rest of the week.
“You’ll have to come to New York for the weekend,” she insisted even as she was levering herself into the front seat of the car.
“Your cousins are going to be here,” I countered.
“Still--”
“I’ll call you,” I promised.
“Every day?”
I kissed my lover in reply.
My cell phone chirped exactly seventeen minutes after Amanda’s car had pulled away from the house.
“I have a question for you,” she says without preamble. It’s a question I’ve been expecting. It was the logical next question an intelligent person would ask.
“More questions? You’re worse than a wife,” I answered with a laugh.
“Ha, ha.” I wait. “Did grandma ever come back that summer. The summer you—“
I know what summer she means. And I know what’s she’s wondering, the thought that’s sprung into her head. Her mother had been born in May 1969. And that meant that her grandmother had been impregnated in August 1968, two months after my nude day frolic with her.
“No, she ended up in San Francisco that summer, in Haight Ashbury,” I lied. “When I got to New York in September she hadn’t returned for school. Didn’t come back til after Christmas.”
“Oh...” The line went dead.
The phone rang again ten minutes later. “You slept with her again though didn’t you? When she finally got back.”
“She was pregnant then.”
“Okay, but later, after mom was born,” Amanda insisted.
“She married your grandfather not long after your mom was born,” I countered.
“Still--”
Five minutes later my phone beeped again.
“There’s no way you two could have stopped.” She hung up before I could say a word.
Beep, beep. “We have a lot to talk about... the next time we see each other.”
‘Yes my love,” I agree.
I’m wondering what our children will look like when the phone chirps again. But this time it’s her grandmother. The mother of three of my children. But you know, that’s another story completely!
THE END
Thanks for taking the time to read my little tale. I hope you enjoyed it. And I’d love hearing your thoughts on it – either by you making a public comment below or by a private email comment.
And remember, this is a contest story and it’s you the readers whose votes will decide the winner. Many contest authors struggle to get enough qualifying votes so I do ask you to vote – it doesn’t take but a sec – for not only my story but every contest story you read. It’s greatly appreciated by every author. We all want to hear your opinions.
And if you like my work, and are a registered member of LITEROTICA, why not designate me one of your FAVORITE AUTHORS. Just click the Add author to favourites button above. But vote first.
Thanks and have a great summer, jim
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Mid July 2009 Couries Village, Hopkins Island, Massachusetts
"Maaaaatt?"
"Mrs. Pemberton-Smith," I answered with a quick nod of acknowledgment as I handed Emma and her friends a menu each. "Mrs. Connors ... Miz Burton," I added as I looked down at the three twenty something year old women I'd known all my life. I was grinning.
"Matthew Liam Hopkins?" Emma Pemberton-Smith, nee Kruger, said as she jumped up from her seat, the surprise clear in her voice. "What are you doing here?" she asked as she enveloped me in her arms.
"My god it is," Trudi Burton said as I felt the eyes of all three examining me.
"Not little Matty? What happened to you?" Jackie Connors said. She, even at her age and married for four years, was still, with her pixie face, the cutest girl on the island.
Of course I blushed. "Ha, ha. So, all of a sudden I'm that hard to recognize," I finally asked. But I knew there was no way I was going to stop them. They were famous teasers and together in a group were unstoppable.
"Gawd, Mom and Katie said you'd grown up, but not--" Emma started as the girl I'd loved since I was two years old pulled me even closer.
"They didn't say he'd become Mr. Hunk though," Jackie interrupted.
We were on Hopkins Island, an island sitting in the Atlantic, a twenty minute ferry ride from the mainland, an island that was named for a great, great, great, great grandfather of mine and which was famous for the wide pristine beaches that circled it.
Eight miles long by about two wide, it was home to about two hundred permanent residents, most of who lived in the small port of Couries, and who lived off the tourists who flocked there every summer.
People like my family, and Emma's and Trudi's and Jackie's, who'd descended from the earliest owners, and who now owned ninety percent of the three hundred some cottages that were sprinkled along the shoreline. People who spent most of the year in Boston or New York or Philadelphia, but who each summer flocked back to the island. We were a group of families who'd intermarried extensively in the early pioneer days before dispersing out into the bigger world. Emma and I had figured out years before, using old genealogy tables one of my great aunts had collected, that we were fourth cousins once removed.
The three girls I'd just handed menus to I'd known all my life. Six or seven years older than me they'd been part of the landscape of my summer months for my first sixteen years.
Emma, our closest neighbor, had become my babysitter whenever mom had needed one in those long ago years. But she'd been even more than that. The fact that my mom, still a teenager, and only nine years older than Emma, a girl she'd looked up to all her life, had mothered a child was an irresistible lure to the young girl who lived two hundred yards down the beach.
She'd become a part of our little family. Mom and Emma and I. Emma had spent as much time in our kitchen cooking pies with mom as she had looking after me.
"Gawd I've missed you soooo much," Emma said as she gave me another hug. I inhaled her presence even as I felt her breasts against my chest; she was the girl who'd always smelled better than any other. She'd been holding me in her arms since I'd been a week old.
"Hah, you shouldn't have run off and married that--"
"Ooooohhh Matty, if only you'd been a little older," Emma cooed in my ear before releasing me. Her friends laughed. I smiled, but not inside.
As I served the three of them their drinks and lunch we all caught up to date on each other. Where we were living, school details, marriage status, babies etc., etc. It was something that happened a thousand times between returning islanders in those first days back on the island each summer. A trading of news and gossip that caught us up on people we hadn't seen since the year before.
"What are you doing here anyway?" Jacqui finally asked. Instead of admitting that I was doing a favor for my girlfriend, the daughter of the restaurant's owner, I just told them that a friend had asked me to fill in for him for one shift.
"Are you going to be staying out on the island all summer?"
"Yeah, mom's given me a hundred jobs to do around the cottage."
"How is your mom?" Emma asked.
"She's working ... she'll be here this weekend."
"Clark too. But tell your mom I'll be over to your place Saturday morning, first thing," she promised. "And you too. I want to see you, we have so much to catch up with. Come to the beach tomorrow," she insisted as she looked up into my eyes. I nodded. "Promise?"
The Next Day
"Hey," I said when I'd gotten within ten feet of her. She was sitting in a beach chair, her toes dangling in the breaking surf. I'd been walking towards her with the sun at my back.
"Hey you," she answered back when she finally recognized me.
I was eighteen. Emma twenty-five. She was wearing a skimpy yellow bikini. There wasn't one girl on the island who'd have looked better in it.
"You shouldn't be allowed out in that," I told her as I sat down on the towel next to her.
"Why not?" she asked. Meanwhile she slowly arched her back in a languorous stretch that tested, almost to the breaking point, the strength of the clasp that held the bra together. I was surprised by her pose, although I'd seen her flirt before, the big difference in our ages, and our relationship -- young boy and babysitter -- had precluded any sort of even mild sexual interaction between us in the past.
"Twenty-five year old married women shouldn't be teasing poor little innocent thirteen and fourteen year old boys. You might just ruin them for life," I teased as my eyes flicked over the body in front of me.
"I don't see any fourteen year old boys." She let her eyes drift down over me as she said the words.
"Their mothers have locked them all up."
"I didn't ruin you for life when you were thirteen," she challenged as she unconsciously moved into another pose that highlighted her body.
Little did she know I thought to myself. "You're still the most beautiful girl on the island."
"Yeah right." Emma's eyes were shining.
"I've missed you. Gawd I've missed you," I told her as I let my hand rest on her knee for a second.
"It's too bad you're still not seven years old. Clark and I would baby sit you any time your mother wanted."
"So you don't approve of the eighteen year old model?" I asked.
"The eighteen year old model is more than just fine," she answered with her nicest smile. "In fact he's pretty darn handsome."
"You should have waited."
"I should have ... but I was swept off my feet ... by the sexy and debonair Mr. Pemberton-Smith ... how could I refuse?"
"Yuck! By the way, how is the wonderful Clark these days?"
"Don't be a bad boy Matty," she admonished. We were teasing. We both knew each other too well. But there was something new, something that had never been there during our first fourteen years together. And it was directly related to the part of my anatomy that was rapidly stiffening in my shorts. It had never been part of our relationship before.
"He's the perfect husband," Emma added. I stuck my finger into my mouth and simulated gagging.
"Shut up, he is," she insisted.
"Yeah and apparently I've got to play mister debonair in the semi-finals of the club championship this weekend."
"I know. He's so excited," his wife answered. "He's wanted to win it for years. You should have heard him when he won his last match. I've never seen him so happy."
What an asshole I thought. Fuck, this guy's married to a goddess and the best moment of his life is winning a quarter-final match in the Hopkins Island Country Club's Championship. "He doesn't have a chance," I boasted. I wasn't planning on letting Clark Pemberton-Smith, a lawyer for crying out loud, beat me. Not now that I'd seen Emma again.
"That's what daddy told him."
"Your father told Clark he couldn't beat me?" Emma nodded yes. I laughed. I'd always liked Emma's old man. "That must have made his day."
"Daddy said he played with you a couple of weeks ago and you looked unbeatable."
"I'll bury poor old Clark."
"Don't you dare! You should let him win, it's only fair. You're younger; you'll have lots of other chances."
"Are you saying you really want me to let Clark win?"
"Yes you should. For me. For all I did for you." The challenge, the calling in of long ago earned IOU's was clear in her voice.
I swallowed the quick refusal that had rushed to my lips. Then thought a second. Then decided. "Okay, if you ask me I will," I invited.
"Ha, you'd never let anyone win. Why would you?" Emma couldn't hide her sudden suspicion.
"For you. And because you happen to be the second favorite person in my world." She knew my mom was number one.
"I bet. You probably have girlfriends around every corner."
"Well of course you would have to agree to a few of my terms."
"I knew it! Like what?"
"Well I've got to get something in return for my letting such a wimp win," I answered.
"Wimp! Hah, he'd probably beat you anyway." We were both teasing. And we were enjoying it.
"He always gets nervous under pressure."
"He does not, he's always been good at games," Emma protested. I said nothing. "What are your terms anyway?"
"A kiss from the pretty princess," I said, then I puckered my lips and kissed the air twice.
"You're nuts."
"And--"
"And what?"
"And a whole Emma Kruger raspberry/strawberry combo homemade pie hot from the oven."
"A whole pie just for a silly golf game?" she asked in a tone that said, 'are you nuts'. But then she started to laugh. Then she leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on my lips. Not quite a boy/girl kiss but somehow more than a babysitter or brother/sister one.
"So does mean we've got an agreement?" I asked.
"Yes, but it's going to be an Emma Pemberton-Smith pie," she said as she jumped up and ran laughing into the surf. "And don't you dare tell him," she yelled back.
"It wasn't a very good kiss," I complained as she dove into the waves.
I was in love again. And that was before she came running out of the surf, with droplets of water flying off her athletic body, with her breasts straining as they jiggled, with the darkness of her aureole showing through the thin yellow material, with her long curly blond locks dancing in the sunlight ...
... and then she threw herself down onto her back next to me on the beach towel. "I LOVE THE SUMMER," she yelled to me and the gods above as she spread her arms and legs in an invitation to the sun to ravish her. The clearly outlined camel toe of her sex was the only invitation I watched.
"Shall I cream you?" I asked as I reached for the tube of lotion.
"Just you remember Matty Hopkins that I'm a married woman."
"Yes ma'am," I answered as I squeezed the tube.
I spent about two hours with Emma on the beach that day. I creamed her front and then later her back. She did the same for me. And it wasn't like it was when an eleven year old Emma Kruger had put sunscreen on four year old Matty. And we both knew it.
We swam. We laughed. We remembered. And for the first time we flirted. And there was absolutely no doubt in my mind that she knew what effect she'd had on me. Or that she'd enjoyed it.
But Emma Kruger was now Mrs. Clark Pemberton-Smith. But as I walked home that afternoon I knew that it didn't matter... I knew I wanted her more than any young boy ever had ...
GOLF Sunday, July 19th
Clark Pemberton-Smith wasn't that bad a guy. Or so everyone said. The prick!
Like Emma I'd known him all my life. Like Emma and I, he too was a descendant of one of the original families. He was three years older than Emma and close to ten older than me. I'd seen him on the beach, at parties, out sailing, throwing a football on the beach and everywhere else on the island all my life. He'd even been a day camp councilor for the younger kids, including me, when he was seventeen or eighteen.
I didn't like him. Never had. Well maybe that's not true. Maybe I only started disliking him when he started hanging around Emma. I'd known nothing about the whole sex thing of course. What seven or eight year old boy does? But somehow I'd sensed that Clark was up to no good with my baby sitter, with my friend, with my almost sister. I didn't know how or why but I knew he was a danger to her. And hence to me and mom.
Of course he really wasn't! He was just a horny teenager who all of a sudden had realized that the young girl, some three years younger than he, had all of a sudden become the prettiest and most desirable girl on the island. Something every other guy had realized at about the same time. Honestly, looking back, I only disliked him because it was his interest that Emma returned.
It really wasn't until Emma was sixteen or seventeen that they started to go out as a couple. And of course that just ratcheted up my dislike of him even more.
And Clark knew I didn't like him. I'd overheard him talking to Emma once, when she was eighteen or so, when he'd asked her, "What is with that little prick, every time I come over he--"
"Don't call him that, he's my favorite little almost-brother, I love him," my baby sitter answered.
"Almost brother! He's a jerk. Christ, did you see him, his little hands curled into fists the second I came into the room. It's like he's trying to protect your honor."
"And what's wrong with that?" Emma asked.
I was eleven that summer, Clark was twenty-one.
Emma married him three summers later. By that time I'd come to understand what I was losing. She danced with me at the reception. And in her white gown and with her shining, happy eyes she'd broken my heart. Late into that night, hours after the reception had ended, I'd sat crying in my mother's arms on the beach that fronted our summer home.
***
Clark called me on the following Friday night, right after he'd arrived on the island ferry, to arrange the match. Sunday morning at nine a.m. was arranged. And as I biked over to the islands golf course on that Sunday I was still debating with myself if I should let him win. And my indecision had grown even greater after we'd played nine holes.
"You don't have to do it you know," Emma said to me seconds after her husband and I had finished the front nine.
"Don't have to do what?" I asked back.
"He shouldn't have said that." Even though he was a pretty good player, in fact he was a good all round athlete, Clark was one of those guys who gets nervous on the golf course. And when he got nervous he talked. And that day he talked to his golf ball, to his clubs, to the five or six people who were following us around, and of course to me. He was big time nervous!
It turned into one of the least enjoyable nine holes I'd ever played. And it had ended with him saying, as we were walking over towards the snack hut, that maybe it would be better if I just conceded now. 'Hell, why waste any more time kiddo, once I get ahead I'm unbeatable'.
I had let him win the ninth to go one up. Even Emma had cringed when she heard his words.
"Clark just can't help himself," I told his wife.
"I'm just saying I won't hold you to our deal."
"A deals a deal," I answered. "Besides, I already collected part of the price."
"It doesn't matter." I could see that Clark's talking and boasting had bothered her more than it had me.
"So do you want the kiss back then?" I then pursed my lips and kissed the air.
"You're crazy." There was a wry smile on Emma's lips.
"I'm still going to let him win ... but my price has gone up," I added, then turned and started towards the tenth tee.
"Gone up where?" I heard behind me.
I kept the game close. In fact I was one up after fourteen. I let him win the sixteenth so we were even with two to play. He cheated on the seventeenth hole! The fucker actually cheated. He thought he'd got away with it without anyone seeing him. But, from twenty yards away I'd spotted it when he'd nudged his ball with his foot and turned a horrible lie in the rough into a good one. Emma saw it too. I could see she was going to protest, even call her husband out on it, but before she did, I shook my head no.
We halved the seventeenth and so went to the final hole even. A final hole on which Clark, in spite of a case of nerves that caused him to bogey the hole, won the match when I, who seemingly choked, took four to get down from a greenside bunker and handed my opponent the victory.
Clark couldn't stop from crowing when my putt slid by on the high side. And he couldn't help announcing to the crowd that had gathered around the eighteenth green that this brilliance and experience had carried him easily to victory over the callow Hopkins boy. 'The young pup's still got some growing up to do', Clark announced as he escorted me from the green.
Emma couldn't meet my eyes. She knew that the young pup wasn't happy.
Thursday July 22nd The Pond
"Guess what I brought besides the promised pie," my favorite married woman asked me as she dismounted from her bike and leaned it against the side porch. She was wearing a pair of tight orange shorts and had unleashed her long blond curls; they seemed to be dancing as they trailed down her back. Her full, high breasts were straining against the white bikini top that was attempting to hold them in. She had come to pay her debt.
"Your infamous beauty?" I suggested.
"Ha, ha," she answered as she grabbed the hamper from her bike basket and walked towards me.
I just had on a pair of cut-off jean shorts. I'd been splitting logs for the woodpile when she'd pulled in and the sweat was pouring off me.
"You're sweaty, you've got all sorts of little pieces of bark and wood on you," she said, then gingerly leaned in and quickly plucked a couple of wood chips off my chest.
"You missed some," I answered. I'd have willingly stood there and led her pick stuff off my body all day.
"Do you want to eat now or swim first?" she asked.
"C'mon, we'll go have lunch at the pond, I'll wash there," I said as I took her hand.
Mom's end of the island, an piece of land inherited from her grandfather to the chagrin of many other family members, had only a modest cottage on it but did have its own pond, one of the few on the island, as well as, due to its location, almost complete privacy. The most valuable piece of real estate on the island, it had been left to the unmarried mother who'd had a child out of wedlock when she was sixteen years of age. A granddaughter who'd been nurtured by her loving grandparents after her parents had rejected her. The land, and a relatively large trust fund, had then been left to mom when they'd died in a tragic car accident when I was only four.
Emma Kruger was no stranger to the pond. In fact, besides my mom and I, she was the only person on the island who'd had free reign of the Hopkins acreage over the years. We'd spent a hundred afternoons there during my boyhood.
"He was an ass, he shouldn't have said those things," Emma said as we walked hand in hand through the copse that rose just west of the cottage.
"He cheated," I accused. "That'll cost you," I threatened.
"That's why I brought sandwiches too."
"Hah! Sandwiches? You're going to have to do better than that," I snorted as we broke through the last of the dense foliage and found ourselves in a sun filled glade about a hundred yards in diameter. The pool, fed by a trickling creek, was surrounded on all sides by a ring of wild, waist high summer flowers.



"Oh my gawd ... I'd forgotten," Emma said as she stopped to take in the vista before her. "Eden must have been like this," she finally said as she let me retake her small soft hand and lead her down the overgrown path that led to the water and the small sunning platform I'd built two years earlier.
"You better not eat any of the forbidden pie then," I suggested.
"It was an apple mister smarty pants," she teased back. "When did you build this anyway? It's great," she asked when we broke through the waist high moat of flowers and she saw the new construction.
"You didn't ever get over here at all last year? Or the year before?" I asked as we stepped up onto the twelve by twelve platform that jutted out into the pond. Two Adirondack chairs sat regally looking out over the water. A three foot diameter matching table sat between them. "We build it two summers ago," I said as I walked over to the waterproof storage locker that was camouflaged by the thick grass at the end of the platform.
"Clark had that assignment in Europe two years ago ... then you guys weren't here last year," Emma answered. Mom and I had taken a trip across America the summer before and our two quick early trips to the island hadn't intersected with Emma's. And when we'd gotten back for the last two weeks of August she'd already gone; only her sister and her parents had still been here.
"You could have used it," I said as I pulled out the cushions for the chairs as well as the two foam mattresses that served as tanning beds.
"I'm always afraid to bring other people up here. It's yours and your moms place."
"And yours too."
"Not anymore," Emma answered, a touch of sadness in her voice.
"Always," I said as I threw the two mattresses, covered in a soft, bright, floral patterned cloth, down onto the platform.
"We should eat first," Mrs. Pemberton-Smith announced as she set her picnic hamper down on the table.
"I stink, I'm going for a quick swim first," I answered as I dropped my jeans and dove into the cool water. I was down to a pair of white briefs, briefs I almost lost as my body knifed into the water.
"Are you coming?" I yelled when I finally surfaced twenty-five feet out from the platform.
"You're just wearing your underwear," Emma complained as she pushed her tight shorts down her thighs. Her bathing suit panties matched her white top. Both in color and skimpiness.
"It's a bathing suit," I corrected.
"Is not," Emma yelled back as she ran across the platform and hurtled herself through the air. Ems had been a champion diver in high school. She sliced into the water with perfect form.
*** "It is underwear," she insisted five minutes later when we found ourselves back on the dock.
"It's a combination underwear/bathing suit, it's a new style ... from Poland," I answered as I wrapped a towel around my shoulders. I knew she could see the outline of my penis through the wet cloth.
"Poland? Yeah right," she scoffed. "It's very immodest. And you certainly shouldn't be parading around in your skivvies in front of a married woman," she said as she laid out the sandwiches and pie on the table.
"You shouldn't look then. And besides look who's talking." I let my eyes drift down over her dripping body. Slowly.
"What?" she asked but couldn't completely stop the blush that had started to leak into her face. "For your information young mister Hopkins, this is a perfectly respectable bathing suit from this summer's collection of--"
"Of swingers international?" I supplied, then stuck out my tongue.
"Ha, ha. No my fashion challenged little friend. It comes from Jean Paul Gaultier. Who just happens to be a leading French designer. Stylishly chic women all over Europe are sporting this look this summer." Emma, who had always been one of the most casual, less pretentious girls on the island, was clearly getting a little embarrassed with my inspection.
"Well at least it must have been pretty inexpensive."
"Why?" She almost stamped her foot. Her nipples, surprisingly big ones, and clearly excited, were now poking out through their thin, wet covering.
"There's not much material you had to pay for." I suddenly knew she'd spent time before coming over trying on her various bathing suits. That the selection she'd finally made reflected a desire to wow me. An unconscious or conscious desire I wondered. "Besides," I added, "didn't I read somewhere that all French women go topless?"
"Shut up you." Emma was through taking any guff from me. And she couldn't help adding, "And this is coming from some guy who prances around in Polish bikini underwear in public. Gay Polish underwear," she said derisively. I turned around and faced away from her and before she could add another word, I pushed my underwear down my legs.
Her, "Maaaaaaa....aaaaatt!" was echoing around the lake as I wrapped my towel around my waist.
"I'll let them dry while we eat," I said as I hung then on the arm of the chair. "Do you want me to hang yours up too?" I asked.
"Perv!"
We ate and talked, talked and ate. We'd hardly said two words to each other over the preceding three years but we had a lifetime of memories to talk about. We were both really, really happy for that hour or so. In fact I realized that I'd not been as happy since the day she'd married Clark four years earlier.
We talked about my mom, about Emma's job, about the many days the three of us had spent at the cottage, on the beach, by the pond, and at the grotto.
"In every picture from back then I'm naked," I complained as we compared memories. "You and mom are sitting around and two or four year old Matty is running around starkers."
"That's not true," Emma said laughing.
"And you and mom are naked in most of them too."
"We were not!" But the truth of the matter is that my mother was, and still is, a nudist at heart. And any time she and I, or even the three of us, had been at the pond or the grotto, she'd always gone naked. As her young son did. Even Emma, up til she was about ten or eleven, was usually without clothes when we were swimming. After that, with a teenager's modesty, she clothed up.
As I looked at Emma as we talked that day I wondered if she still sun bathed 'au natural' when no one was looking.
"Mom said you took Katie out a couple of times last summer." Katie was Emma's younger sister, but still almost two years older than me. I'd wondered if Emma had heard about us. I could see my old babysitter wanted to change the subject.
"Not really ... we didn't date, we just hung out a bit. At a couple of barbeques, campfires. All the kids were there."
"Dad said he was hoping you two would get together."
"She's too old for me."
"No she isn't. You would have been perfect for her."
"She'd just broken up with that idiot McLeod guy. That's the only reason she even looked at me," I said deprecatingly. "He wasn't very nice to her."
"I never liked him," Emma agreed. "Katie would have been lucky to have you."
"I talked it over with mom."
"You talked what over with your mom?"
"I don't know. Everything. Whether I should go out with Katie. If it was okay given everything else. And if I should...." I let my words hang.
"Should what?"
"After one campfire, after the kids and most of the adults had left ... it was right near the end of August. We'd had a few beers..."
"Yes?" she encouraged when I hadn't gone on for a while.
"We made out a bit."
"A bit what? What'd you do?" I didn't answer. I wanted Emma to have to work to draw every word out of me. And knowing Emma, and how curious she was, I knew she'd try.
"Did you neck or something?" Could Emma be jealous I wondered. Then realized I hoped so.
"A bit." A shy response.
"More than that?"
"No, not much. It's private, it's between just me and her."
"But she's my sister."
"We really didn't do anything, I'm serious," I said after another long silence.
"You must have done something."
"I wanted to."
"But you didn't?"
"I thought if we did it that it wouldn't be fair. That I'd be taking advantage of her."
"It? Do you mean--"
"Mom agreed with me."
"You told your mom?"
"I tell her everything. I always have."
"About girls? Sex?" Emma couldn't hide her disbelief. I knew I'd got her hooked. And I immediately decided to set it.
"I have ever since I did it the first time."
"Ever since the first time you did what?" I let Mrs. Pemberton-Smith stew. "Your first time with a woman?" she eventually asked.
"Yeah. It was sorta weird. She was an older woman. Married. It was a surprise. I didn't plan it or anything ... then I felt bad about it ... guilty. But it felt so good." Emma almost choked in her rush to get her questions out.
"How old was she? "Who was she? "She was married? "Do I know her? "Was this last summer? "Was it on the island?"
"Mom was mad at first," I said softly. "She was a year older than mom."
"You slept with someone older than your mom? She was in her thirties?" Incredulity leaked from Emma's voice. I nodded. "What did your mom do?"
"Yeah, her early thirties," I conceded.
I watched as Emma did the math in her head. "How old were you?"
"Mom and I had a long talk about it. We finally agreed that it was okay as long as I told her everything that happened. She said sex wasn't something to be ashamed about."
"Who was she? When was it?" the spittle was flying from poor Emma's mouth as she started to spit out the same questions.
"I'll tell you next time," I answered as I jumped to my feet. "Swim?" I asked as I went over to the railing and felt the underpants I'd jettisoned earlier.
"No, I don't want to swim, I want to--"
"Yuck, still wet," I said, then walked to the edge of the platform and let the towel fall. I gave my sweet and happily married neighbor a good three seconds to contemplate my naked butt before I dove in. I swam to the other side of the pond before I stopped, then purposefully waited a few minutes there before I started back. I'd figured that it would take about five minutes for her curiosity to win out over her anger.
"Turn around, don't look," I ordered as I started to pull myself out of the water.
Emma complied but not without muttering angrily. I took my time drying myself. Slowly ran the towel over my legs while standing naked less than six feet from her barely clad body.
"Who was it?" Her patience was coming to an end.
"I'll tell you next time."
"There won't be a next time Matthew Hopkins, not if you act like this," she answered as she started to turn back towards me. I'd just stepped into my jean shorts and had them just up over my knee when I heard her grunt of surprise. "Unnnnhhhh." My cock was semi erect.
"I told you not to look," I chastised as I wiggled my hips trying to get the jeans all the way up. Emma, silent, simply watched as I put my hand down and stuffed my still growing cock inside the jeans. Then she turned and started to march away.
I only caught up to her when we were about halfway back to the cottage. Before I could say a word she blurted, "I'm glad my sister got away from you before you did something bad to her--"
"Emma, next time we get together there's something else I want to ask you about."
"There's not going to be another time." Firm. Decisive.
"It's about Nancy... I asked mom about it but I'd like another girl's opinion. Someone closer to her age."
"Nancy? That's the girl at the cafe?" Good I thought, Emma's been checking up on me.
"We've been sorta going out."
"How many girls have you been going out with anyway?" Hook, line and sinker.
Two minutes later Emma had her bike in hand and was preparing to ride away. It was time for one last shot. "You know Emma, its because of you that I didn't sleep with your sister."
"Because of me?"
"I also slept with the married woman because of you."
"How could that be my fault?"
"It was the week after you got married."
"Whaaaaaaaaaat!"
"We can talk about it next time." Emma Pemberton-Smith, a university graduate, a teacher of impressionable young children, and a happily married young woman, then proceeded to let out a string of profanities that would have given credit to a ghetto gang banger. I smiled throughout.
Wednesday July 29th Emma's House
I didn't get a chance to talk to Emma for the next four days. Of course I saw her at the beach and in the town from a distance a couple of times. And at a beach barbeque the Young family held on Saturday night. But it was the weekend and her husband Clark was back. He, like so many of the commuters, arrived on the seven p.m. ferry every Friday night and then stayed until leaving on the six a.m. ferry on Monday morning. Mom, working in the city for the summer, was following the same schedule.
I''d slept with Nancy Thursday night. And because mom was still in town we were able to do it in my own bed. Which I gotta tell you, is lot better than doing it on the sandy beach. I know, I know, the whole 'making love on a deserted beach' thing sounds romantic and sexy, but I can tell you from experience, it doesn't take too many grains of sand getting into the wrong place to make the experience less than perfect.
Then I'd barbecued chicken for mom when she arrived on Friday night. And then we'd whispered our secrets to each other til well after midnight. I told her all about Emma. About my hopes.
My mother liked Emma almost as much as I did. She was the younger sister she'd never had. The daughter she'd never had. And like me, and probably for the same reasons, she'd never liked Clark.
"She should have waited for you," mom agreed after I'd recounted to her Emma's and my afternoon at the pond. I nodded.
"If only I'd been older--"
"Why haven't they had a child yet anyway?"
"I don't know." I'd never thought to ask Emma.
"Then maybe it's not too late for you," mom answered.
"You wouldn't mind?" I asked. Mom just smiled.
***
I worked around the cottage all day Monday and Tuesday and most of Wednesday morning.
But at 11:15 a.m. I was knocking on my nearest neighbor's door. I had a brightly wrapped package in my hand and a broad smile on my face when Mrs. Pemberton-Smith opened the door.
"Oh it's you," she welcomed in a somewhat inhospitable voice. She was wearing a pale yellow summer dress. She was beautiful. I continued to smile. Emma, after a minute watching me, simply turned and started walking back into the cottage. Really better described as a house, the three story home featured an open plan ground floor that invariably led one's eyes to the wall of windows that looked out onto the gardens beyond. Emma had been given the place by her grandparents on her wedding day. Their cottage, and Emma's parents one, lay another two hundred yards farther down the road.
When Emma reached the wall of windows she stopped and turned. I was still standing in the doorway, the silly grin still on my face. "Well are you coming in or not? I'm very busy today," she added as I started across the room toward her. Backlit by the sun streaming in the windows her dress had become almost transparent.
"What's that anyway?" she asked, unable to control her curiosity, as she pointed at the package in my hand.
"A present from the Hopkins, mother and son," I answered as I offered Emma the gift.
"It's not my birthday," she said even as she accepted the present.
"Yeah but we both love you."
Emma was delighted with the gift, so much so that she insisted I stay for lunch.
"Shall we eat down on the beach?" I asked.
"Or we could sunbathe upstairs," Mrs. Pemberton-Smith suggested. While I had been in the cottage before, I'd never received a tour of the upstairs.
"We have a sun deck," Emma, laden with a full tray, said as she led me upstairs five minutes later. "It's built off the master bedroom. Did you bring your suit?"
"Do I need one?"
"You're not wearing your stupid Polish underwear in my house," she warned. "You can borrow one of Clarks. They're in his closet," she said as she pointed to the large walk-in closet at the end of the room. "I'll change and put the food out," she added as she walked towards the doors at the other end of the room.
Clark had five or six bathing suits hanging on a couple of pegs -- some surfer suits, Billabongs, and a couple of Tommy Bahama ones. And one other. I started to laugh the second I saw it. Then dropped my shorts and underwear and pulled it on.
"What's so funny?" I heard called from the other side of the door. Instead of answering I just opened the door and stepped out into the room. Emma, sporting a black bikini this time, one just as sexy as the one she'd worn the other day, was attaching the top when I emerged.
As soon as she saw me she started to blush. Completely surprised, and clearly embarrassed, she let the bra slip through her fingers. "That not Clarks... not really," she stammered as her hands rushed to cover her bared breasts. Great breasts.
"It's not?" I asked as I went into a Mr. Universe pose. The thong, and that's what it was, and a very immodest one at that, was nothing more than a pink mesh sac held in place by a thin string that circled my waist. "And you called my briefs gay?" I accused as I pumped my hips towards her.
"It was a joke ... he's never worn them..."
"Is Clark gay? Is that it?" I asked as I walked towards the sun deck.
"He is not! Please Matt, take them off," she implored. So I did. Simply let them fall to her bedroom floor and then walked out onto the deck. I was lying on my stomach, my head up and looking sideways, when Mrs. Pemberton-Smith emerged into the sunlight seconds later. She'd attached her top.
"You'll have to put something on," she ordered.
I ignored her request. Instead I asked, "Are you and Clark up to some of these weird sexual hijinks too?"
In her rush to explain that she'd given Clark the gift as a joke, that he'd absolutely never worn it, cross her heart, Emma didn't immediately grasp the implication of the 'too' in my question.
"Anyway, I think we should talk about Nancy now."
"We have to eat first. And I need someone to spread the lotion on my back."
"I'm not touching your bum," Emma promised as she took the tube of lotion in hand.
"It'll burn if you don't," I complained. Ultimately, she did give my ass a quick application of lotion. Once finished I offered to reciprocate. Without really agreeing she did lie down on her stomach. And she didn't complain when I undid the strap of her top. "You don't want a line there, it'll look terrible when you're wearing your summer dresses," I said as I applied the lotion. Mind you there wasn't even a hint of a line on her tanned back which clearly demonstrated that tanning topless was her norm.
It was only when my palms started to caress the lotion into her upper thighs that I felt a tremor course through her body. "You don't want a white bum either," I said as I tentatively started to pull her panties down. I expected resistance but after just a second I felt Emma lift her hips fractionally off the mat. An unvoiced but clear permission.
"So, you have been sunbathing naked," I accused when it became clear that Emma's rear end was as tanned as the rest of her.
"Only in private," she answered. I took my time. Emma had a great rear end!
"Okay, can we finally talk about Nancy now?" she asked when I had finished.
"Ems, can we talk about something else first? Another problem I have." We were both lying on our stomachs, side by side on the futon she and Clark used as a sun bed. We were naked. Our faces, turned toward each other were only inches apart. We were both sexually aroused. She hadn't been able to hide her body's reactions from my fingers.
"Not another girl problem?"
"Have you ever tied up Clark?" I asked instead of answering her question.
"Tied up Clark? Do you think because of the thong that we're some sort of--" The question had completely baffled her.



"Or let him tie you up?" I could see she thought I was crazy. "You know, during ... sex."
"Sex?" I nodded. "Why, did you let someone tie you up?" I shook my head no. "You tied someone up?" Again I signaled no. "Like that Marquis de Sadism guy?" she asked.
"I only saw it by accident."
"Saw what? On the internet?" I'd definitely captured her attention.
"She'd attached him to the four corners of her bed. With handcuffs. He was on his stomach like we are but she'd put a big pillow under his stomach so that his bum was up in the air. Like this," I added as I got on my knees. As Emma watched me I knew she couldn't help but see my cock hanging down. She was so engrossed in my tale that it didn't register.
"Who did it? Someone I know?"
"She'd stuffed a lemon in his mouth so he couldn't talk."
"A lemon?" Emma, grimacing, was horrified.
"I'd just gone over to their place to deliver one of mom's decorative bowls. It was just a few weeks ago. Mom had just finished it the weekend before. When she answered the door she was just wearing a negligee."
"Someone on the island?"
"I could see she was nervous but something else too. She was excited. Her ... nipples were--"
"Were what? Whose?"
"And then she invited me in. Said she'd just grab her purse from the bedroom ... that it'd just take a second to get me the money she owed mom."
"What happened?" Emma had unconsciously risen herself up on her elbows as I'd spoken, exposing almost all of her breasts.
"I heard her talking with someone when she was gone. Then when she finally came back out she left her bedroom door open. She put her purse on the dining room table. Then when she bent over to get her wallet out of it I could see--"
"See what?"
"Her breasts. Her nipples. She knew I was watching. She was smiling. I knew--"
"Knew what?"
"Then she looked right into my eyes. And then she turned slowly and looked back into her bedroom. I did too. I could see him. He was lying naked on his stomach, with his ass in the air. Mr. Thomas couldn't see me, he was turned away."
"Mr. and Mrs. Thomas?" Complete incredulity. I nodded. I watched Emma as she tried to assimilate the fact that people she'd known most of her life were doing these things. "But they're so normal," she protested. In her excitement she'd turned her body and rolled onto her side, completely exposing herself to me. Her blond pubes.
"Then she leaned over and whispered in my ear, 'would you like to watch'."
"She did not! Did you?" Emma asked breathlessly. I nodded. "What did they do?"
"It was weird. I watched from the doorway. She attached this thing to herself. Then she got up on the bed ... behind him."
"What did she attach?" Emma asked when I didn't go on.
"After she'd finished she blindfolded him."
"After she finished what?"
"Doing it. Then she came over and knelt down in front of me. She put me in her mouth."
"Your penis?" I nodded. "Oh my gawd! Mrs. Thomas gave you a blow job?"
"Then she led me over to the bed. She lay down on her husband's back. Then I--"
"You had sex with her?"
I nodded. "She kept yelling, 'fuck me baby, fuck me with your big teenage cock'. It was crazy. Mr. Thomas didn't even know who his wife was being fucked by."
"She should be shot. What a slut! They're animals." As Emma angrily spat out her denunciations of her neighbors I simply lay back and enjoyed her nudity.
"I'm definitely not going to go back," I offered when she'd finally quieted down.
"You certainly aren't," Emma agreed. "They're pigs. They should be reported to the police."
"Mom said everyone's different, that each of us has to find our own way. That if they weren't hurting anyone--"
"Their own fucking way?" Emma normally didn't use the 'f' word. "And you told your mom about them?"
"I tell her everything."
"Wasn't she mad at them?"
Of course we didn't get to talk about Nancy that afternoon. Emma, in her excitement, even forgot to ask about the married woman I'd lost my virginity to. It was only when I was dressed and ready to leave that she remembered my words from the previous week.
"You were going to tell me today about why my marriage caused you to lose your virginity," she said as I walked down the stairs.
"Next time," I promised.
"Next time? When?"
"Yeah, I really want to ask you what you think I should do about the baby."
"Baaaaaaybeeeeeeeeeee?"
Tuesday August 4th The grotto
The grotto had been formed sometime long in the islands geological past. Eons of wave action had cut first a cave under the cliffs at the very easternmost end of the island, then later had collapsed a part of the cliff. What had been left was a small lagoon, completely surrounded by fifteen foot high mini cliffs except for a three foot wide angled cut that let the ocean in. Given that mom owned the complete eastern tip of the island it had been and still remained our private secret. We'd always called it the grotto.
"We're leaving our clothes on today," Mrs. Pemberton-Smith announced the second we'd climbed down the steps that had been hacked roughly out of the rocks a hundred years ago and found ourselves on the beach. It had been almost a week since we'd had our last 'date'. Since my visit to Emma's house the Wednesday before I'd gone out with Nancy on Thursday, had spend Friday sailing, had gone to a teenagers beach bonfire party Saturday, and had spent most of Sunday hanging with my mom. Of course I'd seen Emma but we hadn't exchanged more than a few words. Mind you she and mom had spent about an hour together huddled in conversation on the beach Sunday afternoon. Mom reported to me that my old babysitter had been very interested in the sex life of her old charge.
I'd called her Monday afternoon. "If you're not busy we could go to the grotto tomorrow," I'd offered. After a variety of excuses, weak ones that she clearly hoped I'd not accept, she'd agreed. Emma loved the grotto.
"Yes Emma," I agreed to her clothing demand, using a five year old boy's voice. The voice of my youth.
"You think you're funny, don't you." Emma was smiling.
Once I'd dropped the folding beach chairs, the towels, the diving equipment and other assorted beach items I'd toted onto the warm sand, I simply stood up and then quickly shucked my shorts.
"You're terrible. You said you wouldn't." But there was no anger in her words. And she clearly hadn't checked me down below before she'd spoken.
"It's your fault."
"Everything's my fault according to you." I didn't have to answer because her next words told me she'd finally let her eyes drop. "Ohhhh myyy Gaaawd!"
"What?" I asked innocently.
"You're ... you're shaved," she stammered out. She was staring now.
"She asked me to."
"Who did?"
"I didn't really want to."
"It looks ... I mean it makes you look like a... was it Mrs. Thomas?"
"Nancy," I said softly. Then I bent down and grabbed the tube of sunscreen. After undoing the top I offered it to her. "Would you like to do the honors?"
"Married women don't touch shaven penises of little boys," she answered dismissively.
"You used to when I was young."
"I did not."
"There's a picture of you in one of mom's old albums showing you putting sunscreen on me. It was taken right here and I was naked."
"Hah, how old were you?"
"And both you and mom were naked too."
"Your mom's a nudist," Emma shot back. But she was watching my hand as I spread a big gob of cream over my cock.
"Look who's talking. There's not a tan line anywhere on your body," I accused.
"In private only," Emma responded. "Why'd she want you to shave it anyway?"
"Some girl thing. Does it look stupid?" I asked as I held my cock up in my hand.
"Yes. And it's certainly bigger than it used to be."
"Do you think it's too big?" Emma looked away.
"Have you ever let Clark shave you?" Emma shook her head no. "Has he ever asked you to shave?" She again shook her head no but this time a lot less convincingly.
"Liar."
"I'm not."
"I was a little nervous when she had the razor in her hand," I admitted as I continued to hold my penis up.
"When did she do it?" Emma was still watching.
"Thursday night. It's already starting to grow again. It feels rough, itchy," I said as I ran my fingers across the stubble that had emerged above my cock.
"It does?" Emma was clearly interested.
"Here, touch it," I offered as I reached for her hand.
"I shouldn't ... what if--" she started but then stopped when her fingers touched my stomach. Curious, she couldn't stop her hand from doing a complete pass over the shaven area. Then a second. My cock was bobbing excitedly in the air.
"I've either got to shave it again or let it grow out. What do you think I should do?" I asked as her hand lingered. She shook her head in indecision.
"I brought some shaving cream and a razor," I said, then bent over and reached into my knapsack.
"You did? To the beach?"
"Do you want to watch?" She didn't answer but of course she did. Which we both knew. "I'll get wet first," I told her then ran into the warm water. A minute later I was back, dripping water. I sat on my towel and picked up the shaving cream.
"Do you want to have the honor of creaming me?" I asked as I held up the can. She was nodding her head no as I stuck the can of shaving cream into her palm. "You have to shake it first," I instructed.
"I know. I shave my legs, my underarms you doofus," she said as she started to shake the can. I lay back on my towel.
"Spray all around, everywhere."
The first spray, poorly aimed, splashed onto the inner part of my left thigh and down onto my balls. The second wasn't much more accurately delivered.
"It's in the way," Emma complained as she tried to use the can to move my penis, which was then fully erect and up against my stomach.
"Hold it out of the way," I suggested, feigning impatience. She looked for a second that she was going to say something, that she was going to refuse, but then instead tentatively moved her free hand toward my cock. Gingerly she grabbed it between her thumb and middle finger and slowly moved it to the side while aiming the shaving cream nozzle at the other side of my groin.
And that's the how and why of Mrs. Pemberton-Smith's first handling of the adult penis of Matthew Hopkins. Once started, a clearly fascinated Emma took her time applying the foamy white cream to my genitals. And before she'd finished the once tentative hold she'd had on me had turned into quite a firm palming. By the time she had finished a soapy Mr. Penis had felt more than ready to add his own foamy sperm to the mix. I did all I could to restrain him.
Emma pretended to have no interest in doing the actual shaving when I finally got around to asking her. "It's difficult to shave yourself, especially at this angle, I might cut myself," I'd complained as I offered her the razor.
"I don't want to ... it's really not right," the married woman replied as she accepted to razor, "but knowing you you'd probably cut it off." So again the young beauty took matters in hand so to speak, holding Mr. Penis both firmly and warmly, as she carefully shaved every little curling hair from my genitals.
I didn't cum during the procedure. I got very, very close but in the end I restrained myself. Somehow. Afterwards we swam together. And while we were frolicking in the gentle waves I managed to first, deftly remove her top, and then later her bottom.
She didn't really complain. And, once we were back on land and lying on our towels, it soon became clear that she welcomed the odd glance I tossed her way. In fact, instead of lying on her stomach she'd lain on her back. Nor did she complain when I rolled onto my side and simply looked down at her.
"So are you now finally ready to tell me about the married woman, the baby and why my marriage was to blame?" she finally asked.
"First I'm going to do something for my good buddy Clark," I answered.
"For Clark?"
"Something I know he's always wanted."
"What?" In answer I reached for the can of shaving cream.
"Oh no you're not." Emma, quick as a cat, tried to escape. I caught her left ankle at the last second. As she tried to squirm away I caught her other ankle.
"I don't want you to."
"It'll grow back."
Emma stopped struggling. Instead she lay back. "What'll Clark say?"
"Tell him you did it because you know he's going to win the Golf Championship this weekend." Clark, after beating me, had had to wait to find out his opponent in the finals. The match had now been set for the following Saturday. "That you love him so much that you wanted to inspire him to his greatest victory." I let go of Emma's legs as I spoke and reached again for the can. Instead of moving away she spread her legs wider.
"It's beautiful," I said as I placed myself on my knees between hers.
"What is?" she asked.
"Your blond curls, your pretty pink pussy," I answered as I ran my fingers lovingly through her pubic hairs.
"You'll have to be careful," she warned as I brought the can's nozzle to her sex. I aimed the first foamy emission right at the pink clitoris that was sitting erect in all its glory at the top of her exposed opening.
I was extremely careful. Softly, almost caressingly, I moved the razor over her silken skin. I used my free hand to protect her sex as the stainless steel blade cleared away, hair by hair, the blond jungle. While the blade worked its magic the middle finger of my other hand gently slid back and forth from her clitoris to the channel below. I caressed, I didn't penetrate.
Afterwards I lifted her up into my arms and waded out into the water.
"I look like a little girl," Emma complained minutes later when I'd finished washing the soapy lather from her body and we'd exited the sea.
"You look beautiful."
"What if Clark doesn't like it?" she asked as inspected herself, spreading the lips of her pussy as she looked down at it.
"He'll think he's made a hole-in-one," I said as I sat back down on my knees on the towel. "C'mon here, let me see it."
"See what?" she asked but she still walked over towards me, only stopping when her shaven mound was inches from my face.
I looked up into her eyes. Then back down. Then back up. "Closer," I ordered as I slid my hands up the outside of her legs, stopping only when I had both of her cheeks in my palms, She didn't resist as I pulled her shaven bareness against my face. Then I tasted her.
Some men don't like going down on a woman. Those are men who've never eaten someone like Emma. Fresh, clean, aromatic and moist, juicy pussy is a treat to all ones senses. A highly sexed man's touch and smell and sight and taste are all aroused when he sups between the legs of a beautiful woman.
My cock raged in impatience as I ate her.
Emma orgasm-ed quickly the first time. I kept eating and sucking and licking and tasting her until a second, a much more cataclysmic one, exploded outward from her center. Her cries of ecstasy echoed around between the cliffs as I lapped up her sexual emissions.
***
"We shouldn't have done that, it was wrong." Emma was lying on her back, legs splayed, the lips of her pussy engorged and open, her breath still coming in small, urgent gasps, when she said those words. The sweet aroma of her orgasm still hovered in the air.
"I'm married." I didn't answer, instead simply rocked back a little. I was still on my knees between her legs. "It was my fault as much as yours," she admitted. "Who taught you to do that anyway?" I let her talk.
"I'm lucky it was you. If it hadn't been I don't know what would have happened--" Her voice trailed off. Her eyes left mine and curved downward towards my cock.
"What do you think would have happened?' I encouraged.
"If you weren't my very best friend you would have done things ... I know you would have. Men things."
"What men things?" I asked as I slowly stroked my cock.
"Sex things," Emma finally answered. "With your cock ... your big, hard teenage cock."
"But I'm your friend," I protested.
"But what if I was Nancy? What would you have done if it had been Nancy lying here?"
"I'd never do the same thing to you that I'd do to Nancy," I said as I leaned over towards my love. Only when I was on my elbows and knees, my elbows planted on each side of Emma's chest, and with my face inches from hers, did I stop.
"You'd fuck Nancy, I know you would. Even if she didn't want you to it wouldn't matter. You're too strong, you'd force her to. You're a strong man. A girl could never stop you. You'd put your big cock deep inside of her and fuck her, wouldn't you? You'd make her beg for it. You could make me beg for it."
"If it was you I'd do this," I said as my lips slowly descended onto hers. "I'd kiss her and love her," I whispered into her mouth as our lips joined. It was one of those kisses that start soft and gentle but which suddenly become something else. For what seemed like minutes our mouths urgently dueled. Our tongues explored. We finally disengaged. Her breast was heaving. Her nipples were punching into my chest. My, cock, huge and hard, was trapped between our stomachs.
"Then what would you do?" she gasped out.
"I'd touch you," I answered as my hand sought out and then found her breast.
"And then what?" she demanded. She was squirming under me. My hand quickly slipped down onto her sex. Then inside. My married baby sitter groaned softly. Still moist from my earlier oral ministrations my finger easily slipped inside.
"Then you'd fuck her wouldn't you?"
"But you're not her," I answered as I slowly pulled my finger out.
"Most men wouldn't care. Real men like you would never stop. Your cock wouldn't let you." Her invitation was clear.
"She'd have to ask me."
"Ask you what?" she demanded. In answer I reached for her hand and forced it between our bodies and onto my cock.
"She'd have to ask you to fuck her? Is that it?" Her hand started to move over my shaft. And then I felt her position it at her moist opening.
"You'd have to ask me to be your lover," I whispered.
"You could just fuck me. You don't need my permission." As she talked she moved her body and squeezed my cockhead between her lower lips.
"I'd never force you, never," I promised Emma, then lowered my lips to hers. As we kissed I pulled my penis back, freeing my cock even as she tried to hold me close.
"Fuck me." It was a demand. Again her fingers captured me. I kissed her again. She rubbed my cock urgently, needily up and down her slit.
"I love you. Please Matt, make love to me ... pleeeeeease. Fuck your Emma."
A second later I was inside her. Slowly, unhurriedly, I filled her.
It was a slow lovemaking. Every nerve in our bodies ignited into a frenzy of demanding urgency. Even though already moist from my oral stimulation, she moaned as my size stretched her.
And then it just worked. For both of us. In a way that I'd never experienced before. And I knew without her saying a word that she was feeling exactly the same.
It wasn't fucking. Or simple penetration and pumping. It was love. It was two becoming one. It was cries of pleasure. It was a tight, moist, urgent joining. It was a spurting of life deep into the woman I loved. It was Emma's insides opening as they orgasm-ed, welcoming the seed that would produce our baby.
But it was a million other things. Indescribable things.
***
"It's still hard." I smiled in answer, then rolled our bodies so that she ended up on top of me. I was still fully erect and inside her.
"Now it's your turn to make love to me Mrs. Pemberton-Smith," I invited.
"Do you really want me too? Does my little boy want his babysitter to fuck him?" she asked as she sat up so she was straddling me. "Has Matty been a good little boy?" she asked as she slowly lifted her hips up until only my cockhead was inside her. Then, after another quick movement of her hips, I popped free. Her soft palm circled my sticky hardness.



"Does little Mr. Hopkins want Emma to kiss his cock?" I simply lay back, arms outstretched, and waited. I almost screamed when Emma's tongue moistly circled the purple bulb. Then she took him into her mouth. She took her time. She fondled my balls as she licked and sucked and kissed me. And all the while, between mouthfuls, she talked. Dirty talk. To both me and my penis.
And finally she sat back up and brought my penis back to her opening, to the opening that was still oozing out my first ejaculation. "Emma's going to fuck you now Matty, she's going to fuck you because you were always such a sweet little boy," she said as she lowered herself slowly down over the shaft. Then, once she'd been fully speared, she started to ride me.
***
"We can't ever do this again," Emma said softly some time later. We were entwined, and she was watching me as her cheek rested gently against my chest. One of her hands was lightly holding my flaccid cock. I was stroking her long blond curls. She was full of my sperm. In response to her words I mounted her a third time.
A half hour later we climbed up the grotto cliff and went home.
The next morning I walked through her front door at nine thirty. I found her in her bath. I climbed in.
"We weren't ever supposed to do this again, it's wrong," she said as I wrapped my arms around her.
"You're going to have my baby," I told her after we'd splashed half the tub water onto the bathroom floor during our lovemaking.
"I know," she answered.
We made love for the rest of the week. Right up until a half hour before the seven p.m. ferry carrying her husband and my mother landed. And we were standing shoulder to shoulder on the dock when mom and Clark hurried down the gangplank. Emma was full of my sperm. She was also pregnant with my baby.
I even said, and meant, some friendly words to Clark when he rushed up to his wife. Watching him hugging Emma I realized I no longer had any hard feelings towards the man I'd cuckolded. It didn't matter any more.
Later that evening, my mother and I, a wine bottle between us, sat talking on the beach until the sun came up.
"I'm too young to be a grandmother," she complained when I told her the news. But there was no doubt she was happy.
The Hopkins House, Monday August 10th
It was Monday afternoon. Clark had gone back to the city. Mom, who was taking a week of vacation, had stayed on the island. I'd been in Clark's bed since noon hour. With his wife. "Mom knows," I told Emma as we lay recovering from our latest coupling.
"You didn't tell her?"
"Uh huh. And she's expecting you to come to dinner tonight."
"Tonight? But what will I say?"
***
I could see that Emma was nervous when she arrived at our cottage just after seven. So I went outside to prepare the coals for the barbecue and let them talk.
When I came back inside twenty minutes later they were both smiling. I have no idea what they'd said to each other. But it turned into a great evening. The food was great and the conversation was just a warm, friendly continuation of the thousands we'd had over the years. We sipped wine. Told jokes and laughed. And later, Emma didn't protest when I put my arm around her as we sat nestled together on the couch.
And quite a while later, when Mrs. Pemberton-Smith suggested she'd probably better go home, mom poopaw-ed the idea. "Don't be silly. I'll leave you two alone; you certainly don't need an old woman getting in your way." Emma opened her mouth to protest but before she could get a word out mom was gone.
"I can't stay!" Emma protested.
I carried her to my bedroom. Our lovemaking that night was relatively noisy. "Don't make so much noise," Emma cautioned me more than once. "We'll wake her."
But I'd never been more excited. Fucking Emma while knowing that my mother, separated from us by a thin wall, could hear everything we did. And besides, it was Emma who made most of the noise.
At about eight-thirty the next morning there was a knock on the bedroom door. Mom had a full tray in her hands. Breakfast in bed was served.
And so Emma moved in with us. During the week that is. She spent her nights in my bed, moaning out her pleasure as mom slept in the next room. During the days the three of us sunbathed and swam at either the pool or the grotto, and even late at night we skinny dipped in the ocean in the darkness.
Two weeks later I left the island to get prepared for university. We didn't make any promises. "You be good," were the last words she whispered to me as we stood at the base of the gangway. There was a tear sliding down Emma's cheek.
Nine Months Later: April 27th 2010
I'd just walked out of my second to last final when my cell phone started to vibrate. I smiled when I saw who was calling. "Hey mom, are you checking up on me already? I told you, this one was going to be a piece of cake. I aced it."
"My labor's started."
"WHAAAAT! Where are you? Are you okay? I thought it wasn't supposed to be until next week."
"I'm fine. I'm on my way to the hospital. Mr. Williams offered me a ride."
I looked at my watch. "I'm on my way ... I'll be there by three," I promised. I'd already started to run across the quad before I'd got the words out.
"Don't you dare speed," mom warned as I rushed up the stairs towards my residences front door. Ten minutes later I was roaring out of the parking lot on my motorcycle. Two hours and thirty-seven minutes later I pulled up in front of the Brigham and Women's Hospital. Five minutes later I was holding my mother's hand.
"You made it!" mom said the second she saw me. I couldn't miss the relief in her face.
"You thought I was going to miss the birth of my sister?"
"What about your last exam?" she asked.
"It's not til next Monday," I told her. Fuck, who cared when this was going on. Mom's gynecologist had been dubious when mom had told her months earlier that she wanted her son to attend the birth. In fact she told mom that it would be very unusual, that usually only father's were allowed to attend. 'The father's a bum', mom had responded. 'It's Matthew who's going to help me raise my daughter'.
So, two hours after arriving at the hospital, scrubbed up and wearing a hospital gown, I watched my sister, an extraordinarily beautiful baby, slip out of my mother and enter the world. Belinda Emma Hopkins weighed eight pounds and three ounces and was crying when the doctor placed her in my arms. She stopped immediately when I cuddled her up against me. She got the Belinda from mom's grandmother, Emma of course from you know who.
Minutes later, with mom and I still grinning like crazed fools and holding hands, we watched as they carried little Belle from the room. "So I guess you did beat Emma after all," I congratulated mom.
"And she was due a week before me," mom agreed proudly.
"Emma Pemberton-Smith?" mom's gynecologist asked.
Mom nodded. Mom and Emma had used the same gynecologist and had spent all sorts of time together over the previous six months. They'd actually made a bet on who would produce first.
Doctor Welles started to laugh. "They just pulled in an hour ago. You didn't beat her by much Ms. Hopkins."
'No way," I exclaimed.
Fifteen minutes later, after I'd accompanyed mom back to her room, I went looking for Emma. Within minutes I found Clark, gowned and looking forlorn as he sat alone in a hospital waiting room.
"You're mother delivered?" he asked when he recognized me. I nodded. "Everything okay?"
"Perfect," I agreed as I sat next to him. It took him a second but he finally noticed the gown.
"You were there?" I nodded again.
"Emma wants me to be there too," he said dubiously.
"That's great."
"I'm not going. I can't. I thought I could but there's no way. I'll be sick ... I'll screw up the whole thing ... I've been worrying about it for weeks." We talked for ten minutes. Or at least he talked at me. Explanations. Excuses. I even heard how he'd fainted the last time he'd been in the hospital. "She's going to be pissed ... I know she is," he said. As he mulled over the possibilities, trying to weigh the advantages and disadvantages of attending or not attending the answer suddenly hit him.
"You could do it! With your mask and gown on who the hell is going to notice the difference?" I told him I didn't think it would work. "Emma's delivering a baby. The doc and nurses are delivering it. How much attention do you think they'll be paying you," he argued. I lifted my eyes to the sky. It didn't faze him at all. "Fuck Matt, you've got to help me. I'll owe you big time if do this little thing for me. Christ Matty," he begged, "I'll even let you win if we play in the Club Championship this year."
I eventually agreed. But my motivation had nothing to do with golf. Clark's last words of advice to me were, "If anyone talks to you or asks a question just mumble." Yeah right. Mind you it was I who'd impregnated his wife so I guess it wasn't too much to ask.
Of course both Emma and the doctor immediately recognized me. I just help up my hands in a helpless gesture and didn't say a word. Five minutes later, Anne Isobel Kruger Pemberton-Smith made her appearance in the world. The Isobel was in honor of my mom. The little imp smiled when she was put in her father's arms. Emma smiled. The doctor looked at me as if she had a hundred questions for me.
"It's a long story," I told her, then handed the baby to her mother and left the room to tell Clark he had a beautiful and healthy daughter.
"They thought you were me?" he asked hopefully.
"No problem bro," I answered, gave him a quick high five, then I went to look to see how my mom was doing.
July 25th 2010 Hopkins Island
Mom and I didn't go to the island until late July this year. I'd rushed back to school after the births and then had written my final exam before returning to the city. Mom hadn't wanted to leave the city until she was pretty sure every little thing was okay. So I'd got a job, a trainee thing one of my great uncles had arranged with one of the city's private bankers and had spent most of May, June and July happily toiling away during the day and then returning every night to mom and my new sibling. When mom finally decided she was ready to go to the island I gave my notice and went with her.
I hadn't seen Emma since the day of my daughter's birth. She'd spent May with her mother-in-law before she'd gone to the island where her mom and sister had been eagerly awaiting her.
***
"Hey you," I heard from behind and to my left as I walked in the front door. I'd just got back from a quick grocery trip into town. Mom and I had arrived on the noon hour ferry. I turned. She was more beautiful than ever.
"Maybe you haven't heard yet ... I had a baby," Emma says.
"You did? You know, I thought I'd heard something to that effect."
"Uh huh. This is she."
"She's almost as beautiful as her mom," I said as I put my arm around Emma while I lightly caressed the hair of three month old Anne Isobel Kruger Pemberton-Smith.
"Ha! I'm old and fat, and my breasts are--"
"Perfect," I said reverentially. "And bigger too, which is good," I complimented as I ogled Emma's chest.
"Men!" Emma scoffed.
"They have one track minds ... breasts, breasts, breasts," mom offered from across the room. But before Emma could agree my lips were on hers.
Emma ate with us that night. Clark was still in town and not due on the island for another three days. And during dinner I learned that he'd never owned up to not having been in the delivery room.
"You should hear him," Emma confided over dinner, laughing as she told us the story. "He's now able to give a second by second description of the most harrowing and exciting experience in his life." Mom and I laughed. "He'll probably even tell it to you Matt. I think he's told it so many times now that he believes it."
Both mothers fed their babies during the meal. Then they did it again later as we sat talking in the living room. My mother had not an ounce of shyness in her. "It's the most natural thing in the world, that's why god designed them this way," my mother had told me her first day back from the hospital. And since that first day she'd never showed any embarrassment when she'd fed my sister in front of me.
Emma, clearly not as confident, had looked at me worriedly when mom had first bared herself that night. "They're just boobs Emma," mom challenged. "Besides, you're boyfriend spent the first six months of his life sucking from them."
"But not from mine," Emma said shyly even as she brought her daughter to her chest. "And he's not my boyfriend."
"Leave some for me," I advised my daughter.
"There's none for you Matthew Hopkins," Mrs. Pemberton-Smith advised firmly.
As it turned out I drank from the full breasts of the lovely Emma the next afternoon. Deeply. The three of us had been sitting naked, cross-legged on the sun mats as the two babies suckled at their mother's teats. With baby Anne at her mother's left nipple I dipped my head and captured her right one.
"You're so bad," she complained even as her hand moved to support my head. "What will your mom think?"
In fact Mom seemed quite happy about it. But she did warn Emma, "Watch out Ems, when he was a little baby once he'd latched on he wouldn't let go."
Later, while the two babies rested in their bassinets, and while mom lay tanning on the opposite bank, I made love to Emma for the first time in almost twelve months.
The days and weeks that followed settled into an easy routine for the five of us - Emma spent most of her time with us during the week and then she'd disappear back to Clark for the weekends. I spent my weekends with mom and sis or with the kids I'd grown up with.
Strangely I found that the dislike I'd always had of Clark had disappeared. Nor was I jealous of the weekends Emma spent with him. For now I needed him to be a loving father for my daughter.
I played Clark in the quarter-finals of the Club Championship. I killed him. He winked at me afterwards. Did he really think he'd let me win?
The summer passed. Too quickly.
It was only near the end of August that we talked about the future. "So how many kids are we going to have?" I asked her one afternoon. We were alone in the grotto. We were naked. We'd just made love.
"Clark wants to have at least three," Emma answered. "Every two years or so."
"So you and I will have to do something about that next summer?"
"If you don't find some young college girlfriend and forget me," she challenged.
I reassured her.
***
"So who is the father of your mom's child?" Emma asked another afternoon that last week of our summer stay on the island.
"Do you think she'd tell me?"
"I thought she told you everything." Emma had been subtly trying to get the info from mom for weeks.
"I think it might have been that weird guy, that ex-cop, the guy she was dating a year or so ago," I suggested.
"Trudi's aunt thinks it might have been the same man who fathered you. Did she ever tell you who your father was?" I shook my head no. Like Emma I too had heard the various rumors and gossip that had swirled around my parentage as I'd grown up.
"But I do know with one hundred percent certainty that Belle's father isn't my father."
"She told you that?" I nodded. "They're going to be best friends all their life aren't they?" I knew Emma was asking about Belle and Izzy.
"They'll be sharing birthday parties for the next twenty years."
"Do you think you're mom will want to have another baby?"
"She told me last night she wants at least one more," I confided to my love.
"So we'll be at least seven, and eight if I have three."
I kissed her.
"Are we ever going to get married Matt?"
"Of course we are," I answered.
Emma took the ferry back to the city the next day. I think, somewhere deep inside her, that Emma already knows the truth. I think maybe she always has.
I know we'll talk about it next year. If we're all eventually going to live together she'll have to know.
THE END
Thanks for reading my little tale. Please take the few extra seconds required and click one of the voting stars. Most of LITEROTICA'S authors are unpaid -- they're working for both their personal enjoyment and even more so for the entertainment of their readers. Sending us feedback, through either the voting stars or by also sending us a comment, is the main motivational force that keeps us writing.
I'd also love to hear back from readers as to whether they'd like to read the untold story that lurked within this one. It exists in my mind but as of yet is unwritten. It's the story of Matt's mother... and Belle's father.
Thank you, jim scouries



        

  
    "We'll Do Your Mom First," I Said
  
  "We'll Do Your Mom First," I Said

        Two virgins decide to seduce their moms.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/well-do-your-mom-first-i-said

Title: "We'll Do Your Mom First," I Said

Author: scouries

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Two virgins decide to seduce their moms.

Tags: virgin, mother, son, mother/son, threesome, first time




This is my second Summer Lovin' Contest Entry. It is you, the readers, who'll decide the eventual winners with your votes. And please note: voting on erotic stories has been clinically proven to improve your sex life.
It is an INCEST category story that involves mother/son, consensual sex. All sexual activity described only includes people eighteen years of age and older. If this is not what you were looking for please click away.
This story is significantly longer than a usual scouries tale -- it simply refused to end until it was good and ready. If you can't finish it in one sitting you can temporarily save it as a FAVORITE story so that you can find it again easily. ENJOY!
Late May 2010
"I've decided, we'll do your mom first, then we'll do mine," I told Kevin as I leaned over and clicked a key on his computer. A millisecond later the movie we'd been watching, a movie featuring an impossibly well endowed blond being fucked both anally and vaginally by two uniformed policemen, disappeared from the screen and was replaced by a picture of Kevin's mother.
Both of us had been sitting against the headboard of his bed, with the computer between us, as we stroked our cocks.
"Put the movie back on," my best friend ordered.
"I want to fuck your mom, not some porn star," I answered as I sat up and brought my engorged cock towards the screen and the picture of his mom that filled it.
"You're fucking sick," he said but his hand hadn't stopped moving over his virgin, eighteen year old cock. I hit another key and a second picture of his mom appeared. This one was an 'up her skirt' shot that I'd managed to surreptitiously snap a couple of weeks earlier.
"Where'd you get that?" he demanded as his eyes slid up his mom's legs to the triangle of white panty showing at their juncture. I laughed, then blocked his view as I touched the spot he was staring at with the tip of my cock. The drop of precum that had already formed slid onto the screen.
"You asshole, you'll ruin my computer," he complained as he watched the cum ooze slowly down the screen.
"Maybe I'll impregnate it and father a little notebook," I said, then laughed and shook my cock at him.
"You're a fucking idiot." Kevin was still stroking himself. We both froze when a second later we heard a knock on his bedroom door. It had to be his mom.
"Boys... boys?" The call, muffled by the door, came seconds later. Kevin, already out of the bed, was struggling to pull on the pair boxer shorts he'd dropped on the floor just minutes earlier.
"Kevin? William?"
I walked towards the door, my cock in hand. Kevin, shaking his head wildly, was looking at me in horror. "Don't!" he cried.
"Mrs. White?" I asked through the door.
"I didn't want to disturb you boys Will, I know you're studying," my friend's mother apologized. "But I was just wondering if you'd like another piece of apple pie and a glass of milk."
"Yes, please, I'd love a piece of your pie ... so would Kev," I answered. My hand was now flying over my cock.
Kevin, across the room, was still shaking his head in despair. His penis, fully erect, shorter perhaps than mine, but still well above average, was sticking out of the slit in his shorts.
"Okay, I'll be right back," Kev's thirty-four year old mom promised. My cock started to spurt as I listened to her words. Thick strands of sperm arched upwards and out before finally landing on the back of the bedroom door.
"You're fucking crazy. Christ, she'll see it, smell it," he croaked as he pulled his jeans up his legs.
"I'd like to put some of this in her hot and hairy little momma's pie," I answered as I trailed a finger through my cum and then held it up in the air.
"Get dressed ... clean it up," he begged as he threw me my boxers.
"She's going to be our first," I insisted as we waited for his mom to return with the goodies.
"You're a fucking pervert," Kevin answered.
"Somebody has to be our first."
"Retard. Have you by any chance ever heard the word incest?"
"It won't be incest when my cock's inside her," I said with a leer as I ran my hand suggestively over the front of my pants.
"She's my mother!"
"That's why I'm going to let you go first."
"What!"
"But when we get to my mom I'll go first."
"Your mom! You are so fucking sick."
"Well who do you want to fuck then?" And of course Kevin had no answer to that one. I pressed on. "C'mon Kev, you read the study ... you know the first two or three weeks we're up there are going to make or break us."
"We have all summer to get ready, to find someone to teach us," he protested.
"So where do we start then? Who on your list do you think you'll be able to get to help us?" I challenged.
"Yeah, but what about my dad? And yours?"
We'd both pulled on t-shirts and shorts and were sitting at the long table that sat under his bedroom window, and which we used as a work desk, when his mother, toting a fully laden tray, finally reappeared. I knew we'd be continuing the conversation later.
Mrs. White was hot! A true MILF! Really she was far too young to be the mother of an eighteen year old. As fifteen year old Michelle Thomas, a neighbor of the Whites, she had ended up the prime baby sitter of Kevin's older half sisters when Mr. White's first wife had died some twenty years ago.
The eight and nine year old girls, bereft after the loss of their mother, had latched onto Michelle immediately and would cling to her desperately at the first sign that she was about to leave. Apparently the then forty-five year old Mr. White had too because just weeks after her sixteenth birthday young Michelle was walking down the aisle to be married. Kevin, "in uterus" at the time, was present at the ceremony.
He was their only child but against all odds the marriage had gone along famously. My parents had moved in two houses down from the Whites when I was three. And so we had become best friends.
Kev and I grew up nerds. Boys who'd been oblivious to the charms of the other sex as we'd studied our way through high school. Until, that is, our cocks started to grow. And spurt.
The two best students in our school, already pre-accepted into Princeton before our senior year had even started, socially incompetent but relatively happy, had suddenly been thrust unprepared into the world of cocks and cum and cunts.
Our senior year had been disastrous -- week after week and month after month of uncertainties, rejections and self doubt. If we hadn't had each other I don't know what would have happened.
Hey look, I'm not stupid. It's impossible for a teenager to be ignorant of sex these days. Just turn on your computer! So, on a theoretical basis, we should have been prepared. And we were. We knew all the moving parts of women. We knew exactly what was happening to our bodies. We knew about sperm count. About shaven pussies. We'd studied tables and graphs published on the internet that showed the range of sizes of the human penis. We'd compared the slow but steady progress of our respective penile growth to those tables. We'd seen a hundred movies that demonstrated just about every sexual coupling imaginable. We knew it all.
But until the testosterone starts to flow that's all it is. Theoretical. But then it's not! It's all encompassing as soon as that sexual chemical tap is turned on. An emotional whirlwind that you find you have no way to control. Your thinking brain suddenly becomes trumped by the small reptilian brain that lies deep in the heart of it. A brain that sends blood rushing into your cock at the first sniff of a woman.
But of course neither of us had any ability to communicate with members of the opposite sex. None at all! Our supposed brilliant minds, minds that had easily delivered SAT scores in the top percentile, turned to mush the second an attractive female came within twenty feet of us. Womanless, we became serial masturbators and wet dreamers. Big cocked horny nerds who used their hands as sorry imitations of the real thing.
And so, in desperation, one rainy Friday night in late April, as we had sat commiserating with each other over another dateless weekend, we'd decided that we had to make an action plan. That if we didn't want to be losers the rest of our lives we'd better do something about it.
The first thing we'd done was simply write off the rest of our senior high school year. We knew there was no way to undo the previous four years. Instead we decided to use the four months we had left preparing for the fall and our new lives in faraway Princeton. Where nobody would know us or our high school reputations and where we could start over.
But start over as what? And how does one go about changing? We spent the first few weeks doing research and almost immediately found our first nugget of hope. Our problem turned out to be not that unusual. It turned out to be not only a common affliction but also one that a hell of a lot of men had written about later in their lives.
Again and again we found bios of successful men that reported that they'd suffered through their high school years only to be saved by somehow transforming themselves before they'd arrived at college. But that was the key that they all reported - the first few weeks of your university years offered a door of opportunity that might never reappear. Fuck those weeks up and you were probably fucked for the next four years. Initial impressions were damn hard to change.
So we read what other men had done. And how they'd done it. We found a hundred different suggestions that over the ensuing weeks we tried to distill into a coherent action plan. We finally boiled it down to three jobs:
1) Make an "Honest Assessment" of yourself.
2) Set "Attainable Goals".
3) Write an "Action Plan".
And so we'd both tried. I can tell you that it's not that easy. You're one of maybe two million male high school seniors in the country. Where do you stand in the group? What are the strengths of William Harold Sommers, an eighteen year old high school senior? I knew what I looked like but to tell you the truth had no real idea of how other people saw me.
I was six foot, one inch tall that spring and at just under one hundred and seventy pounds I felt myself too thin. Neither Kevin nor I had played organized sports much growing up but I'd swum a lot in the summers. I wasn't in terrible shape.
My hair was a mess -- even I recognized that the long, matted, usually uncombed nest of hair that lived on my head and tumbled down onto my shoulders wasn't anywhere close to being in style.
Kevin and I weren't great dressers! To say the least. No shots of us were going to appear in GQ. Hoodies and jeans were our norm.
My cock was largish -- I'd measured it enough over the previous couple of years and then compared it 'cock size' numbers I'd found on the internet to know that. In fact it could more fairly be described as very big. So that was an asset but how do you translate that into sexual success if no one will talk to you?
And after you've finished with outward appearance you get to the hard stuff. Why can't you talk to girls? Why do you get so nervous? How do you improve? Where do you learn about kissing?
In the end we finally boiled it down to the following three categories (and subcategories) we'd have to concentrate on. Later we'd penciled in various suggestions on how to do it.
A) Improve our appearance.
1 Body -- weightlift? muscles? posture
2 Clothes -- Ashley knows about clothes. will she help? cost?
3 Hair -
B) Communication skills -- Learn to talk to girls. how?
C) Sexual Techniques
1 Learn to dance -- hire a professional? from where? Natalie from strip club?
2 Kissing -- who could teach us?
3 Touching, arousing - study sex manuals? practical experience?
4 Lose our virginity -- professional call girl?
So we sorta knew what areas we had to attack. We had a starting point. Mind you we weren't that confident of success. But it was better than nothing.
We bought a set of weights and set them up in Kev's basement the day after we'd finalized our plan. Every afternoon thereafter we'd gone down and lifted.
Our second step was to convince my sister to help. Fixing our appearance seemed vital.
Early June 2010 Ashley
"You asked them what?" my sister asked. I could hear that she was pissed off that I hadn't asked her first. I'd hoped she would be.
"You're my sister. Besides I know you're way, way too busy for something like this."
"And they're not?"
I'd caught my sister's two best friends, Caitlyn and Brianna, like her, high school sophomores, alone earlier that afternoon and had asked them to help me. It was an important step in the detailed plan we'd worked out for the transformation of Kevin and I from nerdish, high school social misfits into suave, desirable, sexy college freshmen. Don't they say that clothes make the man?
"Do you think they know more about clothes than I do?" Sis was reacting exactly as I'd surmised. She was vital to the plan and not only because she had a better sense of style than any other girl in the school. It was also vital because we needed her salesmanship to convince our parents to finance the transformation.
I'd known we needed her one hundred percent onside and I'd finally decided that the oblique approach just might work best. Which was why I'd started by approaching her friends first.
Ashley Sommers, sixteen and only a sophomore, my sister, was the most popular girl in the school. And even though she was smart and beautiful, it was her personality that was her greatest selling point. A cheerleader and A student, there had been serious rumblings that spring that she, only going into her junior year, should run for student council president. She's eventually politely demurred but almost everyone thought she would have won if she'd tried.
I'd heard it opined more than once over the years that it was incredible that a girl like her was related to someone as socially incompetent as I. Someone had even asked me once if I'd been adopted.
"It wouldn't be fair to you ... you're too busy Ash. Besides you don't want to spend your time dressing me."
"Gawd, I wish you'd asked me a year ago. You ... you and Kevin look like--" She didn't finish her sentence. But I knew what she was thinking. Having an older brother around who dressed like a bum couldn't have been pleasant for any teenage high school girl.
"I know I'm not the best dresser—"
"You're the about the wor--" she started to say but then stopped before finishing, her inherent niceness not allowing her to finish.
"I just thought I should try to start on a better footing at College. I was looking at the Princeton site the other day and there weren't many students who dressed like--"
"Thank god for that," my sister interrupted as she raised her eyes to the sky. "Now let's go look at your clothes." My sister, when properly motivated, was a take charge kind of person.
"You'll help me?"
"Of course I'll help you, I'm your sister aren't I?" she answered, an answer that was voiced in a teenage girls exasperated tone. "Now c'mon," she ordered as she pulled me down the hall towards my room.
"Shouldn't we wait for Brianna and Caitlyn?"
"No! I'll do the preliminary scouting today and then tomorrow after school the five of us will have a council of war." Ashley was definitely going to be in charge!
"We will?"
"Yes, and tell Kevin he better be there too. No, I'll tell him myself," she said ominously as she marched past me into my bedroom. Which was pretty messy. It always was but that day I'd made it especially so. Ashley's head had already started shaking back and forth in dismay before she was half way across the room. I simply waited silently in the doorway as she started her inspection.
She opened my cupboard door first. She moved a few hangers back and forth before she slowly backed away. She was still shaking her head. Then she started in on my chest of drawers. Rifled through my t-shirts and sweaters and socks and hoodies before she finally got to my underwear.
"Well," I finally asked, "do you think that at least we have a good base to start from? That you'll be able to come up with something?"
"Yes Will, it's going to be sooooo easy."
I was smiling inside but successfully hid it when I asked back in my most dubious tone, "It will be?"
"Yes my dear Will," and now I heard the sarcasm, something my sweet sister wasn't known for, "once the bonfire has died down we will then proceed to--"
"Bonfire?" I was laughing inside now!
"Do you think that there's one piece of cloth in this sad excuse for a room that should be transported over five hundred miles to one of America's finest institutions of higher learning?"Ashley was firing on all cylinders now!
"What about my sweatshirts?"
"Hoodies," she started, and before continuing she kicked the one I'd purposely left in the middle of my bedroom floor, "are not a fashion statement."
"At least my underwear's okay isn't it?"
"Well it might Will, it might be if said undergarments weren't full of holes and of a sickly gray color." Again I'd cleverly left my worst two pairs of underpants on top of the pile in the drawer. Ones that I'd been planning to throw out.
"Now let's go over to Kevin's," she ordered as she swept back by me and out into the hall. I scurried after.
"Kevin's? Today? We're already finished here? Don't you have to make a list or something?"
Ashley simply continued on her way without answering. I pumped my fist in the air as I rushed after her.
As we walked out the door I asked to her back, "How much do you think I'm going to have to spend anyway? As much as five hundred bucks?" It was another question I'd prepared for my sister. It brought her to a sudden halt.
"Are you on drugs?"
"Less than that then?" I said hopefully.
"I'll never understand how you got accepted into a university of that caliber." Ashley's sarcasm was gone, replaced now by the sad acceptance that her brother was hopeless.
"More?"
"Will, to even get you to the minimum, the very minimum required," and here Ashley's voice emphasized the word minimum, "will cost at least ten thousand dollars and probably cost closer to twenty."
I put my most shocked look on my face. "Twentyyyyyyy thousand?" I screeched. "You're nuts."
For seconds my sister stared at me, her disbelief of her brother's ignorance unhidden. I said nothing. Finally, slowly, her expression turned from hopelessness to determination.
"What do you think I spend on clothes every year," she finally asked.
I pretended to think it over before answering. "A thousand?" I finally offered tentatively. Ashley shook her head. "Higher?" She nodded yes. "Two?" Ash pointed here finger upwards. "Not as much as three?" the finger stayed pointed up. I jumped to five thousand with my next guess. Her finger stayed pointing up.
"That's impossible, no one spends that much."
Exasperation bloomed back into sis's face. "How much do you think these shoes cost?"
I pretended to examine them. "Forty bucks."
"Over two hundred," sis answered. "And my skirt?"
I pretended I knew something about skirts and quickly answered, "I know they're about twenty-five," I said confidently, "I saw one just like that in Target last week."
"You did not see one like this in Target!" Sis's gnashing of her teeth made her hard to understand. "And what about my underwear?" she finally spat out.
"Like your bra and panties?" She nodded yes. "Well I got a six pack of Fruit of the Loom for seven dollars last month. So maybe double that if you include the bra ... so what, fourteen bucks divided by six, probably two, two dollars fifty for both."
From the look on her face I knew the plan was working. Slowly, her frustration clear, she spoke, "THE... BRA... AND ... PANTIES...I'M...WEARING... COST... OVER ... SEVENTY ... DOLLARS." If anyone had been within fifty yards of us they would have heard her.



"No way! That's nuts," I said, then turned and started towards Kevin's.
"THEY DO!" she yelled at my back as she started after me. I turned and waited.
"Really?"
"Yes."
"But how can they afford you? How'll they ever be able to afford twenty thousand for me?"
"Do you know how much your father makes as a lawyer every year?" I did but wasn't going to tell her. "Or what mom makes as a University Professor? Do you know what Dad pays for one of his suits?"
""Two, three hundred?"
"Twelve hundred minimum. And he has over twenty. And he has ten pairs of dress shoes.
And they're worth at least two hundred each." Ash was on a roll again. "Do you know what silk ties cost?"
"But still, you wouldn't spend all that money for a guy going to college would you?"
"Do you honestly believe your parents want you to be wandering around Princeton, New Jersey, dressed like a bum and wearing underwear that cost you one dollar a pair?"
"But what about Kevin?" I asked as we turned onto his front walk.
"He lives in a house worth almost a million dollars. His dad's Vice-President of Marketing for a Fortune 500 company." I didn't know how Ashley knew these things but she did.
Mrs. White was always delighted to see my sister. Since neither Kevin nor I had ever brought females around the White's house, Ashley, and her friends, whenever available, had always been welcomed. And my sister had always showed every sign of being as delighted to see Kevin's mother as she was to see her. And so, they spent the next ten minutes together in the kitchen, discussing everything under the sun but the matter at hand while I looked on silently. Female talk. Completely incomprehensible.
After Ashley had finished a piece of chocolate cake and a glass of milk, an offering I'd refused, she announced the purpose of her trip. "I've been retained by Kevin and my brother to assess their wardrobes in light of their impending relocation to university life. To evaluate their present holdings and jettison that which isn't appropriate and recommend what they're going to need to buy. Brianna and Caitlyn are going to help me."
It took a second or two for Kevin's mom to decipher Ashley's words but as soon as she did her face lit up. "Oh Ashley, I've tried to get Kevin out to the clothing stores for months, he and your brother are impossible."
"Most of Will's underwear has holes in it," my sister confided.
"And those awful things with hoods," Mrs. White said with a grimace.
"We're really going to need your help Mrs. White," sis implored. I knew I'd won! Leaving the two women to conspire together I wandered up to my pal's room. Mind you I didn't warn him of the coming visit. They rolled through it ten minutes later. Kevin's wardrobe was as harshly panned as mine had been.
Ashley and I of course were invited to join the Whites for dinner that night. In a concerted, clearly planned effort, my sister and Mrs. White dominated the conversation with a critique of the wardrobes of Kevin and yours truly. By the end of the meal they'd also obtained a carte blanche from Mr. White to spend all that was needed to ensure that his son would be as well dressed as any student at Princeton. He seemed amused by the whole thing.
Later, after sis and I had arrived home, Ashley disappeared into the den where mom and dad were reading. Five minutes later the three marched into my room. Ashley led them around, holding up various items for them to see as she moved from drawer to cupboard. I had to suffer hearing her running commentary on my complete lack of fashion sense for the third time that day. She also made it clear that my parents had to shoulder a large portion of the blame.
"It's bad enough in high school dad, but do you want Will wandering around one of America's greatest universities, a place where he's supposed to make business and social contacts for life, in ten dollar blue jeans with holes in the knee and a stained orange hoodie?" she asked as she held up the offending garment.
Dad, shaking his head, clearly didn't.
"Would you have even gone out with dad if he'd been dressed like that mother?" She asked my mom.
When Ashley finally led dad away to work up a 'Will going to college clothing budget' mom stayed behind. She actually apologized for her inattentiveness even as she lectured me on the horrid state of my clothes.
My Mother
Ashley had inherited her beauty from my mom. Laura Cummings had been an eighteen year coed when she'd met dad, who was a first year law student and four years older than her, at a frat party during October of her frosh year.
According to the oft repeated family history, my father took about two minutes to fall in love. Mom lasted until Thanksgiving weekend when she took him home to meet her parents. Like Kevin, I too was growing in my mother's belly when my grandfather walked his daughter down the aisle eight months later.
When Kevin and I had sat down and started our planning for our 'rebirth' one of the first tasks we'd posed ourselves was to, 'list in order of preference, the 20 best looking women you know (and who you'd most like to have sex with)'.
But before we'd actually sat down and made our individual lists we'd talked about the characteristics we'd like in our preferred sexual partners. To be honest we started out pretty hopelessly given neither of us had been on a date before or even knew that many girls to even talk to.
So our points of reference were few and far between. Movie stars. Porn stars. Some rock singers. Girls in our class. Teachers. Our mothers. My sister and her friends. And when we made our lists neither of us was able to even get up to twenty.
By the end of the process my mother ended up thirteenth on Kevin's list. Ashley ended up tenth. I knew they would have ended up much higher if he hadn't been embarrassed to have my family members on his list. He didn't list his mom. At least not on his official list.
His mother was number nine on my list. Behind our schools head cheerleader, Lady Gaga, and a movie actress among others. Neither my sister nor my mom appeared on my official list although I did list Ashley's friend Caitlyn number ten.
However, on my secret list, the list I never showed Kevin, his mother was number one, my mother number two and Ashley number four. Which I knew was a bit strange. Which is why I hadn't shown it to him.
And so, when my mom had sat down next to me on my bed after dad and Ashley had disappeared to organize the financial end of the deal, I had already begun to consider her as something else besides a mom. I'd become aware of her breasts. Of her lips. Of her long, silky hair. I'd also, and again I'd never told Kevin this, rummaged through my mom's underwear. Her bras. Her panties. I'd done things with said panties... bad things while they were wrapped around my cock ...
"I probably don't really need all those clothes," I started.
"Of course you do darling," my mother said as she put an arm around me.
"You shouldn't have to pay for me."
"Ashley's right, I never should have let it get this far. Your clothes are an embarrassment. To all of us."
"I can use some of the money I've saved," I offered.
"You will not use one cent of your money." It was delivered in a tone that brooked no argument.
"It'll probably just be a waste anyway. I'm a loser." I'd decided to play the pity card.
"Yeah, like losers get accepted into Princeton," my mother scoffed. I knew my mom, a Professor of Philosophy at our state university, wasn't going to be easily swayed by whining. Still, I figured I'd try a little.
"I can't even get a date. Look at me."
"You're handsome," she protested.
"I'm hopeless."
"It'll be different when you get to university," mom promised, then added, "Ashley's so right about the clothes though, I should have thought of it before." Ashley was getting the credit for my plan.
"I can't even open my mouth when a girl gets within ten feet of me."
Mom laughed but as she did she put her arm around me. "Boys are always slower. You should see my first year classes. For the first two months I can't get a boy to say a word."
"You can't?"
"Then I can't get them to shut up."
"Did you like university? Were you scared when you left home?"
"Everyone is honey," she answered as she tousled my hair. "You'll love it. They'll be the best years of your life."
"Maybe," I said dubiously.
"You're becoming a handsome young man Will," mom said as she lifted the hair falling over my forehead and combed it back with her hand.
"Yeah right."
"You are you know. It's sneaking up on you."
"It's not sneaking up very fast," I complained. But I said it with a smile.
"You know, you're even better looking that your daddy was when I met him."
"No way."
"Uh huh. Taller. Cuter. They'll be falling at your feet the second you get to Princeton."
"Even if they do I won't know what to do with them."
"You know Will, I have a sneaking suspicion you're going to know exactly what to do with them." Mom then leaned over, gave me a quick motherly kiss on my lips and then was up and gone.
I dreamt of mom that night. She was naked. She was crying out my name in ecstasy as my penis spurted inside her.
The idea had been slowly growing in my mind since we'd made our action plan -- who better than mom and Mrs. White to teach us about sex? Would it be so wrong to lose our virginity to the two women who loved us most?
The Girls: Shopping for Clothes
My sister was not one to sit on her heels. At four o'clock the next afternoon she, Brianna and Caitlyn were sitting on our living room couch. All three had legal pads dangling on their knees and a pen in hand. Two measuring tapes sat on the coffee table before them. On top of about twenty men's fashion magazines. All three had serious, 'I'm all business' looks on their faces.
Kevin's and my mom were hovering in the background. Meanwhile he and I were standing uncomfortably in front of them. We were both starting to regret our plan.
"We'll have to get your measurements first," my sister announced to the room. "Take off your shirts," she ordered.
"Our shirts?" Kev asked. Ashley ignored him as she handed Brianna one of the tape measures and Caitlyn the other. A minute later, two shirtless eighteen year olds were standing embarrassed in front of the eyes of five women. We were both slouching.
"Stand up straight, chest out, stomach in, shoulders back," my sister ordered. She was not to be trifled with.
"They're not that bad," Caitlyn suddenly announced from her seat on the couch. Both Kev and I looked up. "Their bodies, I mean."
"Have you guys been working out?" Bri demanded as she put the tape around my chest.
"Kevin bought some weights two months ago," Mrs. White chirped in from the back. "He and Will have been down in our basement just about every afternoon."
"Ma," Kev complained. We'd never really told anyone when we'd started our transformation. I was still thin but I had gained six pounds since we'd started.
"Forty-one inches, that's not so bad," Bri said as she lowered the tape down from my chest until it was around my waist. "And look, Will's even got biceps."
"So does Kevin," Caitlyn echoed.
For the next ten minutes Kevin and I were subjected to continuous poking and prodding while five females kept up a running commentary on the state of our bodies. In a way it wasn't much fun. But in another it was pretty darn exciting. It was the closest the two of us had been to members of the opposite sex in our lives. My cock actually woke up and looked around.
And surprisingly to Kev and I, the consensus when it was all over seemed to be that we were much better than expected.
Caitlyn then took a series of pictures. "We need them for reference purposes, when we're checking the fashion magazines, the internet sites," Ash instructed before I could raise a protest.
We were then dismissed, told that the five of them were going to spend the next two or three days preparing a shopping list. It was obvious to both of us that all the women were enjoying the process -- a chance to spend twenty or thirty thousand on a shopping spree, even if it wasn't on themselves, was clearly going to be the highlight of their year.
Later, alone in my room, Kevin said, "They didn't seem to think us that bad. Do you think they were putting us on?"
"Maybe we're not as bad as we thought we were," I answered. First mom had given me a compliment, now Ashley and her friends had, I thought to myself. It made me feel good. I didn't know it then but I do now - no matter how good a plan you have, if you don't get positive feedback you'll never effect change. Mom and Ash's words were as important as the clothes we were going to buy.
"You know Kev, I think your mom was checking me out."
"Bullshit," my best pal answered.
We had been instructed to be ready at ten a.m. on the dot on the following Saturday morning. We were. Surprisingly, Mr. White offered himself as our chauffeur. "I just gotta see this," he said with a smile as he jumped behind the wheel of his wife's Mercedes SUV.
We weren't led to K-Mart. Or Target. Or even J.C. Penny's. Frankly I would have happy in any of those places. But not the girls! Nor the mothers. They had assumed responsibility for the finished product and none of them were prepared to accept anything less than producing the best dressed college freshman of the class of 2011. It had become their mission. All five of the women had pages of notes and cutouts from every male fashion magazine ever produced. They were in shoppers heaven.
From a short term standpoint it turned into one of the worst days of my life. Fifteen different stores. At least. A hundred trips to the dressing room. Clothes that looked perfectly good to my eyes rejected ruthlessly. More changes. Endless discussions about stripes versus solids, checks versus who knows what, wool versus cashmere versus linen. Who knew?
About which color of shirt would go best with my eyes. Silk socks or whatever. We were even forced to suffer the indignity of having five women hold up different styles of underwear and discuss their relative merits. Kev and I were too embarrassed to argue. Mr. White didn't stop grinning the whole day.
The women should have driven the clothing salesmen at the stores we visited crazy but in fact the opposite happened. They were delighted to be able to discuss every aspect of male clothing with people who were clearly interested. To a man they ignored Kev and I. And my sister charmed them even as she negotiated lower prices on every item she bought.
At one store, the last one we visited, perhaps our cities most elegant male haberdashery, a store we'd spend almost two hours in, Ashley, with dad's and Mr. White's credit cards in hand, had softly and sweetly insisted on a twenty percent discount on the eleven thousand, two hundred and seventy-three dollars the owner had just rung up. He stared at my sister for about thirty seconds before capitulating, his, "of course Miss Sommers," stunning us all.
Mr. White, a man who'd been a professional salesman and a manager of salesmen at the highest levels all his life actually stood with mouth agape. Then he offered Ashley a job as a summer internship on the ride home.
"I'm going to leadership camp in July sir, with mom, a mother-daughter camp," she replied sweetly. "And then in August I'll be at Caitlyn's cottage for two weeks and after that--"
Bedraggled and beaten Kev and I were finally released some eight hours after our trek had started. But even as we stumbled towards my room, Ashley announced one final order "You're scheduled at the Salon de Paris at four Tuesday afternoon."
I trudged on, hoping that ignoring Ashley would make her go away. Not Kevin. "What Salon?" he asked.
"Renee's agreed to do you Kevin and Monsieur Pierre's doing Will."
Kevin had no idea what Ash was talking about. I guessed but continued to trudge up the stairs. Looking back when I reached the top I saw Kev surrounded by the five women. Brianna had her hands in his long hair and the others all seemed to be talking to him at once.
"We're having our hair cut at some women's hair salon," Kev announced when he arrived in my room five minutes later. He looked beaten.
"I know."
"They were talking about dyes ... and gels ... and other things," he muttered. "We have to do something." Yeah right!
The girls escorted us to the Salon three days later. The two moms tagged along. Mr. White, clearly knowing when enough was enough, wisely chose not to come.
We both had our hair shampooed. Which wasn't that bad given the fact that the two girls who did it were way cute. And of course neither of us had ever had a girl run her hands through our hair before. Other things were done to our heads. I'm not exactly sure what. At one point, while Monsieur Pierre stood poised with scissors in hand, our five ladies, plus three shampoo girls, two dyers, four cutters and six other customers, spent ten minutes discussing what exactly should be done to my hair. It was humiliating.
Unfortunately we had to go to school the next day. Neither of us had worn any of our new clothes on the Monday and Tuesday. Ashley had insisted that we wait until our hair was properly prepared before we trotted out our new duds.
Wednesday, the second last day of our high school career, was brutal. Why hadn't we waited to do all this after school had closed for the year I'd continually asked myself all that morning. A thousand whispered comments, pointed fingers, giggles, smirks, etc., etc. almost drove me home by third period. The only thing that saved us was that Ashley somehow orchestrated things so that a steady stream of girls, mainly sophomores and juniors, just happened to stop at our cafeteria table at lunch time and glowingly compliment us on our 'new looks'.
I knew of course it was Ashley and her friends work but you know what? It felt great! It's surprising how just a few words of compliments can change your view of the world.
Thursday Night Mrs. White's Negligee
"Are you staying over tonight Will?" I heard asked by Kev's mother. She was standing in her son's doorway when I looked up from my computer. I clicked away from the screen I was working on - I definitely didn't want to Mrs. W to see what I'd been doing.
"If it's okay." I answered. Of course it was okay. Kev and I had been staying over at each other's houses since we'd been like five years old. I had my own bed at his place and he had the same at mine.
"Your mom knows?" That was the one rule. Let the mothers know.
"Uh huh," I agreed. She turned to go. "We're going to watch a movie later Mrs. W, maybe in a half an hour if you want to join us," I offered. Kev looked up from his computer screen, a question in his eyes.
"You boys don't want me there. It's pretty late." Shyly said, yet clearly hoping to be argued with. Mr. White was out of town again on another of his never ending business trips and I knew she'd love to have some company.
"Of course we do. And there's no school tomorrow so it doesn't matter how late we stay up."
"Really? You're sure? Kev?" Offer accepted!
"It'll probably be thirty minutes before we're ready."
"In the playroom?" I nodded yes. "I'll have time for a bath then. I won't be late," the number one most desired woman on my list announced before scurrying away.
"What movie?" Kev asked after his mom had left.
"Kevin, it's time to move on to some of the other parts of the plan."
"What's mom got to do with it?"
"You know exactly what I'm talking about," I answered as I pulled my t-shirt over my head. "I'm going to go grab a quick shower, get cleaned up," I added, then turned my computer screen toward him and then walked out of the room.
"What's this? Are you crazy?" he asked to my departing back. I'd figured the picture of his mom, or her face anyway, a face I'd just spent the last half hour on, photoshopping it onto the nude body of a porn star, would get him going.



"What are you planning?" he demanded when I reappeared five minutes later clad only in a towel.
"Moi?" I asked as I let the towel fall. I shook my hips.
"You better not do anything," he threatened.
"Go have your shower Kev," I advised as I grabbed the bottle of after shave from the bag I'd brought with me.
"What's that?" he asked when he saw it.
"Ash and the girls recommended I use it. They said that women would like it. It acts as an aphrodisiac."
"They did? An aphrodisiac? What's that? Should I use it too?" Neither of us had ever used anything like it.
"No, Ash said this one would be better for you," I said as I dipped my hand back in my bag and came up another bottle.
"She did? Really?" he asked as he took it from me.
"Yup. And you owe me eighty-three bucks for it."
"What! Are you crazy?"
I thought we just might surprise Mrs. White with our cleaned up, showered, shaved and aphrodisiac aroma'd bodies when she arrived but it was she who instead surprised us.
I actually whistled. Kevin stood for seconds with mouth open in surprise before Mrs. White finally said, "What?"
"You look greaaaaaaaaat Mrs. W.," I said near reverentially, then whistled again.
"It's just my nighttime robe," she stammered out in reply as her face reddened. She'd definitely put on some perfume.
Ashley, or one of the girls, could give you a perfect description of what Kevin's mom was wearing that night. They'd be able to tell you what the material was (silk?), the cut, the color, the style, heck, probably the designer and its approximate price.
I can't. All I can tell you is that she looked great in it. It wasn't particularly revealing in terms of amount of skin we could see. But it was definitely sexy and anyone who saw Kev's mother in it would know without question that it was saved for special occasions.
It was some sort of Chinese kimono type robe in a shimmering, almost translucent ivory color with a subtle pattern woven in. A piece of cloth that seemed to float over her suddenly evident curves. Kevin and I had never seen her in anything remotely resembling it before. You could see her full breasts dancing under the cloth as she walked.
"You look beautiful Mrs. W.," I told her as I offered her my hand and escorted her to the couch.
When she sat down between her son and me on the playroom couch the sashed robe opened slightly and let me see that she had a matching gown under it. A negligee?
We watched a movie together. A 'chick flic' as Kevin derisively described it when it started. A tear jerker about some older babe who, a couple of years after losing her husband, goes on a vacation to Italy and has an affair with a guy twenty years younger than her. Of course I'd picked it for that very reason. Time to get Kevin's mom thinking about younger men.
It wasn't x-rated or anything but it did have a couple of pretty risqué scenes, especially when you're watching it with your mother. One was a shot of the muscular young stud from behind as he walked naked into the shower. Another showed the women topless in bed. Her tits weren't anywhere close to being as nice as Mrs. W's.
Mrs. White was excited. Don't ask me how I knew it but I did. Was it that her body was exuding those pheromone things the sex manuals are always talking about and I'd subconsciously picked up on them?
Or was it the little tremors that I felt when our legs accidently touched?
And had she noticed the almost continuous erection I had through most of the movie even though I'd tried to hide it?
With only fifteen minutes left in the movie I clicked the pause button, excusing myself to go get us some drinks. When I came back into the room I was carrying a tray with three cokes on it. I made sure Kev's mother took the right one.
***
"She's fallen asleep," Kev announced when I got back from the washroom. I'd rushed off to the pisser the second the movie had ended.
"She has?" I asked innocently.
"Do you think she's okay, I can't seem to wake her."
"It's late. She was probably just tired, maybe we better help her to her room," I suggested.
"Why, do you think something wrong with her?"
I smiled. I watched my friend and saw as realization suddenly dawned. "You didn't put something in her drink did you?"
"You get her arms, I'll get her legs," I answered as I moved over and stood between her legs.
"What was it?" Kevin asked as I put my hands under Mrs. White's legs and slowly pulled then up off the ground.
"Don't let your mom fall," I ordered as I started to pull her up off the couch and towards me. The kimono spilled open as I did and the hem of the matching nightie she wore below rode high up onto her thighs.
"We can't," Kevin said even as he grabbed his mom's shoulders.
"Michelle's wearing sexy white lace panties tonight," I told my friend as we started across the room with his mom in our arms.
"Don't call her that ... she's Mrs. White to you," he answered, trying to assert some authority even as his eyes strayed to his mom's legs. At his angle he couldn't see her panties.
"She dressed up in her sexiest panties for yours truly, I'll bet she was hoping I'd get to see them."
"She did not."
"You go first.... go backwards," I instructed as we neared the playroom door.
"Don't look at her," he ordered as, backing up, he struggled to hold his mom up. My supporting hands had moved up even farther and were now right under her bum.
I ignored him and then when he stumbled a bit I told him, "God Kev, don't touch your mother's tits!" One of his hands, slipping, had grasped his mother's breast.
"I'm not. Fuck, you should have gone first." A minute later, after struggling down the hall to the White's master bedroom, we deposited Kevin's mother in the middle of her king size bed.
"We'll have to take off her robe," I instructed as I undid the sash that held it together. "Lift her shoulders up so I can get it off."
"Do we have to? Couldn't we just--" He stopped as the outer robe slipped off his mom's shoulders and down her back. The matching nightie, once exposed, was décolleté and tightly hugged the full breasts that were clearly braless. Both of us could easily see the dark circles of her areolas and the nipples that protruded up from them. "Will, we can't--"
I ignored him.
"Nooooo." A moaning protest as he watched me slip one of the spaghetti straps of the gown off her shoulder. Then the second. Mrs. W's breasts were perfect.
"What are you going to do?" he asked as I worked the garment down over her hips. She was wearing matching lace, bikini panties. I pulled them slowly down. Mouth agape, he said nothing as I arranged his mother's hands at her sides and spread her knees slightly. Her blond bush stared up at me. He said nothing when I turned and left the room. He was still sitting in the same position on the edge of the bed next to his mom when I reappeared thirty seconds later. Except he had a huge hard on sticking out from his now undone fly. I had my digital camera in my hand.
He came out of it when I took the first picture. "She's my mom." he said. I handed him the camera.
"I want you to film me," I told him as he took the offered camera, then I scrambled up the bed between his mom's legs.
"Film what? You're not going to--"
"My first nipple," I answered as my hand closed around Michelle White's left breast. Seconds later I'd bent over her and captured her right one between my lips. For minutes I feasted on her, my sucking lips continually darting from one nipple to the other.
"She'll wake up," Kev protested in the background. I finally pulled back from the succulent orbs.
"Your turn," I offered as I cupped one of Mrs. White's breasts in my now sweaty palm and squeezed it.
"It's wrong," he protested.
"Touch it."
"No." I took his hand and placed it on his mom's tit. He groaned but he didn't let go. "It's so wrong," he said as his other hand closed on her other breast.
"Put it in your mouth, like you did when you were a baby," I encouraged as I pointed the camera and pushed the record button. He did. It had been eighteen years since he'd sucked at his mother's nipples. As his hands and mouth worked I slipped back off the bed and then quickly shucked my shorts. Then I climbed up back between them, my hard cock bobbing up against my stomach.
"She trims it," I said as my hands slipped up her inner thighs.
"Trims what?" he asked as he looked up from his mom's breast.
"Her blond bush," I said as my left hand slipped over her mound.
"Don't touch it," he ordered, watching intently as I spread the lips of his mom's sex.
"Jeeesus Kev, look at this man," I said as I bared her pink insides.
"What?" He'd forgotten her breasts. "What is it?"
"Her clitoris, look, right here," I said as I gently nudged the little bud with my finger.
"She'll wake up," he said as I dipped my head and then lightly put the tip of my tongue on her bright pink protrusion. "Are you sure that's her clit?"
"Oh fuck... oh fuck... oh fuck," I groaned into her slit as my tongue ran up and down the moist channel.
"What? What is it?"
"Look how pink she is inside. You have to taste it Kev."
"What's it like?" I moved back. A second later Kevin White's tongue was inside his mother's vagina!
"It's my turn," I ordered two minutes later, but Kev ignored me until I forcefully pulled his head back. It was my cocks turn.
"What are you going to do? You're not going to put it inside mom are you?" Kev asked as I moved in.
"Not today," I answered as I brought my straining, engorged erection right up to the now glistening lips of his mom's vagina. "I'm just introducing myself," I added as I slid my cockhead up and down her channel.
Then I pushed the middle finger of my left hand inside her . "What's it feel like?" he asked. In his excitement Kev was actually panting.
"Fuck, she's tight ... but wet ... Christ really wet Kev," I told my friend as I slipped a second finger inside.
"She is? Are they supposed to be?"
"But it's so tight. I don't think my cock will ever fit in here. Oh my gawd she just squeezed my fingers."
"She did? Let me try now, it's my turn," Kev demanded. I slowly pulled my fingers out of his mother. Then brought them to my face and smelled them. Then I held them under Kev's nose. His hand was slowly palming his cock.
I held the camera and stared filming once Kevin had positioned himself between Mrs. W's legs. Excited, he actually slipped the bulb that was his cockhead completely inside his mom. Then quickly pulled it out. Then, after looking at me, as if to get my okay, he pushed it in again.
"Push it in all the way," I encouraged. And then I filmed him as he pushed every inch of his long cock deep inside his mom. She groaned in her sleep.
"It's tight Will, it's squeezing me too," my friend groaned as he slowly pulled it all the way out.
"Do it again," I told him. He immediately obeyed. "Again," I ordered.
"Oh fuck, I'm going to cum," he stammered even before he'd bottomed out the third time.
"Jesus, take it out, don't cum in her," I ordered. The first thick creamy strand of cum exploded from the end of his penis scant milliseconds after he'd pulled out. Scrambling to his feet, and still spurting, he raced to his mother's bathroom.
When he finally came out of the bathroom minutes later he found me cock deep in his mom. I'd told myself I'd just try it out. And then, once in, I'd been afraid to move. It was better than good.
"Take it out," he told me when he saw what I was doing. Knowing that if I didn't I'd cum in her I pulled it out.
"I'm going to fuck her tits," I told my friend as my cock slipped free.
"What if she wakes?" They were just words, we were both long past any worry about his mom waking.
There are things you do in life you'll never forget no matter how long you live. Sliding my penis, still sticky with cunt juice, back and forth between Mrs. White's breasts is one of those things. I didn't last long. But it didn't matter because it felt so fucking good.
The two of us washed Kevin's mom after I'd finished. Cleaned every strand and every drop of the sperm I'd spurted out. I'd gently washed her lips, removing that last drop of cum I'd squeezed out and down onto them. And when we'd finished we replaced her panties and negligee and placed her under her sheet.
***
"Do you think we're going to go to hell?" Kevin's voice. It had echoed up from his bed a half hour later. Neither of us had fallen asleep.
"She belongs to us now Kev," I answered.
"But what about dad?"
"He's old. He's away so much. Your mother needs us."
"He can't find out," came back from Kev. It was a plea to the gods as much as instructions to me.
"They hardly ever have sex. You felt how wet she was, how ready. Even when she's sleeping."
"Still--"
"Your dad uses viagara."
"He does?" How--"
"I saw it in his medicine cabinet. He needs us as much as your mom does. If we don't do it he'll lose her to somebody else."
"But--"
"When we're at the cottage we'll do it. We're going to have more than two weeks alone with her. We're going to make her happy Kev. We're going to fuck your mom."
"At the cottage? Both of us? Without drugging her?"
"Then when we get home, in August when your parents are in Paris, then we're going to do my mom. We've got to learn everything before we leave for school."
"I thought the plan called for us to hire call girls or prostitutes."
"It'll be better with women we love and who love us."
"But your mom and dad are ... more in love ... you're dad's younger," Kevin stammered out into the darkness.
"I think they're having problems," I answered.
Ashley Saturday
"So who are you guys taking to the prom anyway?" Looking up I saw the three girls in my doorway. It was two days after Kevin and I had drugged his mother.
"We're not going," Kevin answered after he realized I wasn't going to say a word.
"That's stupid," Ashley announced as she stepped inside. Her friends followed.
"Especially after all the work we did," Caitlyn added.
"Yeah, what are you guys going to do? Stay home and look at dirty movies on your computers?" Brianna contributed. Then all three started to natter. Sixteen year old girls can be more than irritating. I was prepared to wait them out but Kev folded.
"We don't have dates."
"Duh! You have to ask someone, that's how it works," Caitlyn said in a voice that easily conveyed her distain for not only us but the whole of the male race.
Again Kevin couldn't refuse the bait. "It's too late. I mean who'd go with us? Everyone's already got a date. Crikey, it's next week. Everyone thinks we're losers." Ashley smiled as she heard his words, recognizing the look I knew immediately she had something up her sleeve.
"I talked to Monica today, she told me there are four or five girls that don't have dates that would love to go with you."
"Monica Evans? You talked to Monica Evans?" Kev asked. Her name certainly got our attention. Monica Evans was the head cheerleader, the best looking girl in the senior class, and the odds on favorite to be named Prom Queen. She was one of the recurring main players in both of our wet dreams.
Watching Ashley I knew that if I didn't act immediately we were going to end up going to the prom with who knew what. "Hey, you're not going Ash," I quickly interjected, trying to forestall hearing who she'd plotted to set us up with.
"Sophomores can't go to the Senior Prom Will," Caitlyn informed me.
"Unless they go with a senior," I corrected.
"Here are the names Monica gave me," Ash said, clearly trying to get back to her game plan.
"Ash could be Kevin's date," I said.
"Who can?" Brianna asked. I'd also got Kevin's attention.
Ashley immediately realized I was trying to escape her manipulations. "I have a boyfriend Will. Besides, someone going to Princeton certainly would never even consider going to his senior prom with a mere sophomore. It wouldn't be appropriate."
"I'd go with you Ash." Kev said enthusiastically. I figured my suggestion and his offer would send the girls packing in retreat.
"And what about Will?" my sister asked. She clearly wasn't ready to throw in the towel yet.
"Well, I could double date with you," I offered with a smug smile.
"If you're going to double date with us you'd need to have a date you idiot." We all probably would have laughed off the whole thing if I hadn't said what I said next. Kev and I would have escaped whatever girls Ashley had planned for us and we'd have not gone to the dance. But the troublemaker in me let it slip out.
"No, you're probably right Ash, girls your age really aren't old enough for a senior prom." Immediately the faces of all three clouded up. But before any of them could say a word, Kev, clearly inspired, and who definitely had liked the idea of dating my sister, came up with the one killer comment that sealed the deal.
"I hear Karen Miller's going, but of course she's more mature than most sophomores."
"She's what?" Caitlyn almost shrieked.
"She's a slut," Brianna said with scorn. My sister, silent, sat fuming and looked like she was going to explode. Karen Miller was Ashley's one contender for the crown of the best looking and most popular sophomore in the school.
"She's going with that jerk Billy," Ash finally hissed through gnashed teeth.
"Still," I said. I could see the decision as it formed in my sister's eyes.
"You're going to be my date Kevin," she announced.
"I am?" Kevin couldn't keep the happiness out of his voice.
"And Will, I personally am going to get you a date from this list whether you like it or not," she threatened.
"I told you I'd double date with you," I answered amicably.
"And I tried to explain that double dating would require that you acquire a date." Her words were delivered fairly aggressively.
"No, I meant I'll double date with both Brianna and Caitlyn. If they'll go with me."
"You can't take two dates to the prom."
"Why not?" I asked as I looked at Bri and Caitlyn.
And so, after arguments back and forth, it was decided. The five of us would attend the prom. Notwithstanding who their dates were, the girls, once they'd accepted, were obviously delighted.
Going to the senior prom, even if it meant going with Kev and I, was a coup.
"Now, we have a hundred things to do to organize," Ashley announced once the decision had been made.
"We do?" Kev asked. Bri and Caitlyn quickly started to list them: Hair, gown, corsages, shoes, tux, limo, nails, tickets, etc., etc.
"And we'll have to arrange getting invited to the right parties," sis added.
"What parties?" Kevin asked. I wasn't sure I wanted to know.
"We'll tell you later, we don't have time right now," Ash answered. Seconds later the three had swept out of my room in a sea of excited chatter.
Natalie's Dance Lessens
At about ten-thirty that night Kevin called. He had one question. "Can you dance?" Fuck! Of course neither of us could.
It was however one of the items we'd highlighted on our 'get ready for Princeton' list. Item C 1: Learn to dance.
Next to that item on my master list I'd written in pencil: hire a professional? from where? Later on I'd added:Natalie from strip club?
Natalie was a sweet young girl. A sweet stripper? Yes she was. At least that was my impression from our one fleeting previous encounter. Well, it wasn't that fleeting I suppose. She'd given both Kevin and I two lap dances each when we'd visited the 'Lady Pussycat' emporium of drinks and dances some four weeks earlier. Using fake ID's, we'd talked our way into the club on one of our dateless Fridays just weeks after we'd started our planning sessions. We justified it as being an important, fact finding, part of our research.



And Natalie had talked to us the whole time she'd danced for us. Perched on a stool between first Kevin's legs and then mine she'd somehow managed to put the two nervous high schoolers at ease. And she hadn't treated us like kids even though we quickly admitted under her questioning that we were high school seniors. And she didn't rush away the second she'd finished.
She'd just finished her second year of university. She was beautiful. First 'live' tits we'd ever seen. And could she dance! This we'd observed when she'd been up on stage. When we finally worked up enough courage to ask one of the girls to dance for us, we'd chosen her.
And so, when I'd got home from the club that night, I'd written her name on my list as a potential dance instructor.
Which was why, when I'd hung up my call with Kevin the night we'd agreed to go to the prom, I put on some jeans, grabbed my wallet and after borrowing mom's car, set out for the club. Not sure how I'd be received I decided not to tell Kev my plan.
"Hey you," she said as she sidled up to me. There was a friendly smile on her face. I figured there was no way she'd remember me.
"Will? It's Will right?" Then she ran a hand through my hair and said, "hey, your new look is cool, you look great."
"It is? I do? You remember me?"
"You're like by far the cutest guy in the club." I blushed even while wondering if this was some stripper come-on line. "I mean it," she added as she saw the question in my eyes. "You shoulda seen the last guy I had to dance for. He was like two seventy and I don't think he'd washed in a week. At least fifty years old. Garlic on his breath. Yuck!"
I had never really considered the travails of a dancer in a nude club before. "I guess you have to dance with anyone who asks you, don't you?"
"Unless a cute guy like you asks me first." She could see the momentary indecision in my eyes and so quickly added, "Please. I really need a break. I've just got to talk to someone normal. I won't even charge you," she lured as she took my hand and tried to pull me to my feet.
"In a booth?" She nodded as I followed her towards the back room. "Do you want a drink first?"I asked. She nodded her yes. "And don't worry, I'll pay for your time," I added.
Two minutes later I was sitting in a booth in the back corner of the private lap dance room. It was very dark. Natalie was perched on the stool she'd placed between my legs.
"How come you're not out with your girlfriend?" she asked between sips of her drink.
"That's sorta why I'm here?" The music started up.
"It is?" Natalie asked as she started to undo the buttons on her blouse.
"You don't have to do that," I said as my eyes darted to her cleavage.
"You don't want to see them?" Natalie asked as she undid the last button. Her blouse, hanging open, drew my eyes. Of course I wanted to see them! And she knew it.
"We're losers," I finally blurted out.
"Who are?" Natalie asked as she slowly pulled her blouse apart. Her nipples were erect.
And so I told Natalie the sad story of the life of myself and my friend Kevin. Of our dateless weekends. Of our plan to change ourselves. And as I told her the story my eyes danced back and forth between her face and her nipples.
"You're a virgin? Really?" she interrupted at one point. I nodded. "No way! You guys are hot. You especially," she added. For a second her fingers lingered on my thigh.
I told her about our 'Action Plan'. About our weightlifting. About Ashley. About our makeover. About the impending prom. From time to time Natalie's knee accidently brushed my penis. Her hands took turns curling through my hair and across my cheek. Trying to keep on track with my story became difficult. But I finally got there.
"You can't dance? At all?" I shook my head no. "Okay, I understand the virgins thing, I mean you are high school guys, but everyone can dance."
"Not me."
"And you have to learn for next weekend?"
"That's why I was hoping you might know someone who could give us lessons this week. I was going to look on Craigs List but then I thought of you. About how good a dancer you were. I figured you'd know someone ... we'll pay her. Whatever she wants. We're totally desperate."
"And what's wrong with me?" Natalie asked as her fingers closed around my penis. She gave it a quick squeeze before releasing it. I think I actually squealed.
"You're probably busy. Your boyfriend, if he's got any brains at all, probably wants to spend all his free time with you. Besides I'm sure you make all sorts of money here."
"My ex-boyfriend's an ass."
"He is?"
"Yes. And with school out I have lots of free time during the day. I'd love to teach you."
And so, that's why Kevin and I, two very nervous high school seniors knocked on Natalie's apartment door at two o'clock on the following Tuesday afternoon.
For some unknown reason, at least to me, Kevin picked up the whole dancing thing much faster than I did. Which worked out okay -- he was delighted to be better than me at something and I got more dancing time with the beautiful coed. And Natalie seemed to enjoy it too.
We had a second lesson Thursday afternoon. And by the time we left we were both pretty confident that we wouldn't make complete fools of ourselves at the prom.
"Hey, I want to hear how you guys did, okay? And I want a report in person," Natalie ordered as we were leaving.
Kevin had already gone out the door. I turned back to the beautiful coed. "I'll be over first thing Monday. If that's okay with you?"
"Give me a hug," the best dance instructor in the world demanded. It's weird, you've got nothing, nil, nada, the big zero, and then all of a sudden there are girls everywhere. And you're the same person you were when you were a loser. Makes no sense at all. She felt fucking great to hug.
Mom Can Dance Too!
It was nine p.m. Friday night and I was less than twenty-four hours from my first prom. Alone, I was sitting on my bed dubiously contemplating the tuxedo that was hanging on my cupboard door. Clad in just a pair of cotton gym shorts I was asking myself what I'd gotten myself into.
A light rapping on the door woke me from my zombielike state long enough for me to see mom standing in my half opened door.
"Can I come in?" I nodded yes and then watched as she walked over to the hanging suit.
"You'll be the handsomest man there," she said as she sat down next to me.
"It won't be that easy," I predicted.
"Nervous?" I nodded. "You'll remember tomorrow for the rest of your life."
"That's what I'm afraid of," I answered ruefully.
"I still remember mine."
"You do?"
"Uh huh, I danced all night," mom answered.
"That's just one of my many worries."
"Dancing?"
"Uh huh," I agreed.
"It's not that hard."
"Yeah right."
"C'mon, I'll show you," my mother said as she got to her feet and then held out her arms.
"You will?" I hadn't made any mention to mom or Ashley of Natalie's lessons.
"Yup," she said as I let her pull me to my feet. "Music?" she asked. I kept hold of her hand as I led her over to my desk and my computer. A minute later I'd clicked open a golden oldie FM station from my radio list.
"Good, it's a slow one," mom whispered as she put one arm around my neck.
"Should I change it? I don't think I'm very good at these ones."
"It's perfect. I danced to this very same song at my prom."
"You did? Really? Should I put on a shirt first?" I started to pull back out of her grasp.
"It's okay. C'mon back here," she invited as she held out her arms. A second later she had both arms around my neck and back.
"Aren't I supposed to put my arm out like this?" I asked as I held my arm extended out in a classic pose.
Mom laughed. "No, put them both around my back," she invited. I did, tentatively.
"Now what?" I asked.
"First you have to learn how to hold a woman just right. Not too tight but also not too loosely."
"Is this okay?" I asked nervously as I held her a little tighter. Mom led me through it, giving me instructions as I tentatively started moving.
"You see honey, you are a wonderful dancer," mom whispered in my ear. We were dancing pretty close -- I could clearly feel her breasts poking into my chest.
"I'm not so sure," I answered. My cock was definitely growing. "Am I too close?"
"No, we're fine like this," mom answered even as she moved an inch closer to me.
"What if I get a--" Hell, I already had got one! My mom was about to feel my cock!
"Get a what?" mom asked into my ear. Somehow I knew that I wanted mom to say the words and not be the one who said them.
"You know ... if my thing..."
She laughed again. Her mouth was now so close to my ear that I could feel every breath she expelled. "What thing?" There was a teasing tone in her voice I'd never heard before. And then, just for a second she moved her body closer until she couldn't help but feel the thing I was talking about.
"You know."
"No I don't," she denied even as again she pressed herself back against me. I moved back slightly but didn't respond. "Your erection?" she finally asked into my ear. "Your penis?" Again she pushed her pelvis against it. "Its normal honey, all boys get them." Then she moved back a bit, breaking contact.
"But what if I get one while I'm dancing with someone? They'll think I'm a pig. What if she slaps me or something?"
"Sometimes girls like them." Mom moved back against me. She was smiling.
"They do?"
"It's tells a girl something about the boy and the reaction she's having on him."
"Yeah, that's maybe okay with your girlfriend or something but not with a girl you hardly know."
"You'd be surprised," mom answered as she again brought her pelvis into contact with my cock. "Sometimes we girls used to giggle about which boys had erections .... and how big they were," mom added with a giggle.
"Girls do that?"
"The most important thing to remember is to let the girl in your arms tell you what's okay and what's not. There's nothing worse than some guy who grabs you and pushes himself against you. Then holds you so tight you can hardly breathe."
"But how will I know what they're thinking?"
"Most boys get nervous and excited the second their penis brushes against a girl. Almost involuntarily their fingers and hands tighten. It scares a girl Will."
"It does?"
"Uh huh. But if you relax, even move slightly back at the first contact a girl feels safer. She may move closer again," mom said as she again brought her mound up against my prick. "No, you have to relax honey."
"I'm trying," I answered.
"Let her feel you without being scared. Let her feel you, explore you, listen to her body," mom said as she slowly but insistently rubbed her mound against my penis.
"Do girls like being poked, isn't it uncomfortable?"
"Sometimes they like it very much," my mother answered. Mom seemed to!
"I probably won't dance that close to anyone tomorrow anyway."
"But you will at Princeton."
Mom released me when the song ended. If she hadn't, if she'd danced even one more dance with me, I'd have ejaculated into my shorts before the song had ended. And she would have felt it.
"Night hon," she said. "You'll do fine tomorrow, promise."
"Thanks mom." My cock was sticking straight out, tenting my shorts.
"Give your mother a goodnight kiss." I did. Mom put her tongue in my mouth. My cock poked into her stomach. She didn't complain. I started to masturbate the second she'd left the room.
Prom Night
Ashley and the girls had scheduled a full evening for us. Christ a whole night. How they'd done it so quickly was a mystery that I knew I'd never solve. Kevin and I were presented a schedule by Ashley at nine the morning of the prom. It included six parties besides the actual prom!
The limo arrived at three. Kev and I were driven over to first Caitlyn's house and then Brianna's. We hardly recognized them in their gowns, high heels and fancy hairdos. I somehow managed to attach the two corsages without injuring anyone.
Both Bri's and Caitlyn's parents were delighted that I was escorting their girls to their first prom. They had followed the girls involvement in my transformation and of course loved Ashley. Who could be a better, or safer, date than Will Sommers? Pictures were taken. Lots of them.
Then we returned to my house where Kev corsaged my sister in front of my and Kev's parents. More pictures were taken. Tears flowed from the mothers. Ashley looked fantastic! Which was no surprise at all.
We started at a backyard garden party hosted by Greta Smith. She was one of the leaders of the "in" crowd. I don't think she'd said three words to me in four years. Ashley and the girls were warmly welcomed -- Kevin and I trailed in their wake. People actually talked to us.
Then we went to a dinner party held at the house of the student council president. "He'd do anything for me," Ash explained as we entered his parent's house.
Then the prom itself. I'd never been to a school dance before and so was both surprised and overwhelmed when we finally entered the gym at just after nine-thirty. This was like no gym I'd ever imagined. Kevin and I stood with mouths agape for second after second as we took in the transformation that had taken place.
"Who did all this?" Kev finally asked.
"Duh! What did you think the Prom Decorating Committee does?" Caitlyn asked as she grabbed his arm. I'd never heard of the decorating committee. I'm pretty sure Kev hadn't either.
It went off better than I'd ever imagined. Like a thousand times better. When we first got out on the dance floor with the girls we didn't embarrass ourselves. Nor did we have people pointing or staring at us. People said hello. Smiled.
And even when the three sophomores deserted us - they'd been inundated with dance requests almost from the second we'd come through the front door -- other people seemed to want to talk to us, even to dance with us.
Monica Evens was the icing on the cake. It was pretty late. She'd been crowned prom queen hours earlier. I was sitting alone at our table, watching the action swirling around me as I rested from the almost continuous dancing I'd been doing, when she suddenly appeared at my side.
I'd always had a bit of a secret crush on her. "Aren't you going to ask me to dance?" she asked as she sat down next to me. I think I'd first met her when we'd both been in grade three. Smart, popular, beautiful and the head cheerleader to boot, our worlds hadn't intersected in high school.
"I'm not very good," I cautioned as she took my hand and encouraged me to my feet.
"That's not what everyone's saying in the girl's washroom," she answered with her warmest smile. The music stopped just as we arrived on the floor.
What the heck do you answer to that? Woman's washroom? Then a slow one started! And Monica's arms curled over my shoulders. I tried to remember mom's lessons. I had to because the second my arms were around her back my penis started to twitch.
"Uh huh, like I must have heard at least twenty girls tonight ask who the handsome new guy was. The one who sorta looked like that Will Sommers guy who used to hand around." Monica was teasing but I recognized it immediately for kind, friendly teasing. I laughed.
"His body was taken over by aliens," I said. Monica threw back her head and laughed. Then she snuggled just a little closer. Her body brushed my cock. But thanks to mom I didn't panic. I simply casually moved back a fraction of an inch.
"Does everyone on your world look like you Mr. Alien?" she asked as she reentered my space and rubbed herself up against me.
It only lasted about five minutes in all. We talked as we danced. In a friendly normal way that I would have been incapable of doing just weeks before. Her niceness simply broke through my shyness. She asked about my plans, when I was leaving for Princeton, what courses I was going to take, what my plans were for the rest of the summer, etc., etc. After just five minutes with her I knew why she was the most popular girl in our class.
We had a normal conversation! Even while my cock was raging up against her stomach. She did nothing to discourage contact! She was clearly one of those girls who liked the feel of a hard penis poking into her.
She gave me a quick peck on the cheek when the song finally ended. My night had been made. Heck, my high school career had been made.
"We should get together sometime before we all go away to university," were her last words.
***
Ashley and the girls led us from party to party after the prom ended.
After having left the fourth or fifth stop, as the five of us sat exhausted in the back of the limo, Caitlyn, out of nowhere started to laugh.
"What?" Brianna finally asked when Caitlyn didn't stop.
"Do you know what Cindy Thomas just said back there," she asked, then broke into another fit of giggling.
Of course none of us had any idea. She kept us waiting though before finally saying, "Some of the girls in Will and Kevin's class think their bodies have been taken over by ... by aliens," she said as she again started to laugh.
"They did not," Kevin denied.
"Aliens from a planet where all the males have big--" She didn't finish the sentence out loud. Instead Caitlyn whispered the missing word into her friend's ears. They all started to giggle.
"Big what?" Kev asked. Which produced another round of giggles. Girls!
Breakfast -- Mom
Our final engagement was at seven a.m. Sunday morning and listed on Ashley's typed schedule simply as: Closing Breakfast at the Whites.
Mr. White had gone all out. Or his wife had. A beautiful tent like pavilion had been set up in his back yard. A gorgeously appointed table awaited us. Party surprises were waiting at every placing. He'd invited the four sets of parents and the five of us. Champagne and orange juice to start the catered brunch. Everyone was delighted. It was conceded by one and all that the evening had been a total success.
The girls were allowed one glass of champagne. Excited, they regaled their parents with a complete blow-by-blow description of every second of the evening.
Mr. White then proceeded to give a speech. A speech in which, to Kev's embarrassment, he thanked the three girls for saving his son from a life of loneliness, despair, dirty hoodies and messy hair.
A half hour later the best night of my life ended.
***
"So how was it?" Mom asked from the doorway.
"You were right," I said. I was standing in front of my mirror undoing my tie.
"A night you'll remember all your life?" she asked. I nodded. "Can I help with the tie?" A second later she was standing in front of me, her hands at my tie's knot. "The girls all said you were the handsomest guy there."
"Hah."
"They did. And I think they were all pretty surprised."
"They did all the work." I was quite happy to credit sis and her friends.
"So you had fun?"
"Uh huh ... mind you I didn't get even one kiss," I complained.
"Not even one?" mom teased.
"Not on the lips anyway. But it was probably better that way. We haven't got there yet. On our plan I mean. It's item number C 2 and is only scheduled for the first week of August."
"Your plan?" Mom did know that Kevin and I had written a 'get ready for Princeton and girls' plan but had never seen all its details.
"Learn to kiss -- first week of August -- get professional help," I said with a laugh.
"I think you two need professional help," mom teased back. She was looking up into my eyes, a dazzling smile on her lips.
"How about one last dance?" I offered as I put a hand on mom's arm.
"You're all dressed up, I look like a--"
"You look perfect," I told my mom. And she did. And the second she slipped into my arms I had an erection. And within seconds she felt it. I relaxed completely and moved slightly back. Mom chose to reestablish contact.



"You're doing it exactly right," she whispered in my ear. She was plastered against me. "Did you dance this close with anyone last night?"
"Just once," I admitted.
"And did you follow my instructions?" I nodded against her cheek. "And what did she do?"
"It was Monica."
"Monica? Not the Monica?"
"Uh huh," I answered as I let my hands slide onto mom's rear.
"And?"
"She's nice," I said dreamily, then lightly kissed mom's cheek. And then her lips were on mine.
"A man as handsome as you certainly deserved at least one kiss on his prom night. I don't know what all those high school girls were thinking." Mom said when our lips finally separated.
"It's the best kiss I've ever got," I told my mom. Our faces were still millimeters apart.
"Me too," mom whispered into my mouth as our lips rejoined.
"I better go," my mother finally said.
"Do you have to?" It wouldn't have taken much for me to pull her back into my arms. She nodded yes as she backed towards the door.
"One last kiss?"
"We can't," she whispered. For what seemed like minutes our eyes stayed locked. I watched silently as a tear slipped down her cheek.
"Are you and dad okay?" finally slipped from between my lips. But she'd already gone.
Natalie
I could have made love with Natalie on the following Monday morning. The invitation was unstated but clear. Clear in her eyes and voice, made clear by her fingers as they lightly brushed my arm or swept my hair off my forehead.
"So?" she'd asked when she opened the door just after nine-thirty in the morning.
"Thanks to Miss Natalie yours truly was judged the best dancer at the 2010 prom," I said with a laugh.
"You were not!"
I spent the next twenty minutes telling her the highlights of our night. She had a hundred questions and clarifications.
And the whole time we talked she was sending me a message. How did I know? I certainly wouldn't have known a couple of weeks earlier. But as I sat next to her on her living room couch I simply knew it. All you have to do is lean over and kiss her I told myself. Even though I wanted her I knew I wasn't going to do it.
"Are you really a virgin?" she asked as my story neared its end. Her eyes, staring into mine, were sparkling. "You know Will, I'm a pretty good teacher at other things besides dancing," she added when I didn't respond.
"I can't," I finally said.
"You don't like me?"
"Yeah right. Look," I answered as I pointed down at the tent rising out of my pants.
"So how come?"
"I want to ... so bad," I said, "but I've sorta arranged it for someone else... next week... I hope."
"She's lucky."
"You know there are other things we can do about this," Natalie said as she slipped off the couch and knelt between my legs. A second later my zipper was down and her fingers had found my penis. "Have you ever had this done to you?" she asked as she lowered her head.
A blow job! On a Monday morning. Out of the fucking blue. Kev, when I told him what had happened three days later, wanted to know every detail. And was pissed off I hadn't taken him with me.
But how can you possibility explain to another man what it feels like when a woman's tongue trails wetly up the underside of your cock if he's never experienced it before.
Of what it's like when she slips her lips over your cockhead. What it feels like as your cock slowly slides inside. Or how can you describe the feeling as your penis spits out strand after strand of thick, creamy cum. Or how can you tell him that your legs were so wobbly as you finished that you almost fell down. You don't!
"I wanta see you again ... after," Natalie pled as we hugged in her doorway. A girl in college wanted to see me again? To do it? I floated home.
Cottage
Kevin and I had been going up to the White cottage for most of July for the last fifteen years. Then, while Mr. White and his wife took their vacation together in early August, usually a two week affair to some foreign destination, we'd stay with my parents. It had worked out perfectly for both sets of parents.
Which was why, seven days after the prom, and six days after my blow job, Kevin, his mom and I packed our things and headed to the lake some hundred and fifty miles northeast of the city. While only twenty minutes away from the rural but now touristy town of Frelisburg, the waterfront cottage itself was located on an isolated bay and had no close neighbors.
Kevin and I had made no plans for how we were going to seduce his mother before we'd left. In fact we hadn't even discussed it in the days leading up to our departure. But I knew he was as committed to the venture as I, that any misgivings he'd originally felt, had been blown away by our success at the prom.
We didn't arrive until nearly seven that night. And by the time we'd unpacked, organized ourselves and the cottage, and then barbecued some hamburgers up for dinner it was nearly ten.
"We should all probably get to bed early, we've had a busy day," Kev's mom suggested at just after ten.
"We've got to swim first Mrs. W.," I told her, then both Kev and I ran laughing into our room. Seconds later we were back.
"You boys are too old to be playing these games," Mrs. Michelle White chastened as the two of us ran across the living room, before we rushed out the front doors.
All we had on were towels wrapped around our waists. It was a ritual, a ritual Mrs. W had never fully approved of, a ritual that had been part of Kevin's and my summers at Muffin Lake for years. The late night skinny dip.
"It's too dark," Kev's mother yelled after us as we ran down the twenty yards of sloping hill that separated the cottage from the dock, beach and lake. We both let the towels drop before we'd gotten halfway. "It's dangerous," she warned, a warning that was an echo of hundreds of similar ones she'd made over the years.
"Turn on the lights when we're in the water mom," Kev called back over his shoulder as we both hurtled ourselves off the end of the dock and out into the cool lake water. When we surfaced the two lights were on, the one that shone down towards the dock from the porch above and the closer one, the one hanging on the corner of the beach shed and whose light was aimed at the small beach and the water behind it.
We both knew without looking that his mom was watching us from behind the porches screens, her worry simply made her incapable of not continually checking. Her call of, "Don't go out so deep," soon followed.
As we splashed and swam my mind kept drifting to the woman standing in the shadows of the porch above. How well could she see us from up there? I knew that if we'd stood directly in the light she'd be able to see us clearly. As shy teenagers in previous years we'd always yelled up to have the dock light extinguished before we'd rushed out and grabbed our towels and then rushed up to the cottage shivering. And then, with our towels around us, we'd stand warming in front of the fire as we drank our cocoa.
I think Mrs. W. had enjoyed the ritual as much as we had. But never in a sexual context.
As we swam that night I slowly edged closer to shore while Kevin stayed in deeper water. And when I finally stood, laughing and splashing water at my friend, the water only reached to my mid thigh. Laughing and joking , I turned and displayed myself for Kevin's watching mom. The next time I spun around and faced shore my penis sticking straight out.
Kevin swam over. "Don't," he whispered.
"You're mom's watching," I whispered back.
"She's not, she's preparing the cocoa," Kev denied.
"Stand up, show her," I ordered.
"I can't ... I've got a hard-on." I started to walk out of the water. A quick glance upward revealed his mother lurking deep in the shadows of the porch. I picked up my towel and slowly started drying myself. Seconds later Kevin tentatively emerged from the water. His cock was pointing upward. The lights remained on. The second the two of us started up the hill I saw his mother slip through the door and into the cottage.
"You didn't turn off the light," I chided Mrs. W. as I walked into the kitchen seconds later. I'd wrapped the towel tightly around my waist.
"Ohhh ... You're back already ... I was just getting the cocoa ready." Michelle White blushed as she said the words. She'd seen her sons cock. And mine. And for the next half hour, as we sat around the kitchen table, until we all headed off to bed, Kevin's mom continually cast furtive glances down towards the towels that hardly hid the penises that were struggling to escape them.
"We'll start tomorrow," I promised Kevin as we lay in our beds in the darkness an hour later.
"Do you still have a hard-on?" he asked back. Of course I did.
***
We gave Kevin's mother a present at breakfast. "It's not my birthday," she said as she looked from Kevin to me. She lifted the small, brightly wrapped package. Shook it. I smiled at her as she threw me a questioning glance.
"The girls said it would be perfect for you, for your build ... that the color was a perfect choice for your hair and eyes."
"My eyes?" she asked as she tore the package open. "Oh my gawd," she whispered as she watched the soft cloth slip through her fingers.
"It's French ... the latest style," Kevin said as his mom picked up the ivory colored bra from where it had fallen.
"I couldn't wear this. It's too--"
"Mom and Ashley said it would be perfect for you," I lied.
"Your mother? She did?" I nodded yes.
Of course Mrs. W. eventually accepted it. And, two and a half hours later, after we'd had breakfast, cleaned up and done the hundred little jobs required to open up a cottage after a winter of nonuse, she went to put it on.
"I'll join you down on the dock," she promised us when we'd finished our last job. "I just want to take a quick shower first."
We were pretending disinterest, casually lying about the dock, when we heard the screen door bang shut. Mrs. W., a towel over her arm, was wearing a loose, unbuttoned shirt over her new bathing suit as she walked down the hill. We pretended not to look. She sat down without saying a word. After checking to see if we were staring she let the shirt slide down off her shoulders.
Neither Kevin nor I said anything for about thirty seconds. Then I let out a hardly audible wolf whistle. She heard.
"Stop that," Michelle White said as the blush flooded into her cheeks.
"You look great mom," Kevin enthused.
And she did!
And the view was even more spectacular after she'd gone for a swim. The darkness of her aureoles was unmistakable through the lightly colored, wet cloth. She caught us staring. Smiled. Blushed. Looked away. Then looked back and caught us staring again. Her nipples hardened into hard little nubs before our eyes. Her eyes returned to her book. Then back to her admirers.
Mrs. White was almost as excited as we were. Later the three of us took a tour of the bay by canoe. With Kevin's mom's derriere perched delicately on the cross bar, yours truly, sitting in the back, spent the whole trip contemplating her perfect bum. And with her innocently facing the front, and while the three of us carried on a normal conversation, I spent most of the trip with one of my hands inside my shorts. Fondling myself. Neither of the other two had a clue.
I even, just for a couple of seconds, pulled it right out into the air. Somehow I stopped myself from jacking off and splattering her back.
"What do you boys want for dinner tonight?" Kev's mom asked as we paddled up the dock.
"You don't have to do anything, Kev and I are taking you to Armando's Mrs. W.," I said as I climbed up out of the canoe.
"Don't be silly .... we've got lots of food." I offered her my hand and helped her up.
"It's for us as much as you mom," Kev said as he exited the boat. "We've got to learn."
"Learn what?"
"It's going to be so different when we're in Princeton, Mrs. W," I answered. "How are we ever going to be able to know what to do if one of these sophisticated college girls wants us to take them somewhere fancy?"
"You want me to teach you?"
"Yeah," her son answered. "Like what should we wear, how we should act, what should we talk about, our table manners..."
"Ashley told us you'd be the best person to help us. That we should take you out while we we're up here, that we needed someone more sophisticated than her or her friends to help us."
"She did?" Mrs. W. was clearly delighted at both the idea and that Ash had suggested it. "Well I suppose," she started. I interrupted.
"But if you don't have something to wear..."
"Of course I have something to wear," came right back. "Armando's will be perfect. Then maybe next week I'll take you boys to the country club. It's a very good idea. I should have thought of it myself. You're lucky to have such a wonderful sister Will."
Armando's was Frelisbergs number one restaurant and owed its success and survival to the moneyed summer set that flocked to the area from May to September. A Bistro in front that served authentic Parisienne cuisine, the rear housed a more intimate, darker room that was later in the evening transformed into a more night clubby ambiance by the addition of a DJ and the clearing of a space for dancing.
"You'll have to tell us what to wear mom," Kevin encouraged later when we were getting ready to go. She took her time choosing. A Caribbean shirt and a casual sport jacket over lightweight, beige, silk dress pants was eventually chosen for me. A similar look was chosen for her son.
"Now it's your turn to help me. Which would you boys prefer I wear tonight?" she asked twenty minutes later. The words were shyly offered. Mrs. W. held a dress in each hand. She was wearing the famous Chinese kimono. Her long blond hair, still wet and uncombed, hung loosely down her back. She'd just got out of the shower.
"Heck, we're not experts mom."
"Maybe you better try them on for us," I suggested. She rushed off. A minute later she was back. She looked great.
"You'll have to do it up," she invited as she offered her back to me. Made of silk, the dark crimson sheathe, with a décolleté cut, accented every curve in her voluptuous body. As I pulled up the zipper I peeked over her shoulder and down into the deep hollow between her breasts. She was wearing some kind of lacy black strapless bra that just covered her nipples. There was absolutely no need for her to try on the other dress.
I tentatively put my nose just below her left ear and inhaled. "Are you wearing perfume Mrs. W.?" I asked as I lightly nuzzled her. "You smell so good." Before she could say anything I invited Kevin to come over and check it out.
"You smell much better than the girls at the prom," Kevin contributed after he'd inhaled his mother's scent.
"Way better ... more womanly somehow than those girls were," I added.
"Sexier too," Kev enthused after a second inhalation. Then both he and his mom blushed.
"You'll have to teach us about perfume too Michelle," I said as I zipped her up. I leaned in again and inhaled her scent again. "You don't mind if I call you that do you? Seeing as we're sorta on a date tonight."
Mrs. W. wasn't one hundred percent sure. I could see it in her eyes.
"Yes Kev, we're about to go on a date with the most beautiful woman in Frelisberg." Michelle's eyes smiled. All protest was stilled.
***
We ate dinner at a small round table in the darkened back room. A candle flickered. Being a Monday night the room was only half full and we had almost complete privacy. Mrs. W. ordered a bottle of wine to accompany our dinner. Our knees touched under the table.
I tried to keep the conversation centered on our plan as we ate. "Ashley did a wonderful job," Michelle agreed when we discussed our clothing makeover.
"We couldn't have done it without you Michelle," I corrected, letting the 'Michelle' slide from my lips as slowly as syrup, then let my fingers linger on her bare arm.
"You've been great mom," Kev echoed.
"We still haven't built ourselves up very much with the weights," I said, hoping to invite an argument.
"That's not true, you're looking wonderful. Even Ashley and the girls noticed it," Michelle replied.
We sat back and let her lead us through a quick seminar on perfume. And later Kev asked her about women's clothing. How a guy should react to what his dates wearing. What was considered a compliment, what was verboten. Finally I seized the opening.
"This is sorta a weird question Michelle ... you probably won't even want to answer it. It's personal ... it's just there's so much we don't know," I stammered out.
"What? You can ask anything. You don't have to be shy with me ... I'm almost your mother," she answered. And she was truly morphing into Michelle and away from the Mrs. W. I'd always known.
"It's just I saw your bra ... when I was zipping you up," I said.
"My bra?"
"I shouldn't ask," I said as I let a blush escape onto my cheeks.
"Will! Don't be foolish."
"It's just that I couldn't figure out how it stays up ... there didn't seem to be any straps." Michelle laughed. I went on, "We sorta investigated ladies bras before--"
"Have you?" there was a challenge in her eyes. "You and Kevin?"
"We didn't do anything bad. We were just trying to figure out how to open and shut them. It's all part of our plan. What if we ever get in a position to undo one and we can't."
"We'd look stupid," her son agreed.
"And whose bras were they?" I think she expected I'd say hers. That we'd been messing around in her underwear. In fact I think she was hoping it was in her drawer that we'd been exploring.
"You won't say anything? You won't be mad? Promise?" I asked.
"Of course I won't be angry with you."
"Mom's."
'Your mother's?" I nodded.
"And Ashley's."
"There's so many kinds mom," Kev threw out. "Some of them were almost impossible to open."
"We didn't do anything Mrs. W." I'd gone back to the more formal address on purpose. "Nothing really wrong."
"It's absolutely normal for boys to be curious."
'It's just that when I saw yours tonight it looked different than Mom's."
Michelle White then went on to give us a ten minute mini-class on bras. The one she was wearing, which she let us have a pretty darned good look at as she explained its structure, turned out to be something called a strapless, seamless, push up bra in satin. In a leopard skin print pattern. As she leaned over for a second both Kev and I saw it when a nipple popped free. She leaned back but she didn't rush doing it. Her nipple had been excited.
"Will you show us all of your bras, maybe tomorrow?" Kev asked somewhat boldly.
"We really had trouble when we didn't have anyone showing us how they worked," I immediately added.
"You boys will be studying too hard to have any time for bra mechanics," she answered, but with a smile. We both took it as a yes.
When the DJ appeared and the music started up I asked Kev's mother for the first dance. She refused at first. "We probably should go home."
"I'm not that bad," I protested.
"That's not why--"
I interrupted her. "Mom taught me. Before the prom. Showed me how to do it."
"She did?" she asked as I took her hand and got her to her feet.
"She told me it's all in how you hold the woman. Gently but firmly," I said as I put my arms around her back. Involuntarily her arms snaked around my head. Her breasts brushed my chest. We fit together perfectly. For the first minute of the song we were silent as we slowly swayed. She moved into my cock.
"There's something we have to tell you. We don't want to do it behind your back."
She lifted her head. "Tell me what?" My hands slid lower.
"It's just something we want to do before we go to Princeton. To get it out of the way." I was in no rush. I wanted Michelle to slowly draw it out of me.



"Get what out of the way?"
"Maybe it'd be better if we didn't tell you. You might think we're bad."
"What Will? I'd never think you boys bad." I put my hand at the back of Michelle's head and caressed her hair.
"We're virgins Michelle."
"Virgins?"
"Both Kev and I." Her mound was comfortably pressed against my cock. She didn't answer. Instead she simply buried her head against my chest.
"We've decided to hire someone ... before we go to school," I whispered into her ear.
"WHAT?" I felt her body tense at my words but my hand kept her from pulling back. I waited. Slowly I felt the tenseness drain from her body.
"You can't. You'll remember your first one all your life. It's important Will," Michelle said as she looked up into my eyes. I simply held her against me.
"A girl will come along ... someone you'll fall in love with ... you just have to wait," she pled.
"It could be years."
"You just can't ... not with a prostitute. I won't let you. I won't let either of you."
"We're already in love. It's just that--"
"Just what? Who is she?"
"I'm dancing with her," I said, then released her and led her back to the table.
"Michelle wants to dance with you Kev," I said as I offered my friend his mother's hand. Michelle still had a look of shock on her face as Kevin put his arms around her. They talked animatedly as they danced. And as soon as they returned to the table Michelle White insisted that we go home.
It was a silent twenty minute ride home, a silence only broken when we pulled up in front of the cottage. "We're going to talk about this tomorrow morning." It was an order. Mrs. White rushed into the house the second she'd uttered it.
She was in her room when the two of us got in the house. "You shouldn't have said anything," Kevin grumbled as we looked at her closed bedroom door.
"I'm going for a swim," I answered as I threw my sports jacket over a chair. My shirt quickly joined it.
"I gotta pee first," Kev answered.
"Grab the towels." When he got back I was standing naked in the center of his living room floor. He shucked his pants while I wrapped the towel around my waist.
"Should I tell mom?' he asked as I turned towards the door.
"You better," I said, then flicked the switch on the two outside lights. I was already halfway down the hill when I heard Michelle's voice, "You can't, don't you boys dare! Not tonight. You've both been drinking, I won't let you."
"You better watch us then," I heard Kevin say he rushed out of the cottage. Just as I launched myself off the dock I heard the screen door slam shut a second time. I knew Kev's mother was following us.
She was standing on the end of the dock when I resurfaced, clearly angry but beautiful in her crimson dress. She was barefoot. I knew it was now or never.
"So aren't you going to get the cocoa ready." Kev asked. His mom responded angrily. As they talked I swam to the shore and walked up onto the beach. Then I silently walked down the dock.
When I was less than five feet from her she asked her son, "Where's Will? I don't see him." Before she could panic or move I quickly moved right up behind her and then bent and lifted her in my arms.
"WILL!" Her screech echoed across the lake. Before I could talk myself out of it I jumped off the end of the dock. Michelle White was in my arms. I was naked. So was her son.
***
We gave her a few minutes up at the cottage alone before we finally trudged up the hill with our towels around our waists.
"You boys are terrible," were her first words when we entered the house. But there was a shy, almost girlish smile on her face. And she was holding a tray with three cups of cocoa on it. She was wearing her silk kimono. It was obvious that she had nothing on under it.
I turned off the overhead light and then turned on the music before I joined mother and son on the couch in front of the fire. For minutes we were silent as we sipped the warming drinks. The flickering flames of the fire danced across our bodies.
"Well, we better all go to bed." Michelle finally announced. She rose. We rose with her.
"One last dance," I invited before she could escape us.
"It's late," she whispered but still let me put my arms around her. I unhooked my towel and then pulled her against me. In the darkness, in her nervousness I'm not sure she even noticed. But she couldn't help but notice the hardness that was trapped between our stomachs. As I watched Kevin over his mothers shoulder I slowly let my hands slide down over the roundness of Michelle's bum.
"Don't," she whispered in my ear.
"You're so beautiful," Michelle," I answered as my hands explored.
"We can't. It's wrong." Softly, almost sadly breathed into my ear. I slowly pulled the hem of Kevin's mother's kimono up until I'd bared her. The music ended. I let the kimono fall. "Do you want Kevin's first woman to be a--" I let Michelle fill in the blank.
"Your mother wants one last dance with you Kev," I told my friend as I put Michelle's hand in his. As they came together I grabbed Kevin's towel and pulled it off him. I watched them dance. I watched Kevin's hands as they explored the same area I'd just caressed.
And then I moved right up behind his mother. I gently moved her long blond locks to the side before bringing my lips to the hollow on the side of her neck. I kissed her. She groaned. Kevin, plastered against his mom, watched from inches away.
"Kiss your mom," I encouraged as I let my hands slide down his mother's arms. He did. She moaned softly when their lips finally parted.
"Move back ... just for a sec," I told her son.
"Move back?"
He stepped back about a foot. His cock was sticking out, bobbing and an angry red as it tried to bridge the distance now between them. He watched silently as my arms circled his mom. Michelle made no protest as my fingers undid the sash that held her kimono closed. In fact, she arched back into me. I slipped the kimono down off her shoulders. Kevin watched as it pooled on the floor at his feet.
My palms closed around the ripe, pink tipped melons. Michelle groaned as I squeezed and caressed them. But my hands didn't linger, instead they slid off and downward, two separate probes that met as they trailed into her pubic nest. I pulled the lips apart.
"Take Kevin's cock," I whispered in his mother's ear as I held her open, as one of my fingers slipped inside her moistness. She was wet ... ready. Her hand had closed around his shaft.
"Put it in, put Kevin's big cock inside you," I urged as I pulled her even wider apart. A second later my friend's thick knob was rubbing against his mother's opening.
"Put it in Kev," I ordered, then watched as my friend pushed his penis deep inside his mom. I stepped back. Michelle cried out. Her son grabbed her ass as he thrust deeply a second time. A minute later they were on the floor, the colorful Navaho rug the only thing protecting Michelle's body from the hard pine floor that her son's urgent, thrusting spear was driving her into. Neither of them noticed.
I sensed the imminent arrival of his orgasm and pulled him back. He fought me, unwilling to leave his mother's sheathe before he'd flooded it. "You can't, your mom can't have your baby," I yelled. Finally, reluctantly he let me pull him out of his mom.
"Nooooo ...pleeeeease," his mother cried, clearly lost in the pleasure his cock had released, a cock bigger than any that had ever entered her.
"I'm cumming," Kev groaned.
"Put him in your mouth Michelle," I ordered.
Without hesitating, beyond any rational thought, Michelle White dipped her head and took her son into her mouth. Seconds later Kev's cock started to jerk. She swallowed his cum in hungry, sucking gulps.
And then, a minute later, with Kev still on his back and his chest heaving, I leaned down and picked his mother up off the floor. A strand of her son's sperm was dangling from the corner of her mouth.
"What?" she groaned as I picked her up. I carried her to her bedroom. A second later I was inside her. Fucking, thrusting, possessing, spearing, pumping, owning, loving...
She was tight and moist. Her legs curled around my back. In my need I hardly felt her nails as they scraped across my shoulders.
I came quickly but she was ready for me. The excitement of the evening, our dances, the thrusting's of her son had all brought her close. And so, as my cock jerked for the first time inside a woman, Michelle's vagina was spasm-ing into its own orgasm. I didn't pull out even though I knew I should. I couldn't. And Kevin, still back in the other room, wasn't there to do it.
Michelle screamed as her orgasming cunt squeezed my spurting cock.
I fucked her a second time. I didn't even pull out before I started again. As I was fucking his mother Kevin walked into the room. He was naked. Hard. He stroked his penis as he stood at the edge of the bed watching me fuck his mom. Her head thrown back in ecstasy, she didn't notice him.
As soon as I rolled off he replaced me between her legs. His second time inside her he didn't pull out.
That first night I came inside his mother four times. Kev matched me.
***
"Morning," I whispered when I saw her eyes open. I'd been lying watching her for twenty minutes. The sun had been up for hours.
She stretched languorously in response, then leaned over and gave me a gentle kiss on my lips.
"You're beautiful." She kissed me again. Then she kissed a nipple. Then her lips drifted lower. I lay back, then groaned as she took me into her mouth. Kevin woke sometime during the blow job. I felt it through her mouth when he pushed his cock inside her.
We stayed at the cottage another seventeen days. We hardly left the property. We hardly ever put our clothes on.
She taught us all she knew about sex. In the end I think we taught her more. Mrs. White discovered in those seventeen days that she loved sex. We found out it was impossible to give her too much.
August - Mom
We got home from the lake on the second day of August. It was a Monday. Dad was home but mom wasn't scheduled back from her trip with Ashley until the following Sunday afternoon.
I called Natalie on Tuesday morning. My penis was buried deep inside her by nine forty-five a.m. It was a completely different experience from what I'd had with Michelle. It wasn't love. There was nowhere near the emotional attachment that I'd felt with Kev's mom. But it was great. She taught me how to eat a woman. Then, on all fours in her apartment, she begged me to fuck her ass.
Ashley, fresh from the 'leadership camp' she'd attended with mom, chose not to come home on the Sunday with mom -- instead she joined Caitlyn's family for two weeks at their cottage in the western end of the state.
Father, who'd been preparing for a complicated copyright trial for most of August, was due in Chicago for the openings motions on Monday morning. His team flew out on Sunday afternoon two hours before mom was due home. I drove him to the airport.
It was perfect! I couldn't have planned it better. I'd been with Natalie all week and now it was mom's turn.
"Hey," I welcomed after running outside the second I saw her car turn into the driveway. She'd called fifteen minutes earlier on her cell warning me she was on her way.
"Oh my gawd, look at you, you're as brown as a berry," she answered as she held out her arms in welcome.
"You look great," I said as we hugged. "Your hair, its--" Mom had changed her hair style in her weeks away. Unleashed from her normal tight bun on top of her head, her brown curls now seemed to float as they cascaded down onto her shoulders.
"Ashley thought maybe--"
"It looks great, you're beautiful," I said as mom blushed under my scrutiny of my eyes.
"Are you sure? You don't think it's too young a style for me?"
We weren't looking at each other in a normal mother/son way. Nor was the embrace a typical one.
There was an excitement, a sexual excitement between us that I knew she felt as much as I did.
***
"We've been talking ... your dad and I," mom said once we'd settled ourselves on the couch. "About the future," she added.
She talked almost non-stop for over an hour. My parents were going to separate. They'd grown apart. They still both loved us. It was to be an amicable split. "It's just we've both decided we want different things now that you guys are almost grown up," mom explained. She'd already told Ashley. Who'd been very supportive. In fact from the sounds of mom's words Ashley was hard at work planning mom's move back to a single person's life. Apparently the hairdo change had only been step one.
I tried to sound sympathetic. I hugged her. I was elated.
"So how was the cottage? Did you have a good time?" she asked after she'd finished.
"It was great."
"Have you got everything organized for college? Do we have lots of things to get done before you go?"
"Kevin and I still have a few more lessons to take."
"Lessons? For what?"
"We still haven't quite mastered all the important dating techniques required of Princeton freshmen."
"I taught you to dance, what more do you need?"
"Well, kissing to start ..." I gave mom a teasing smile as I said the words. "One of the 'How To Be a BMOC' books we read emphasized how important good kissing technique is. It said that just a few poorly performed kisses can ruin a college freshman's social life."
"Did they?" She started to grin.
"Uh huh. And it's not that easy."
"And how do you plan to overcome any kissing shortcomings you have in the short time left to you?"We were both smiling broadly now.
"Professionals!" I said confidently. "I think that's what I've learned most from this whole process mom. Why fool around? Go find someone who knows what they're doing. Then pay them to teach us."
"That's not very romantic," mom answered, then slowly ran her tongue across her upper lip. "And besides, as I remember it, you're already a pretty good kisser."
"That was just one. The kissing manual said you have to learn all sorts of kisses. That it's pretty complicated until you get your tongue wet, so to speak."
"Did it?"
"Uh huh. How many do you know mom? Did you have a kissing instructor when you were young?"
"I know a few," mom whispered back. Our lips were now only inches apart.
"Maybe if I learned a few from you beforehand my lessons won't be as expensive," I said just as our lips lightly touched.
We went straight to one of the most advanced kisses. A hungry, moist, needy, tongue filled kiss. An urgent attempt to swallow the others mouth.
When you kiss it's not just the lips and mouth that move. Your hands, unbidden, do too. They explore. They caress. They squeeze. They undress. And all the while there's that excitement growing in your groin. The filling, the hardening, the need.
Why didn't mom stop us? I know looking back that she could have. That only a few words from her could have stopped me in my tracks. But she didn't say those words.
Was it because of dad and the impending separation? Was it a need for reassurance? Had she been carrying around and dreaming of the dance we'd had weeks before?
I think now that I awoke something in her. Something that had lain dormant deep inside her for much of her last five or ten years with dad. That her untying herself from my father had unleashed a long suppressed and deep sexual hunger.
And she was hungry. There was no 'we can't' or 'it's wrong' in our coupling. We used each other as hungry animals might. Urgent hard sex that we repeated three times before we fell apart.
My mother's head was resting on my chest, her eyes locked on mine. One of her hands lightly held my sticky and spent penis while my hand caressed her hair. There were tears falling down her cheeks. They were tears of happiness.
***
"Kevin's coming to stay with us ... this aft, the White's are flying out at four." We'd just woken. I had a hard-on. It was four days since mom had returned home. We'd spent them in my father's bed.
"We'll have to be careful," mom answered, then kissed my cheek. Her fingers trolled down across my stomach until they found my cock. Her fingers closed around it. Squeezed.
"We slept with his mom," then added when her mouth opened in surprise, "when we were at the cottage." I had no idea how'd she react to the news.
"Both you and Kev?"
"We shared her," I answered as I rolled on top of my mother.
"Shared her?" mom asked as I pushed my penis inside of her.
"In every way," I said. The only sounds either of us made for the next five minutes were the sounds of intercourse, the groans, the gasps, the moans, and the grunts that always accompanied an orgasmic union. When we'd finally decoupled we lay silent on our backs, the only sounds in mom's bedroom the deep panting sounds of emptied lovers.
"And are you going to share me?" mom finally asked.
"Yes," I answered.
***
Kevin arrived just after five-thirty that day. He'd known, I'd already told him two days earlier, that I'd already made love to my mom. There was a nervous excitement in him as he stowed his bag in my room.
"Does she know?" he asked.
"She knows we both fucked your mom."
"You told her? What'd she say?"
"I told her that tonight I was going to share her with you."
"You did? Was she mad? What'd she say?"
"Mom's never had two cocks in her at the same time," I told my friend.
Kevin had mom for dessert that night. Literally. I'd put them so that they were facing each other from either end of the dinner table. They'd both been nervous throughout the meal. Conversations started and then suddenly stopped. Quick, shy glances followed by dropped eyes. Sitting between them I stayed silent as I ate, watching them both as my left hand stroked my mother's thighs.
Kevin knew what I was doing. Mom knew that Kevin knew. But she did nothing to discourage me as my hand explored her sex.
Mom finally rose. "I'll get the dessert," she said.
"Come here first," I asked, then reached for her hand.
"We're having apple pie and ice cream," she told Kevin as she moved up beside me.
I put my fingers on the hem of mom's dress and slowly raised it. "Don't, please Will," she whispered as my fingers seized the top of her panties. She didn't move. I pulled mom's panties, panties made of soft white lace, slowly down. And then I heard a gasp from behind me when my mother's dark triangle of pubic hair was exposed to Kevin's stare.
"We're having you for dessert," I told my mother. Seconds later I lifted her up on the table so that she was facing Kevin. Her legs were open, her sex exposed. I helped her lie back among the dishes while Kevin dipped his head. He was licking his lips. Her little cries of pleasure soon followed, they were expelled into my mouth as we kissed. I felt it when he pushed his cock inside mom. And I kissed her the whole time he fucked her.
Later she sucked Kevin while I made love to her.
Later still she found herself the filling of a three person sandwich. Lying on top of Kevin, vagina stuffed, while I creamed her ass.
***
I called Monica Evans five days before I was due to leave for Princeton. Just to say goodbye, to wish her well.
"Why don't you come over, I'm just hanging by the pool," she invited. So I did. Expecting nothing even while hoping for everything. What I'd already learned in my few short weeks of sexual activity was that the more sex you had the more you wanted. Even while Kevin and I had been occupied with my mom over the previous week, I hadn't been able to stop myself from sneaking over to Natalie's just about every day.
The more cum I spent the more that seemed to be produced.
We sat talking while sitting on the edge of her pool with our feet dangling in the pool. We were both in our bathing suits. We each had a beer in our hand. She was nice. It was just a nice comfortable conversation. About university. About our hopes. Our plans. About her long term boyfriend Greg who was already off to play football halfway across the country. How they'd put their romance on hold. It was a conversation that I never would have been capable of carrying on three months earlier.



When my beer was finished I slipped off the ledge and down into the water. "C'mon down here," I lured as I looked up into her eyes.
"It's too cold." I held up my arms towards her. Without another word she let herself go and fell into them. I enveloped her in them as I pulled her against me.
"Has that bad alien taken over Will Sommer's body again," she asked coyly. The invitation was clear.
I shook my head. "It's just me." My hands had slipped inside the back of her suit and onto her bare bum.
"Are you still a virgin?" One of her hands slid across my stomach. I shook my head no.
"The alien made me do some very bad things," I said as I disengaged my left hand and then used it to undo her bra.
"What bad things? With who?" she asked as her fingers circled my shaft.
"He made me do it with three different women."
"WHAT?" Three?" And then she started to giggle.
"What," I asked back when she didn't stop. I was pushing her panties down her thighs as I spoke.
"It's not fair. Here I'm the Prom Queen and I've only slept with two boys in my whole life and you, who's never talked to girls in his whole life has all of a sudden slept with three." Her hand started to move up and down my shaft.
"We could make it three for you," I offered.
"You'd still be one up on me," she answered as she placed my cock against her slit. My hands tightened on her ass and pulled her forward.
Every single woman is different. Each in her own way delights. Monica and I had a fun fuck. It was athletic and fun. No great words of love or promises. We spent a wonderful afternoon together.
"You're bigger than Greg," she said much later. I was lying on my back on the lawn next to the pool. She was kneeling over me, examining me with her fingers. 'Much bigger."
"Is that good," I asked.
"Very," she answered. Then she took me into her mouth.
It was an easy parting. We'd both enjoyed ourselves but without any sense of commitment. We promised we'd see each other again at Christmas or even, if it worked out, one of us might visit the other some fall weekend. Our schools were only about an hour apart.
***
I slept alone with mom that night. Kevin's parents had returned from their vacation and were anxious to see him, especially his dad who only had a couple of days at home before he had to leave for another business trip.
"Are you okay? Is everything going to be alright?" I asked my mother as we lay entwined. It was close to midnight and the room was eerily lit by the moonlight that was flooding in through the glass balcony doors.
"I'm going to miss you so much," mom whispered.
"I love you." I kissed her.
"Of course you do. I'm your mother." I felt the tear as it slipped down her cheek.
"It's not over. It'll never be over, never" I promised. And it won't be. I know my mother will always be the most important woman in my life.
***
Ashley
Ashley returned two days before I was scheduled to leave. The next afternoon I caught up to Ash, Caitlyn and Bri. They were doing teenage girl things in her room while the music blared in the background.
When I sat down on the bed they turned the music off.
"I just want to thank you guys," I started.
"You've certainly changed," Caitlyn threw out.
"Due to your good work," I complimented.
"I think we may have done too good a job," my perceptive sister opined. I laughed.
"Anyway, I just wanted you to know that if you ever need anything, anything at all, you just have to call." My eyes stayed locked on Ash as I said the words. She looked for a second like she might cry. Ashley?
"You could update my computer before you left," Brianna asked. She was quite willing to take advantage of any offer.
We joked around for a couple of minutes. Finally, ready to back out, I started to take my leave. 'Goodbyes', 'good luck', 'thanks', 'see you at thanksgivings' flowed.
The new, reformed Will Sommers, the Princeton model, couldn't resist one parting shot. "And if you ever need any advice about boys, you know, if you want a more mature take on the world, a more sophisticated man's view, a college viewpoint your high school boys can't supply, you should feel free to e-mail or call."
All three girls started to sputter out words. I interrupted them, "I'm serious. And you know what, I'm going to make you all an offer that you can keep on the back burner just in case you need it down the road."
"And what offer might that be mister college sophisticate?" Ashley asked with a wry smile.
"If by any chance you three can't manage to come up with a suitable date for your senior prom--"
"It's not for two years," came from Caitlyn.
"Like why would we not be able to get dates?" Brianna.
"—I promise that both Kevin and I will make ourselves available."
"Like we'd be interested in dating two nerds." Caitlyn. Sis was smiling.
"Two handsome, sophisticated, well dressed Princetonians," I said smugly.
"Princeton?" Ashley. Dismissively. "Now if you were going to Harvard that might be another thing entirely." My sister was nice. And I knew I'd never really get the better of her.
***
We left the next morning. In the car I told Kevin that he had to reserve June 17th 2012 on his schedule. That we had to pay back our debt.
Mrs. Michelle White, the mother of my best friend and the woman who'd taken my virginity, opined from the front seat, "Those girls would be lucky to have you boys."
"Yes they would," agreed my mom as she nestled in against me on the back seat. She absentmindedly stroked my penis through my pants as we drove off.
It was a four hundred plus mile trip to Princeton. It had been decided that mom and Michelle would drive us up in Mrs. W's Mercedes SUV. The mom's had insisted that we plan it with an overnight stop to break the trip into two manageable pieces.
We reserved two rooms with king size beds. We only used one. The two manageable pieces turned out to be Kevin's and my cock. And our mother's managed them very well.
The next day we started our University careers. We were ready for all cumers...
It was only when we got home for Christmas that we learned that both our moms had been pregnant as we'd made love to them that September night. However, it'll be a while before the paternity of the two children is officially confirmed. Don't tell Kevin but I'm pretty sure they're both going to be Sommer's babies. Will Sommers.
THE END
Thanks for reading my little tale. Please take the few extra seconds required and click one of the voting stars. Most of LITEROTICA'S authors are unpaid -- they're working for both their personal enjoyment and even more so for the entertainment of their readers. Sending us feedback, through either the voting stars or by also sending us a comment, is the main motivational force that keeps us writing.
I also love to hear back from readers -- your comments are always welcomed and help me to decide what story I'm going to write next.
And if you liked this story why not make me one of your FAVORITES. It's pretty easy to do.
Thank you, jim scouries
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The following is a story of two brothers ... and ultimately their wives. It's a true story. All sex described involves only characters 18 years old or older. I hope you'll enjoy it...
Thursday night, early September 2007
"C'mon, it's early," I lured as I stood next to my brother in front of the row of stained urinals. The beer we'd been drinking for the last two hours had finally started to flow out the other end. It was time to get out of this dump -- the girls were waiting.
"Shit, I gotta get home. Caitlyn will kill me if I don't--"
"Adam, its Thursday night for Christ's sake. We play some ball, then we go for a few beers with the boys, then we go see some naked woman."
"She was pissed off at me for weeks after you made me go the last time."
"Made you go? Poor little baby. Fuck, has she got you pussy whipped bro," I interrupted as I shook the last drop of piss from the end of my cock and tucked myself away.
"Screw you, you're not married asshole," my big brother answered as he pulled up his zipper.
"C'mon, just for an hour or so... I thought you said she was out with the girls tonight."
"Still," he delayed but I knew I had him.
"Christ Adam, you should see some of the little sweeties they got dancing over there now."
"You and your bloody titty bars," he complained as we looked at each other in the mirror over the sinks. But there was a grin in his eyes. "It's time you settled down, got married."
"You're starting to sound like mom ... and Vanessa," I grumbled as I dried my hands.
"Oh I'm really going to laugh the day Vanessa gets you to walk down the aisle little brother."
"Fuck you too," I said as I slapped my brother and best friend on the back as we walked towards the exit. Ten minutes later we were comfortably ensconced in a "private" booth that overlooked the mirrored stainless steel floor of the ScouriesWorld Gentlemen's Club. Soon after, Nadia, a recent immigrant from Romania and a lovely, clean shaven young beauty, was perched naked on a stool she'd set between my knees.
Giving yours truly a twenty dollar lap dance. It was a dance that involved more of her rubbing herself against my body than it did actual dancing. Which was just fine with me. She had a great set of perky little, pink tipped, puffy nippled breasts on her. Of course I got a hard-on.
Then, in spite of his protests, she danced one for my brother. She did a little rubbing on his crotch too. The two timing slut!
"Caitlyn will kill me," my twenty-five year old brother complained, referring to his wife of three years. "Christ David, you shouldn't have done that, her perfume's all over me."
"Stop complaining. Did you see the snatch on that girl?"
"How could I miss it? Not a hair on it. And she had it like two inches from my nose. Fuck, smell my shirt," he said as he leaned over towards me.
"Didn't stop you from getting a hard-on though bro, did it?"
We each had downed another couple of beers and had enjoyed another lap dance each, this time from a bouncy little busty blond from California, a girl who apparently liked to run the bottoms of her feet up and down the crotches of men she didn't know, before I turned to my big brother and told him I had something serious I wanted to talk to him about. I'd wanted us both feeling pretty good before I sprung my news on him.
"I got something to tell you too," he answered back.
"What? You do?"
"It's about me and Caitlyn," my brother mumbled nervously.
What the fuck was this I wondered as I looked over at him. He started to blush. "You and Caitlyn?" Christ, don't tell me they're having marital problems I thought to myself. Here I'd been working myself up to tell him my big news and now he's springing this on me.
"We've got a problem." I just watched him without responding but my mind was whirling. "She's having a problem... I mean we are." I waited for him to continue. "We can't have babies," finally spilled from his lips.
"Huh? Something's wrong with her? I mean she looks--"
"It's me."
"It's you what?" What the hell was he talking about?
"I can't get her pregnant."
"What, you've forgotten where your dick's supposed to go?"
"It's serious ... I'm serious." I suddenly realized he wasn't joking around.
"But-"
"If we want to have kids we may have to adopt."
"Adopt? Like what, some Asian? Or some black crackheads baby?" I spat out. It was impossible for me to mask my disapproval.
"Or we could go the artificial insemination route."
"This is bullshit! There's nothing wrong with you. Christ bro, remember that little sweetie from Savannah when we were back in college? She said she'd never seen a guy so full of cum."
"It's not about quantity Dave. They say there's something wrong with it."
"Who did?"
"The doctors, the labs."
"What's wrong with it? Maybe they're wrong," I said, still unable to accept the fact that my brother wouldn't be able to father any babies.
"Maybe," Adam answered but there was no hope in his voice.
"What did Caitlyn say? What does she want to do?"
"We don't know. It's hard."
"I don't like the adoption idea," I said even as the thought of another man's sperm being pushed up inside my sister-in-law flashed through my head. It was a disgusting thought.
"I think she'd like to have a baby herself, experience it at least once. It would all be anonymous. We'd get to choose from a list of potential donors ... things like height, eye color, body type, smarts. But the donor would never know." As he talked I could hear the distaste in his voice.
"Yeah but it wouldn't be a Montgomery. Can't you get your sperm fixed, purified or something?"
"No." there was a sad finality in his voice.
My brother had been made to be a father. And his wife to be a mother.
"What's your news anyway?" he asked after we'd been sitting silently, lost in our own thoughts, for close to five minutes.
"My news?"
"You said you had something to tell me."
"Oh that." After what he'd just laid on me I had no desire to go there. "It was nothing."
"So what do you think? What should we do?"
How the fuck was I supposed to know? The whole thing sounded like bullshit. Was my brother, a famous jokester, having me on I wondered as I watched him? There was no way he couldn't have kids. Made no sense at all. My mind was whirling as I again considered, then rejected, adoption. The whole artificial insemination crap gave me the heebie jeebies.
There was no way my nephews and nieces should be Chinese or the product of some tube inserted between Caitlyn's legs. And then, without thinking, I spoke the idea that had just flashed into my head. Words I never would have uttered if I'd been sober. "What about my sperm? Could they use that?"
"Your sperm?"
"At least it would be a Montgomery. I mean it would have our DNA, your DNA."
"What, you want to fuck my wife?" An angry question but there was no real anger in his voice. Instead only a sad resignation.
"Don't be stupid, they could artificially insert it or whatever they do," I answered even though the truth was I'd wanted to fuck Caitlyn since we'd been classmates our senior year of high school.
"I just don't know what to do," Adam, normally one of the most forceful and confident guys you'd ever want to me, said sadly.
"I could get you another dance," I offered, trying to ease the tension
"Fuck you," the person I loved most in the world answered.
We left it at that. Finished our beers and then both left the bar to go to our respective homes. I dreamt of fucking my sister-in-law half the night. And I still hadn't told my brother my news.
It was only years later that I learned what, and who, Caitlyn dreamed of that very night.
***
My name is David William Montgomery, and the day that my brother and I went to the girlie bar and had the above conversation I'd been twenty-two years old. A guy who'd graduated from University fifteen months earlier and then had immediately gone to work at the company my father had started forty years before.
My brother Adam, who was two and a half years older than me, my boyhood hero and now best friend, also worked for dad's company. He was married to Caitlyn Reagan, a girl my age, and someone who'd lived across the street from us when we'd been growing up.
Sometimes, late at night, after I'd spent an evening in their company, at a family dinner or maybe after a night the three of us (and maybe with one of my girlfriends) had spent just hanging out it might hit me. The uninvited thought would cross my mind that if I had just been a little quicker, if I'd just been a little braver, that it might be me who was married to her and spending the night in her bed.
I'd almost asked her out! So fucking close. Maybe a week more, two weeks max and I've have asked her out and everything would have turned out differently. I was a shy guy growing up, a slow developer physically who'd suddenly exploded into sexual maturity and teenage horniness at the end of my junior year of high school.
I'd been steeling myself to ask her out those first few weeks of our senior year. And Caitlyn had been giving me signals that my approach would be welcomed. Well, I can say that now that I've got some experience of girls, but honestly, thinking back, I was so nervous then that I had no idea what my pretty neighbor was thinking. I'd been afraid she was going to shoot me down. I'd delayed.
And then it was the end of October and Adam came back from University for a long weekend visit and a couple of Halloween parties. And the fates got me when Adam almost hit Caitlyn with his car when he turned onto our street. Five minutes later she'd agreed to go to a costume party with him that night.
And that was that! He took her out Thursday, Friday and Saturday nights before returning to school on Sunday. They were officially dating. And yours truly was shit out of luck.
Before he left, my brother, having no idea of my feelings towards Caitlyn, had asked me why the hell I'd never asked her out.
They went out at Thanksgiving and Christmas. Adam told me much later that they'd had sex for the first time that Christmas. She'd been a virgin. I lost my virginity a few months later to a girl I didn't like half as much as Caitlyn.
They didn't get married right away. While I followed my brother to the same University my parents had gone to after I'd graduated high school, Caitlyn went off to a small liberal arts college out of state.
And during the two years Adam and I overlapped at school, including his senior year when we shared an apartment, Adam wasn't sitting at home Friday nights waiting for a call from Caitlyn. And I can tell you that he didn't live a celibate life those two years. We partied hard. We did things all horny college guys do. And getting laid was always at the top of the list.
But, while not going steady, every time Adam and Caitlyn were back in the hometown, be it Thanksgiving, Christmas, Easter or summer, they'd hook up. And I think all of us knew, including our parents and Caitlyn's parents, that it was only a matter of time.
They got married during the Christmas vacation of my junior year. I was best man. Caitlyn dropped out of school as the two of them set up home four blocks from where they'd grown up. Adam went to work for Dad while Caitlyn got a job as a manufacturer's rep for woman's lingerie.
I went back to school. I had sex with nine coeds during that spring semester. The funny thing was they all ended up looking and sounding like Caitlyn while I was in them...
***
"He can't have babies? Why not?" It was the Saturday morning two days later and I'd just told my girlfriend Adam's news. We'd spent the previous night in my bed. She'd been angling for months to get invited to move in but I'd been delaying, mainly because I knew that I was about to move.
"They're not sure, they're still testing."
"I'm not marrying you if we can't have babies," Vanessa said, surprising me completely. It had never crossed my mind that she'd immediately see it as our problem. In fact since Adam had told me his news I'd never asked myself if I might have the same problem. I'd been too worried about Caitlyn and him.
"What, this isn't about me." Who the fuck does she think she is I wondered, then added, "who asked you anyway?"
"I'm serious Dave, it won't work if we can't have children."
I'd been going out with Vanessa for the previous year and we'd been slowly winding our way towards marriage. I'd been debating for weeks whether to ask her to come with me when I moved. As soon as I heard her words something clicked in my brain and I knew I wouldn't be taking her south with me to Miami.
I backed off. "It's probably just a fuck up. He's going to get tested again, this week, I'm sure he'll be fine," I answered.
"You should go too," she threw back.
And I did get myself tested. Not because of her but because I, who'd never even considered it at first, was all of a sudden scared shitless that maybe I was infertile or whatever the hell they called it. But I didn't tell anyone else what I was doing.
Ten days later I got the results. By then I'd broken up with Vanessa. I passed with flying colors. I had a high sperm count, my little sperms were shaped perfectly and my motility was in the top two percentiles. My cock was a fully certified baby making machine.
And yes, as soon as I got the results, I couldn't help thinking about pushing a thick, heavy, creamy load of healthy Montgomery sperm deep into Caitlyn. Of putting my baby inside her.
***
"You've been ignoring us again," my brother's wife chided with a welcoming smile when she opened the door. It was Friday night and they'd insisted that I come over for dinner. It had been just over two weeks since Adams and my talk. We hadn't discussed it since. I had my 'sperm report' in my pocket.
"Hi hon," I answered as I gave her a quick hug and a peck on the cheek. My sister-in-law always smelt better than other girls.
Ten minutes later, with the three of us settled in their den with beers in our hands, I told them my news.
"WHAAAAT!" my brother demanded.
"You can't," Caitlyn protested.
"I am, I'm leaving the company," I repeated.
"No fucking way," my brother insisted.
"I have to. It's not working," I said softly.
"Of course it's working."
"There's not enough for me to do. Christ, Dad doesn't trust me to empty the waste basket."
And he didn't! My father loved me, always had, and I'd known it growing up, but I'd also always known I was number two in his eyes. Adam had always been held up as what I could be. I'd never quite made it!
Looking back on it now it's a miracle I didn't end up hating my brother. Being continually compared unfavorably to him. It was just an unending stream of comments, comments like: 'Why can't you be as good as your brother', or 'but Adam got ninety in math his first year', or 'Adam scored fifteen touchdowns', and on and on. No matter what I did, dad immediately compared my accomplishment unfavorably to my big brother. And he'd never realized how much it had hurt me.
So I shoulda hated Adam. Except I never had. I'd started off worshipping the big brother who always had time for me, who always invited me along on excursion with his friends. Who'd always complimented me on my accomplishments.
And by the time I joined him at university we were best friends. Even if he was dating Caitlyn Reagan.
I'd debated joining Dad's company when I'd graduated. I'd been afraid that I'd be the extra, and unneeded wheel. Adam had talked me into it even though I'd been ninety percent convinced I'd be better off trying something of my own, even if only for a few years. I'd been right.
We were eating dinner a half hour later when we got to the next big question. Caitlyn asked it. "So what are you going to do? Have you looked for a job?"
"I'm moving to Miami," I started.
"Are you crazy?" Adam demanded. He hadn't got over my first bit of news and now I'd hit him with this.
"You can't leave us, we won't let you" his wife insisted fiercely. She hadn't seemed too upset or surprised at my news that I was leaving the company but her shock at my potentially leaving town was clearly written on her face.
"Fuck you, I swear I won't let you, you're staying here." my brother promised.
So I spent the next fifteen minutes telling them my plans. Of how the guy I'd roomed with my last two years at school, a Miami native and a guy Adam knew from his last year at school, had finally convinced me to come down and take a chance.
We'd been e-mailing and texting each other almost daily over the seventeen some months since we'd graduated. And it was mainly about the idea for a business we'd come up with during our senior year.
Mike had called again in late August. He delivered an ultimatum. "Dave, if we don't do it now we never will. If you don't come down I'm going to go ahead on my own," he'd threatened.
The call had come on a day I'd had another argument with my dad about work and my future role at the company. It hadn't been a particularly bad argument, just the latest in a series, just another small skirmish, but as it happened it was the one that broke the camel's back.
So, on the spur of the moment, I'd agreed to go south.
"I gotta try it Adam, I just gotta, if I don't I'll regret it for the rest of my life."
"It's a stupid idea, you already have a company to work for. Our company," Adam complained but I knew I was wearing him down.
"We'll miss you so much," his wife added, conceding the inevitable.
"This whole thing is fucking stupid. You know Dave, this wasn't what we wanted to talk about tonight anyway." I arched my eyes up in an unasked question at his words. Then he said, "FUCK IT!" and turned away.
"I'll get the coffee, the dessert honey," Caitlyn said as she sprang up from the table and retreated. Neither of us said a word until she got back. Nor said a word until the coffee was poured and the dessert plates put in front of us.
"We wanted to talk about the other thing, the baby thing," Adam said, his embarrassment clear, as we sipped our coffee. A big piece of Caitlyn's specialty, banana cream pie, sat before me.
"We've decided we want it to be you, we want you to be the father." Caitlyn added, a new, shy pleading tone suddenly in her voice.
Father? Oh fuck I thought. "It was a stupid idea, I'd had too much to drink that night, both of us did," I answered after seconds of silence.
"It's the best option ... Adam and I have looked at it from every angle."
"I don't think we should."
"I talked to the clinic... it's no problem, easy as pie," Caitlyn argued.
Yeah sure I thought as I mumbled, "Jesus". We talked and discussed it for the next hour before I finally succumbed to their pressure. I knew it was a mistake the second I said yes.
"No one can ever know," I insisted. "NO ONE!"
"What about Vanessa? Will you tell her?" Adam asked.
"She isn't coming to Miami," I quickly answered.
"Right away you mean?"
"Ever," I said in a tone meant to close the subject.
"You two broke up?" Caitlyn asked.
"Are you fucking nuts?" my brother demanded. "You're quitting the company, dropping your girlfriend and moving to la-la land? Are you on drugs?"
"She wasn't the one," I answered softly.
"Tell him Caitlyn, tell him he's just doing what he always does. Running away as soon as some girl falls in love with him."
"I never liked her," my sister-in-law told my brother. I'm not sure whether it was Adam or I who was the most surprised at that answer.
"You didn't?" he asked, beating me to the punch by half a second.
And so it was settled. I was going to sperm my sister-in-law! After I'd told dad I was quitting the company and moving to Miami. Without my girlfriend.
Four Weeks Later, late October 2007



"Are you sure? Both of you?" I asked. We were on our way to the clinic; it was my day to donate some pure, undiluted, one hundred percent Montgomery sperm. I didn't know about them but I definitely wasn't sure.
"We've discussed it a hundred times," came from my brother behind the wheel. I knew he was as nervous as I.
"I want to," Caitlyn added but without any real conviction in her voice.
"All you gotta do is jerk off, how tough is that?" my brother said with a grin, trying to make light of what we were doing. But I could hear the questions and doubt in his voice.
"ADAM!" Caitlyn cautioned.
"They'll give you a magazine or something to help you get it up--"
"Fuck you!" I answered. We all broke out into nervous laughs. But I was silently asking myself, what the fuck are you doing you idiot?.
But I still pumped my sperm into a sterile glass container the clinic provided and then handed it to the waiting medical technician. And after they'd done whatever they do to prepare it, a doctor, sitting on a stool between my sister-in-laws stirruped legs, pushed yours truly's baby making cream deep up inside her.
What the fuck had we done?
But that night, lying in bed and thinking of what we'd done that day, I'd realized something else. I realized I was happy Caitlyn was going to have my baby. I was happy it was my sperm that had been pumped inside her. I was secretly proud that for once it was the younger brother who was better than his big brother at something.
I loved him but I couldn't stop the feeling that washed over me. I was the man with the sperm. Not him. He'd needed me and my sperm to have a baby.
I jacked off three times that night and each time as I did it I was wishing I'd delivered the sperm without the middleman...
Halloween 2007
"Hey you. Trick or treat?"
"Hey you," I answered back as I looked up at my sister-in-law standing in my bedroom door. It was ten thirty at night. I was leaving for Florida the next morning. She had two Halloween masks in her hand. And an uncorked bottle of wine.
"Your front door was open," I nodded yes. "Car packed?" I nodded again. "When are you going?" she asked.
"Six, six-thirty."
"I just wanted to say goodbye," she said as she sat down next to me on the bed. Then she leaned over and pulled one of the masks down over my head. A second later she'd masked herself. "Happy Halloween."
"Thanks, you too," I answered as I hugged her.
"You know you don't have to worry about any of this," she said as she waved her hand at the roomful of furniture, "Adam and I got it under control."
"I know."
"He won't be back tonight."
"I know, he called," I answered.
"I think he was afraid he'd break into tears or something." I smiled back. The same thought had crossed my mind. According to dad's philosophy, Montgomery men weren't supposed to cry.
And then we just sat side by side without talking. Each thinking our own thoughts. She took a sip from the bottle. Then she handed it to me. I took a slug.
"I'll miss you, both of us will," Caitlyn finally whispered to the room.
"You know I'll miss you," I said as I pulled her against me in a brotherly hug. Again we fell into a comfortable silence.
"We love you." I hugged her even tighter in response. "You don't regret it do you?" came softly from her a minute or two later. I knew exactly what 'it' she was talking about.
"I don't know." And I didn't. I leaned my head against hers. And couldn't help but inhale the scent that was unmistakably Caitlyn.
"It was so weird. When the doctor pushed it up into me. I didn't know what to think." There was a sad regret in her voice.
What could I say?
"I was trying to think of Adam. Of you. It was cold when it went in."
"They didn't heat it or something?" I asked stupidly. My mind was on the vision of Caitlyn on her back, legs up and spread, her pussy open and waiting. My cock twitched in my pants.
"No," she answered with a sad laugh. We hadn't talked of the actual process the day it had happened.
"What did he do?"
"Sometimes they use frozen and thawed sperm, in my case they used fresh."
"Mine," I interrupted. I stroked my sister-in-laws hair as she continued.
"Yeah yours, except they washed it somehow first. They used a syringe. Pushed it deep into my cervix. "
"Jesus." Where the fuck's the cervix I wondered to myself even as I felt my cock hardening .
"Then he pushed the plunger." My hand had slipped from Caitlyn's soft tresses down onto her shoulder and then down onto her bare arm. A finger brushed the edge of her tit. "It felt different... I mean different than when Adam's--". She didn't finish the thought but I did in my head, different than when Adam's penis spurts out its load.
"What did it feel like?" My hand had drifted but Caitlyn hadn't noticed.
"Bad," she whispered. She was lost in her memory. My hand slowly cupped her breast. She was oblivious to what my hand was doing. My cock wasn't.
"But it was over quickly?" I breathed my question softly into her ear.
She shook her head in denial. "I had to lie on my back for thirty minutes. So your sperm wouldn't fall out of me." She tried to laugh but soft tears had started sliding down her cheek.
I couldn't stop the image from forming in my head. Caitlyn naked, her sex open, leaking the cum my cock has just deposited inside her. For a second I could actually see my cock, sticky with Caitlyn's juices, just as my cockhead popped out of her. I kissed away a tear. She leaned into me. "It was horrible," she whispered.
Then my lips found hers. Hungry lips. Demanding lips. Lips that were now under the control of my cock.
"No... Dave no," she protested as she tried to pull away. I pulled her back and captured her lips again. She still hadn't quite understood her danger. I pushed her down onto her back and rolled on top of her. My tongue probed urgently into my brother's wife's mouth. She still hadn't really started to fight me.
She did when my hands started to maul her breasts. When a button flew from her blouse. My hands, their connection with my brain gone, had also come under control of the unthinking hardness between my legs.
I was gone. Fucking gone into some other universe I've never been in before. I'd become an animal who'd finally cornered a female in heat. There was nothing Caitlyn could have done or said that would have stopped me.
I didn't even hear her pitiful moans of, "noooo Dave" or "please noooo" or the whimpers mixed in with her screams of outrage.
I took her. Ripped the clothes from her body! Slapped her when I felt her nails rake across my back. Bit her tit as I pushed her panties down her thighs. And then I penetrated her. Pushed my raging cock roughly inside her. I took her like an animal might. I rammed my prick into her again and again until my cock finally pulsed out its load of hot cum. I'd raped her.
"Bastard," she whimpered when I pulled my sticky cock out of her. It was still hard.
So I roughly rolled her over and then fucked my brother's wife a second time. Doggy style. She cried the whole time... My cock was huge!
***
"I never want to see you again. I'll never talk to you again. I FUCKING HATE YOU!" She screamed as I turned and walked out of the bedroom. My last view of her before I left was my cum sliding down her legs. She was lying in a scarlet pool of spilled wine.
"BASTARD! I'LL HAVE AN ABORTION... I SWEAR IT!" were hurled at my back as I picked up my bag and opened the front door.
"I'LL TELL DAVID!"
It didn't really matter. I'd just fucked up my life and I knew it. And I was afraid I'd fucked up Adam's and Caitlyn's too.
Fifteen hours later I pulled into the driveway of my buddy's house in Miami. To this day I have no idea how I survived that drive. I had scratches on my face and all over my back.
My cock was still splotched with the dried juices of my raped sister-in-law.
***
Mike and I went to work starting up our company. I became an automaton working endless hours. But the second I'd find myself alone or with nothing to do the memories would come flooding back.
Who was I? Why had I done it? Why did I still continually wake up in the middle of the night, my cock spurting out my wet dream, a dream that was a replay of what I'd done to Caitlyn?
In the end Caitlyn didn't tell David. Nor as it turned out did she have an abortion. And my sperm worked. I'd been hoping it wouldn't.
I begged off going home that year at Christmas. Told mom I was just too busy with the new company. But Christmas Day, my brother proudly announced, first to my parents as the family opened their presents, then later to me on the phone, that he and Caitlyn were going to have a baby. In the excitement of the news no one at home realized I hadn't talked to my sister-in-law.
And while I'd been hoping that she hadn't got pregnant, the second I heard she was I was elated. My baby was growing in my sister-in-laws belly. My baby! Pride and shame!
2008 Miami
I quickly settled into my new life in Miami. There was no choice. We had a million things to do and my partner and I each worked more than one hundred hours a week for the next six months. And we got lucky. Hey, we didn't become millionaires or anything overnight but within months we knew it was going to work. That it might take some time but we'd found a little Internet niche that could make us some money. And if we played our cards right, if we worked our tails off, that we just might make a bundle.
I didn't date that first year I was in Miami. 'Too busy, too much work to do', I'd always answer whenever my partner prodded me to go out with him and his girlfriend. Or when he suggested an after work visit to a strip club.
Dad and mom came down to Florida for a four week winter vacation in February. The longest vacation dad had taken in forty years. Whenever I got together with them when they were down in Florida he'd grumble about missing work, that he was just wasting valuable time.
But, after a good meal and a couple of drinks, he couldn't stop himself from describing the fish he'd hooked that morning, or the putt he'd made for birdie on the fifteenth hole, or the day trip up to Gulfstream to wager on the ponies.
Who was this guy? This was my father? He even said, a couple of nights before they were to go back home, and yes, granted, it was after five or six beers, that if I hadn't left the company he just might be able to take vacations like this every year.
"We could take them anyway," my mother piped in with that night.
"Well," dad grumbled, never the greatest at conceding anything.
"We could buy a house down here and stay six months every year."
"Am I made of money? And who'd run the company? And--" My dad had never been an easy sell.
Adam managed to get down to Miami every six weeks or so. He had both customers and suppliers down here and my presence was just a further inducement to come. And nothing had changed in our relationship. He was still my brother. I still loved him. We went to Heat games and Panther games. Drank pints late into the night. He kept me up to date with Caitlyn's pregnancy.
Somehow, when I was with him, I was able to completely suppress the reality of what I'd done to his wife. Somebody else had done it. He was still my best friend. But the second he was gone the reality of what I'd done to him would reappear like a dark cloud in my mind. I knew it was just a matter of time before he'd learn the truth of his little brother's treacherous actions. Then what?
****
My niece was born on July 28th 2008. Eight pounds four ounces. Sophie Angela Montgomery. Adam e-mailed me her picture and her name about seven minutes after his daughter appeared in the world. With that name I knew that eventually she'd be nicknamed Sam.
My daughter Sam. She was beautiful. Fuck me! She'd never know who her father was. And if she ever did just how fucked up would that be?
December 2008
It was ten days before Christmas. I was working late again. Just after nine-thirty my office phone rang.
"SW Incorporated, Dave Montgomery here," I said automatically into the phone.
"Hi." That's all. One 'hi' and I was struck dumb and for seconds held the cell phone away from my ear and just stared at it.
"It's Caitlyn." A shy, almost timid whisper announced down the line. As if I didn't know. A voice I hadn't heard in more than a year. I wanted to hang up.
"Are you there? Dave?"
"Yes," I finally whispered.
"Your mom says you aren't coming home for Christmas again this year."
"Can't ... busy," I mumbled. I had tears in my eyes.
"Your parents miss you ... Adam does too."
"I see Adam all the time ... Mom and dad will be down here again in a couple of months--"
"It's because of me isn't it?"
Of course it was. Having to face a woman I loved and raped in front of the only people I loved in the world. "It's better this way."
"Is it? For who? You haven't even seen Sophie yet." An accusation. A sad one. I didn't answer, what the fuck could I say?
"I've seen pictures--"
"Your mom, your dad, Adam, they all want you to come home. They don't understand why you haven't come to see your neice yet."
"And do you want me to?"
"It doesn't matter." Of course it did. But then she surprised me. "I want you to come anyway."
"Why?"
"We're going to have to meet sometime."
What could I say to that?
"Besides, a Godfather has to see the child he's responsible for."
"I'll try," I finally whispered, then hung up. The day Sophie had been born my brother had called and insisted that I be the baby's godfather. How could I have refused? Uncle, father, godfather, and rapist all rolled into one.
I hadn't had sex with anything besides my hand since I'd raped her thirteen plus months earlier. I sat motionless in my office for three hours after receiving Caitlyn's call, sad tears flowing down my cheeks the whole time.
****
I called mom two days later and told her I could get away, but only for four days. Dave and mom met me at the airport on Christmas Eve. He was holding my niece in his arms. Sophie was beautiful. He let me hold her all the way home.
Caitlyn and I didn't hug when I got home. Somehow I got through Christmas Day and dinner without saying more than two words to her. With everybody's center of attention on Sophie no one else seemed to recognize the coldness between us.
"Go for a walk?" The question came out of the blue two days after Christmas. I was due to leave the next morning.
I started to make an excuse but she just grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet. "C'mon, scared of a little cold?" She said it in her teasing tone but I heard the steel under it.
Mom looked up from her magazine and smiled.
Dad laughed. "A year in Florida and his bloods thinned so much..."
"Go on bro. Hell, you two have hardly said boo to each other since you got home," my brother encouraged from across the room.
Two minutes later, clad in parka and other assorted winter gear, the two of us were out the door. We said nothing at first. We simply trudged side by side through the covering of snow that had fallen the night before.
"I hate snow," I finally said after I'd gotten to the point where I couldn't take another second of silence.
"Did you love me in high school?"
"What?" The last words I'd expected.
"Did you? I think I did you."
I looked over at her. "Lusted I think. I was a little confused about the whole girl/boy thing for about a year," I answered but then quickly added, "yeah I loved you. Big time."
"I kept thinking you were going to ask me out but you never did."
"I was afraid you'd say no."I answered. Caitlyn laughed, a sad rueful laugh.
"I love him you know. More than anything."
"I know."
"When he asked me out, that first time," she said, both of us were remembering that day, "it just transferred to him. What I'd been feeling about you," she explained but I'd understood from the beginning.
"I know. I knew I was fucked. He actually asked me that weekend why I'd never asked you out. Then when I looked over at you the next Monday in class you looked different. You weren't mine anymore. You broke my heart."
"We loved you so much. I mean as a couple," she clarified. "Adam's lost without you. He talks about you constantly. He hatches a new plan to lure you back every day."
"Ha, he's got you and Sophie." I knew she could hear my pain. I didn't have to tell her I had no one.
"Now he and your mom are plotting to get the company and the whole family moved down to Florida."
"NOOOOO!" the word spilled angrily from my mouth without conscious thought.
"No one's happy Dave."
"You're happy. Adam's happy."
"Not like we were. Even your dad realizes now how important you were in his life. It took your mom like about two minutes to convince him to spend seven weeks in Florida this Spring. She'd move down permanently in a sec if she could convince Adam and I to go."
"And you?"
"I don't know. I miss the three of us. The fun we had--"
The fun we had! Until I raped you I thought to myself. "I raped you."
"I know."
"Why didn't you tell him?"
"How could I? If I'd told him he'd never have had another truly happy day in his life."
And I knew it was true. "Like me," I said sadly.
I went home the next morning. But I went home changed. Something in my psyche had started the process of repair.
2009 Miami
And I went right back to work. You have to when you're trying to build your own company. But then I got lucky. Incredibly lucky.
I met a girl. Within a week of getting back to Miami. Right out of the fucking blue. A nineteen year old for crying out loud. A dark haired Latina beauty who spoke with a Cuban accent. Not my type at all. Not even close.
It was 'Salsa Wednesday Night' at a bar on Washington Avenue in South Beach. First time I'd been in a bar in months.
She was stunning. An olive skinned beauty with dark, flashing eyes and thick jet black hair that hung all the way down her back. The second I saw her I wanted to fuck her. My cock jumped in my pants. I hadn't had that feeling in over a year.
"Sorry, you're too white," were the first words this dazzling apparition in red said to me. She spoke in English but with a heavy Cuban accent. I'd just asked her to dance.
I was still trying to figure out if I'd heard right when she added, "It's just that I don't want to make love in English tonight. Or with some tourist."
"Huh?"But she was gone.
For the next hour I watched her dance. A swirling erotic vision. I finally caught up with her as she was exiting the can even later in the evening.
"I told you you're not my type," she said as she tried to squeeze by me. But she didn't move very fast and made sure I felt every inch of her body as she made to pass.
"I'm not a tourist. Besides, if you're not interested why have you been staring at me all night?"
"I've been staring at you?" She pressed herself into me as she spoke.
"Every time I was dancing I felt your eyes on--" I started
"Hah, you call that dancing? You probably make love like you dance," she challenged back. And there was a clear challenge in her shining black eyes. Are you man enough?
"Well, I do have to admit it's been a while since I made love. More than a year in fact," I said without thinking. Great line you idiot I chastised myself silently.
"Whaaaaaat? You haven't had sex in a year? Why? Is something wrong with you?" And as she asked the last question her eyes darted downward, down between our bodies towards the bulging hardness that was poking into her stomach.
"It's a long story," I answered. And I knew instantly that senorita Marisa Isabella Sanchez, for that turned out to be her name, was hooked and was going to want to hear it. But as it turned out she didn't hear it that night. We were far too busy.



We ended up in my bed twenty minutes later. And I quickly learned that I hadn't forgotten what to do during my fourteen month lay-off. In fact, my cock, pussy-less for so long, seemed ready to try to make up for it all in one night.
I'd never been in love before. I'd never had sex like this before. Not like this. I didn't understand any of the words she yelled out as my cock hammered away inside her. As it pumped out a year's worth of sperm.
Marisa made love in Spanish! Noisy, athletic sex. And when I'd finished that first time, after I'd pulled my still hard cock slowly from her still pulsing cunt, she leaned over and taken me between her lips. The she made love to my cock with her mouth in a way I'd never experienced before. I was a whimpering, groaning wreck, my hips arching upward as her head bobbed downwards, when my penis finally spurted a second time. And this from a nineteen year old!
We made love most of the night. I was seemingly tireless. She met every single one of my thrusts with her teenage need. It was brutal, needy, urgent lovemaking. On both our parts.
Marisa Sanchez had not grown up in an American suburb. She hadn't gone to university. She did not think like anyone I'd ever encountered before.
She'd been born in Cuba. Her father, a soldier in the Cuban army, had died fighting in Africa when she'd been five. She'd been raped by two boys when she'd been twelve.
Her little brother had died on the raft she and he had been travelling to America on. She was fourteen at the time. She'd gotten places on the raft for the two of them by sleeping with a sixty-two year old neighbor.
She should have ended up a broken, discarded vessel. A person dead inside. Yet somehow she hadn't.
What allows certain people to overcome every obstacle placed in their way?
It wasn't religious faith that had allowed her to survive. Nor the aunt and uncle and the extended family in America who'd welcomed and embraced her. All that had helped but the main ingredient had been instead a simple, deep, strong ingrained strength and love of life she'd been born with. A love of life she unashamedly welcomed me into. And why me? What did I have that had ignited her love?
I didn't go to work on Thursday morning. Nor did I let Marisa leave. "I'm late, I have to go to work," she insisted after we'd just finished making love at eight-thirty in the morning. I pulled her back down into my arms.
Mike called at eleven, wondering where I was. "I'm in love," I answered. Marisa was sitting astride me, riding me, as I talked to my partner.
"You're with a girl?" Mike was incredulous. "Wait til Angie hears this, she's convinced your gay," my partner answered with a laugh, referring to his girlfriend.
****
"You've lived in Miami for more than a year and you don't speak one word of Spanish?" She asked me over lunch that day. We were naked. In bed. Munching on pizza.
"Hola?" I said with an embarrassed grin. Can love really happen this quickly and be this simple I wondered as I lost myself in her dark, flashing eyes. I hadn't thought once of Caitlyn or what I'd done to her since I'd met my Cuban beauty.
"If you don't learn some very, very quickly you're not going to marry me," she threatened.
Marriage? We'd just met. I learned twenty Spanish words that afternoon. Mind you most of them weren't the type of words you'd use in polite company! For four days we didn't leave each other's side. We fucked. And ate. And showered together. And talked. And made love...
We learned bits and pieces of each other's prior life even as we planned our future. It was that simple. Like we'd been hit by lightning.
Marisa loved sex. Loved fucking. Loved talking about it. Graphically. You'd think a girl who'd been raped at such a young age would have forever been turned against it. She hadn't been. She loved it. And wasn't shy about letting me know it. And surprisingly, when she told me stories of the men and boys she'd been with, I wasn't jealous. That was then. Before me. I had absolutely no doubt about the now. Neither of us did. It would have been impossible for either of us to hide from the other how we felt about each other.
Love. A simple four letter word. Even in Spanish. Amor. Enamorarse. Estar enamorado. El amor de mi vida. Te quiero. I did love her.
Ten days later she took me to meet her extended family. Her 'abuela' she'd called her, the grandmotherly figure who was the center of the Sanchez family.
"Speak only in Spanish to him, he has to learn," she ordered her family. Of course they spoke English to me. In fact I was questioned closely. Again and again. By family member after family member. Two things became obvious very, very quickly. One, Marisa was beloved by her friends and family. And two, any man, and especially a non Latino man, was going to be examined very closely by every single member of the family before he would be accepted by the clan.
I left that day knowing it would take more than one afternoon to win over her family. I started Spanish lessons the next day.
Febuary 15th 2009
Dad of course wasn't convinced when he met Marisa for the first time. He and mom had just arrived in Miami for their seven week long winter vacation. He didn't say anything but I saw it in his eyes. 'What the hell's he doing with a Cuban'? Marisa had been with me when I'd met them at the airport.
But Mom was delighted.
"She's just perfect," she gushed when I took my parents out to lunch at an outdoor bistro on Lincoln Road the next day.
"Well--" dad started to grumble but mom cut him off.
"Finally a girl who isn't a pale imitation of Caitlyn."
"What?" dad muttered.
"What?" I echoed.
"David, every girl you've gone out with over the last five years has looked like Caitlyn. Vanessa..." she left the thought hanging.
"They have?" from dad.
"You didn't like Vanessa?" I asked.
"Finally a girl with some spunk, some life, someone who'll give your dad and I grandchildren," mom answered.
Dad, uncomfortable, clearly wasn't sold on the idea. "He just met the girl for crying out loud," he complained. I was smiling in thanks to my mother.
By the time my parents left Florida in early April to go home my father was completely sold on Florida. The man who'd often said he'd never retire was making plans for a longer visit the next year before he even left. The golf, the boating, the fishing had convinced him. He'd turned sixty-three that year and had finally realized that there were other things he wanted to do in life while he still had the chance.
Of course mom's constant gushing about how much she loved Florida echoing around him for the seven weeks hadn't hurt. Although they hadn't bought anything, mom had even got dad out to go out and look at a couple of condos on the beach during their trip.
And my father had also fallen for my girlfriend and the idea that Marisa Sanchez would be the perfect mother for his grandkids. How could he not? She was perfect. Although he never actually told me that before he left. Mom did though.
Mom's last words before they left were that she and dad "we're planning on spending a lot longer down in Florida next year".
"We are?" my old man replied.
"Of course we might also have to come down this summer," mom added.
"This summer?"
"Well, if there's a wedding," mom said to her husband.
"Wedding? Who's getting married?"
Adam of course also met Marisa that winter. In fact, when he'd been down in Miami in late February, and only twenty minutes after meeting her, he'd pulled me aside and said, "If you don't marry that girl you're not smart enough to be my brother."
And Marisa had instantly taken to him. "He's great," she'd enthused later that night as we lay entwined in a post coital embrace.
"Of course he's not as good looking as I am," I answered.
"He dresses better," my future wife threw back.
"My penis is bigger," I countered.
"Pig," she answered as she pushed me onto my back. "And yours doesn't look that big right now," she challenged as her hand slid down onto my sticky, just drained cock. However it didn't take long for it to grow back to a very, very respectable length. Which I then pushed deep inside her.
"He said the whole family might move down to Florida, that your mom really wants to," she said, continuing our conversation after we'd finished.
"I think dad will be a tough sell."
"Your dad's an old softie," Marisa replied. My dad's an old softie?
"What's Adam's wife like?"
"Caitlyn? She's nice," I answered tentatively. Then I leaned over and kissed her, I wasn't any way near ready to discuss my sister-in-law with my future bride. In fact it was the one dark cloud that still hovered over my life.
And after we'd finished a second time, as we lay on our backs, panting and sticky, she returned to my family, "So how big is his penis anyway?"
"Little Cuban slut," I answered as I rolled back on top of her.
August 2009
"Have you bought mom a birthday present yet?"That's what I asked my dad when he picked up the phone.
"Is that you David?"
"If you haven't got her anything yet I've got a pretty good idea for you."
"You do? What is it?" Dad had always agonized over buying mom presents and had always sought his son's opinions on the subject. Even mine.
"You'll have to fly down here."
"To Miami? To buy your mother a present? Are you nuts?"
"They're into interleague play now. We'll catch a ballgame or two. The Red Sox are here this weekend." The old James Montgomery, the tough businessman and father, would never have hopped on a plane on a whim. This new one, this father now actually looking forward to retirement after claiming for years he'd die in the saddle, did. Besides, I'd known the lure of watching the Red Sox would be impossible for him to resist.
I picked him up at Miami International two days later at noon. "Those bloody robbers charged me six hundred and fifty for a god dammed return ticket, can you believe it?" were his first words on seeing me.
"Yeah but you charged the ticket to the company and your room is free ... and I got us box seats for all three games," I answered with a smile. My father loved baseball. We didn't hug though, that wasn't something in dad's repertoire.
South Florida, and Miami in particular, had seen a housing boom over the preceding ten years. Twenty, twenty-five per cent increases had been racked up in housing prices year after year after year. It had ended that year! Big time. Crashed. Of course everybody knows the story now. Our brilliant bankers!
"So, where's this present? And where are we?" he finally asked after we'd run out of small talk. We'd just crossed the Julia Tuttle Causeway on our way in from the airport.
"I want you to help me check out something first." I delayed for a sec and then added, "Some property."
"Property?"
"A house. I'm thinking of putting an offer on one this week. I was hoping you'd give me your advice. I need your expertise. That's one of the reasons I hoped you'd come down."
"In this market?" He looked at me as if I was crazy.
"I didn't want to do anything until I got your opinion. I'm going to need a home if I'm going to have a family."
"A family? You're not even married." Dad had his priorities straight.
"Not yet."
"She's not pregnant is she?"
"We're working on it ... she might be," I said as I pulled up to the curb.
"Have you asked her to marry you?"
"Uh huh." I answered but I didn't add anything else. Just waited.
"And--" he finally encouraged.
"Maybe we should check out the house first," I said as I moved to open my door.
"DAVID!" he ordered.
I smiled, then jumped out of the car. "She said she'd consider it."
"She'd consider it?"
"She said her family would never let her marry someone who didn't even own a house," I answered. Not exactly true but I had to get dad on the right page.
"Her family?" Dad asked as he stepped out of the car. His tone clearly indicated that he didn't think any Cuban family should be questioning a Montgomery.
"Look," I quickly interjected pointing towards the house. I didn't want to get dad to get sidetracked on the subject of Cuban immigration.
"It's on the water?" he asked when he finally turned his attention to the house.
"On the bay. That's downtown, American Airlines Arena," I said pointing through the gap between two houses towards the Miami skyline on the other side of the bay.
"It'll be expensive," dad answered as his eyes flicked over the house in front of him. I couldn't miss the interest that had suddenly appeared in them. Dad had always been a businessman on the lookout for the next great deal.
"It's got a boat dock ... can take up to an eighty footer," I said as we walked up the path towards the front door.
"So you're a sailor all of a sudden," he grumbled as we walked inside. But he couldn't hold back the, "Jesus!" when he was faced by the view he'd walked into. You could see right through the house, through the high ceiling living room, through the massive picture windows, to the pool deck and bay beyond.
"It sold for one point two mill eighteen months ago. To an Argentine banker."
"What? You can't afford half that."
"My real estate guy thinks I can get it for three fifty if you can believe it. Sometimes you can see schools of dolphins right off the dock," I added as I pointed out towards the bay waters.
"Three hundred and fifty grand?" I heard the surprise and the rise of interest in dad's voice.
"The mortgage holders are running for the fucking hills. The Argentine guy was apparently arrested six months ago. No one is buying. It's a once in a lifetime opportunity."
We spent the next thirty minutes walking around the house and property. He'd been sold after about two minutes but businessman dad had a hundred questions for me.
"The only problem with this whole set up is that," he finally said as he pointed to the construction site on the lots just north of the one we'd been looking at. Two lots on the water. The yards weren't landscaped.
"They're about ninety-five percent finished. I checked them out too. They're pretty nice. The developer's fucked. He built those two on spec and he's got another twelve under construction over on one of the bay islands. Apparently every buyer of the twelve has walked away. My guy says the banks would foreclose in a second if there was any chance to sell any of them."
My father had already started to walk towards the two houses. "Have they stopped work on them?"
"Last week. They pulled the crew. No money. Bank doesn't know what the heck to do." I paused as we walked through the front door of the closest one.
"My guy thinks they'd jump at a half mill for the two, maybe even four fifty."
"Really? That low?" Dad couldn't hide his interest.
"Probably take a hundred each to finish them though. Six-fifty, seven hundred total for both to see them finished. They'll be worth three times that in five years," I predicted.
"You know, they said they wanted four fifty for that condo your mother liked on South Beach," dad mused as we walked through the house.
"C'mon dad, a condo's no good for mom, you know she loves her gardening." As soon as I finished the sentence I saw the lights go on, saw dad's face change as he realized what was going on.
"Do you think I'm going to buy your mother a house for her birthday?" I just smiled.
"I certainly don't need two houses," dad complained. But he'd already made up his mind. And he knew who'd be living in the second house. And he knew he wasn't fooling me.
"Think you're smart don't you?"
"It would certainly be nice if Marisa and my baby child had a grandfather and grandmother around to baby sit once in a while. And if little Sophie and her parents also just happened to live next door to mom."
****
Dad stayed for a week. We saw three Red Sox games. Dad bought two houses. In fact he paid for three. "Do you think I'd buy a house for your brother and not you?" he'd asked during the ninth inning of the Saturday night game.
I was put in charge of getting them finished in time for their planned February arrival.
And he and Adam started coming down, alternating every second week or so. Supervising the work they said. But also scouting out locations for the company move that I knew was coming. They stayed at my house when they visited. Adam and Marisa became great friends.
Mom also made a couple of flying visits down to oversee the decorating of the two houses. Caitlyn didn't come though...
September 2009
"We want another one."
"Another what?" I was sitting with my brother watching a mid September Marlins game. The Mets were in town. I hadn't really been paying attention to what he'd been saying. He'd flown down on business and stayed over.
"A baby. What do you think I've been talking about for the last ten minutes?"
I said nothing.
"We want you to be the father again."
"No." I said it softly but forcefully.
"We've talked about it a lot. The pros and cons. I thought maybe she'd prefer to adopt this time, not go through all that again."
"No Adam I'm not doing it."
"Because of Marisa?"
We talked around the issue until he left thirty-six hours later. I didn't agree to anything.
"Just think about it David, that's all we ask," were my brothers parting words.
I still hadn't said a word to Marisa about Sophie's inception.
But deep down, as soon as he'd suggested it, I knew that I wanted to father another baby with Caitlyn. Even after what I'd done the first time. Knew that the only baby that I wanted to grow in my sister-in-laws stomach was one of mine.
And I don't know why I did. I was truly happy for the first time in my life. In love with a woman who'd agreed to be my wife. Who was going to bear my children. But I still wanted to put another baby in Caitlyn. How fucked up was that?
Caitlyn called a week later.
"I don't think it's a good idea," I told her after she'd spent five minutes outlining why, in spite of everything, that we should go ahead.
"It's you or a Chinese one." She threw it out flippantly but there was an icy edge in her voice.
"I'm getting married."
"You owe me. I'm not taking no for an answer." I capitulated. And afterwards, after I'd hung up the phone, I sat at my desk smiling out at the world. I was elated.
Halloween 2009 Baby Making
"You haven't told her?"
"No." Caitlyn had arrived that afternoon and we'd just finished an early dinner at a Cuban restaurant on Calle Ocho with my fiancé. Then we'd driven Marisa to the airport. She was off to Tampa for a long planned trip to see her aunt. I'd scheduled it purposely that way. I'd also insisted that we do the 'artificial insemination' in Miami. And I'd picked a weekend that I knew my brother was due to attend a business convention that he couldn't miss. So it'd be just the two of us.
They'd argued but finally agreed. So here she was down in Miami. To go to a clinic I'd supposedly arranged, a clinic where some of my sperm would be put in a plunger and injected between her legs. It was exactly two years to the day since the night I'd raped her.
She must have known. She was too smart not to have. She just must have known that any Montgomery sperm that was going to go into her was going to be delivered the old fashioned way.
"Are you going to tell her?" The two of us were sitting in my living room. I'd just given her a tour of her new house, one still being worked on but getting close to completion.
"Eventually."
"Is that why you chose this weekend? Because she wasn't going to be here?"
"Partly."
"She's going to be your wife. You have to tell her."
"I know."
"She's nice, I really liked her," my sister-in-law said.
"I was lucky," I answered. But I wasn't thinking of Marisa as I talked, instead I was thinking of how my cock was soon going to be pumping sperm inside my brother's wife.



For her visit I'd given Caitlyn my ground floor, guest bedroom that looked out over the pool area. My bedroom, the master bedroom, was right across the pool from the one I'd given her. After talking a few minutes longer we separated to go to bed. "We better be rested for the big day," had been Caitlyn's last words to me before retiring to her room. She hadn't even asked me one question about the clinic or what our schedule was for the next day. She knew!
I'd left her bedrooms sliding glass doors unlocked and I only waited five minutes after I'd seen her light go out before I left my bedroom and walked across the patio and around the pool. I'd put a Halloween mask on. I knew she'd still be awake and must have been watching my approach through the glass. I pulled the door open.
"Are you going to rape me again?" She asked softly as I stood silhouetted in her doorway.
"No," I answered as I crossed the room, stopping only when my shin hit the mattress of her bed. I had a bottle of wine in my hand. I was naked. I was fully erect. I tossed a mask onto the bed.
"Did you even schedule an appointment at the clinic?"
"No," I admitted as I looked down at her. "I won't do it that way again."
"I won't--" she started but I'd already turned towards the sliding door that led back out to the pool deck. "David?" echoed out from her room. A second later I was sitting on the edge of the pool facing her open door, my feet dangling in the warm water. I took a swig of champagne and waited.
"You expected me to just let you fuck me?" She was angry. She stood looking down at me, her thin silk robe held close around her by her crossed arms. I could see the twin dark circles of her aureoles. She'd put the mask on.
"What were you expecting? That I was going to wank off into a jar and let some asshole stick a plunger up between your legs and into your bloody cervix."
"Fuck you!"
"Fuck you too."
"Bastard!"
"Marisa's pregnant."
"What?" She'd heard.
"Do you want my baby or not?"
She was standing next to me and looking down at me. "We want another baby. Another one like--"
"There's only one way to get another one like Sophie."
"By being raped? FUCKER!"
"Fuck you," I said as I stood up and turned to leave.
She let me walk halfway to the glass doors that led into my bedroom before she spoke. "PRICK... ASSHOLE." Seconds later she had caught me, grabbed me, and then spun me around to face her. My cock, still hard, bobbed up between our bodies.
"Rape me. I want you to rape me again." As she spoke she let her nightgown slip off her shoulders. A second later it was lying on the ground.
"No." I kicked the nightgown and watched silently as it arched up into the air and then fell forlornly into the pool.
"Put your big cock in me ... your cum ... your hot cum ... put a baby inside me," she pled as she pulled me against her.
"Make love with you?" I asked as I pulled her tightly against me.
"Make love to your little Caitlyn," she begged as she slid to her knees in front of me. There were tears falling down her cheeks as she took me into her mouth.
The first time we did it on the lawn. Hard, penetrating sex performed in the missionary position. Thrust after brutal thrust that pinned her athletic body to the grass. But it wasn't a rape! She wanted it as badly as I did. And not just for the baby. And she knew I knew it. She was screaming out her need, her legs locked around my back, when my cock finally started to spurt. Then I picked her up and carried her into my bedroom.
"Again, I want it again," she demanded as soon as I'd dropped her on my king size bed.
I made love with my brother's wife for the next forty hours. While Marisa visited her aunt. While Adam worked.
It was strange sex. In a way neither of us wanted to be there. But our bodies did. We were naturals together. She came easily and quickly under my touch. She made love to my cock with her hands, her mouth, her feet, her breasts, her cunt...
I ate her until she was a quivering, screaming, needy, unthinking, demanding, orgasming slut.
I took her ass. I plastered every inch of her body with creamy sauce. I made her pregnant.
We hardly talked. I think we were afraid to. Words scared us. Sex didn't. We simply enjoyed what we knew we shouldn't. We both knew there would be consequences to face. But in our conspiracy of silence we ignored them. It wasn't until we were in the airport on Sunday afternoon, waiting for her plane to be called, that she tried to address the question.
"We can't ever do it again. You do know that don't you Dave?" We were standing next to her gate. Her flight was leaving in fifteen minutes.
"What about when you want another child?" I asked. She didn't answer. "Come here," I ordered and then pulled her against me. I found her lips. Her mouth opened in welcome. Our tongues probed.
"We'll never stop now," I whispered in her ear once we'd broken apart. We both knew it was true. A second later she fled.
****
Tuesday -- Two Days Later
"She's beautiful." Marisa and I were just finishing a late dinner in a small restaurant in Little Havana. She'd just gotten back from Tampa.
"Who?" I knew who.
"Your sister-in-law."
"Caitlyn?"
"She seemed nice too." Marisa was clearly trolling for info on her sister-in-law to be.
"Yeah she's okay," I agreed.
"You guys seemed a little ... I don't know ... uncomfortable maybe ... no something else ... maybe--"
Just like that I decided it was time to fill her in. "It's complicated," I started. Marisa was already ahead of me.
"You two liked each other didn't you? When you were young."
"It's a long story."
"Is it?" I nodded.
"Tell me," she invited.
"Not here," I answered. "Let's go to the beach."
"The beach?"
"We'll go for a walk on the beach and I'll tell you a story," I answered as I stood up from the table.
"Am I going to like the story?" she asked. Probably not I thought.
Twenty minutes later we were holding hands and walking barefoot along the beach. I started to talk. About my brother and I. About our lives. About Caitlyn...
"You were still a virgin at eighteen?" There was both a touch of disbelief and surprise in her voice. I welcomed being sidetracked. For the next twenty minutes I told my love of the sexual trials and tribulations of a teenage Dave Montgomery.
"So you had a crush on Caitlyn?" Maria asked when I finally got to my senior year of high school.
"Yes."
"And what about her?"
I laughed. "Some years later she did concede that she thought I was a pretty hot senior."
"Did you two ever go out?"
I told her of that Halloween years earlier. Of how Adam and Caitlyn's romance was born. Of the day months later I'd lost my virginity to another girl. Of Adam's and my College years. Of the girls we'd dated. Of the girls I'd had sex with.
She asked questions as I talked. Interrupted. Told me she wasn't that impressed by my sexcapades. "I still don't understand why you waited so long, in Cuba men start..." she said at one point. She even promised to fill me in later on even more of her past sex life. I didn't care about her past.
"That wasn't that complicated," Maria said when I'd finished that part of my tale. "You had lots of girlfriends. That's normal. Especially when you started so late." There was a twinkle in her eyes.
For a moment I considered leaving it at that. But I couldn't. "That wasn't the complicated part."
"It wasn't?"
I watched as her eyes tried to read me in the darkness. Saw as the sudden awareness hit. "You never got over her did you? Even after they married."
"Mom says all my girlfriends were pale imitations of Caitlyn. Except for you."
"You loved her." I could see Maria's mind racing as it examined the possibilities. "You've slept with her?" But before I could answer she'd already moved on to the next thought. "Did you have sex with her this weekend?"
"It's more complicated than that."
"That's pretty complicated Dave."
So I told her about my brother's inability to impregnate his wife. About the decision the three of us made about using my sperm in the artificial insemination scheme. I told it slowly. She didn't interrupt until I'd finished.
""Poor Adam," she said. "So Sam is your daughter?" I nodded. I could see her processing this new info.
For a second I hesitated, asking myself if it wouldn't be better for all of us if I didn't mention the rape. Then I told her. I knew she had to know every grisly detail. If she was still going to marry me she'd have to know the whole story going in.
"You raped her?"
"Yes."
"After she'd been artificially inseminated? Your brother's wife?" I nodded.
"You prick!"
"I know," I agreed.
"Your own brother? You love him." I nodded. "Did she tell him?" I shook my head no. She said nothing. Instead she simply sat down on the sand while shaking her head. I sat down next to her.
"They want another one. That's what this weekend was about," I said softly as I put an arm around her shoulder. She shook it off.
"She wanted you to rape her again?" Marisa's voice conveyed her incredulity.
"I was supposed to have arranged it with a clinic down here. Adam thought--"
"But Caitlyn must have known." Marisa protested. "She must have known after the first time."
"I think she'd convinced herself that--"
"Bullshit! She knew. She came down here to have sex with you. She had no right, you're engaged," Marisa growled.
"She's not the bad guy hon," I said.
"Oh she's not as bad as the asshole who fucked her but she's still a slut. And she was all so smiley and nice when we had dinner together. Then, the second I'm shuffled out of town, she sleeps with you. Fuck her." I put my arm around her again. "Fuck you too," she added as she pushed my arm away. There were tears falling down her cheeks. For minutes we said nothing, the only sound around us the lapping of the waves along the shoreline.
"So now you've put another baby in her?"
"Probably."
"After you put one in me." What could I say? "I'm not having an abortion." But I knew her statement didn't mean I'd be still around when she had the baby.
"I love you."
"Yeah right. And now that slut is going to move in next door to us."
"We could move," I offered.
"That makes a lot of sense. Your parents and brother move down to Florida to be with you and you move?"
"We could move to Cuba."
"I'd like to put you on a fucking raft and send you off to join Uncle Fidel," my love spat back. I had no more words for her. And she knew it. I put my arm around her shoulder. This time she didn't throw it off. I just held her lightly as we both contemplated the universe.
"You made me so happy." Her voice was a raspy, teary sound when she finally spoke. "I never really thought I'd feel this way about someone." I simply let her talk. Tears were falling down my cheeks too. "And then you go and fuck it up."
It was a good five minutes later before she said her next words. "Give me your phone."
"My phone? You want to make a call now?"
"Hurry," she ordered even as she fumbled in my pants pocked for my cell. Finally pulling it out she asked, "What's Caitlyn's number."
"Caitlyn? You're not going to call--" Her angry look stopped the rest of my sentence. "Under Dave, number one on the speed dial," I said. Marisa pushed the button and then, as it rang in a bedroom in New England, leaned her body over so that her face was inches from mine. She pressed her body against me as she waited for the call to be answered.
"Dave?" I heard Caitlyn tentatively ask.
"No, it's his fiancée ... his pissed off fiancée," Marisa said angrily.
"Marisa?"
"You and I are going to have to talk," my wife to be, I still hoped, ordered.
"He told you?"
"It may be the last thing he ever tells me," Marisa told Caitlyn as she stared angrily into my eyes. Which wasn't good.
Marisa didn't come home with me that night. Nor did I hear from her in the following couple of days. She went to visit Caitlyn that weekend. Adam meanwhile flew down to Miami. He'd been ordered out.
He was elated. "It's great the girls are getting to know each other," were his first words on greeting me at the airport. I wasn't sure I'd ever see Marisa again.
And she kept me hanging. It wasn't until the following Wednesday, three days after getting back from the north, that she phoned me. "You and I have some things to sort out," were her ominous words. An hour later I was sitting facing her in the cramped living room of the small apartment she rented in Little Havana. I wasn't offered a drink.
"If I hadn't liked her and if she wasn't pregnant I might have strangled her," were my loves first words. I was trying to think of an appropriate response when her eyes caught mine. They were like lasers. Angry lasers. I decided to shut up.
"She's as bad as you." I heard Marisa's words and wondered if that was good or bad.
"She's always wanted both of you," she accused.
"I don't think so. She chose--"
"Shut up Dave. The slut chose your brother but she never really let you go did she? She always kept you around ... always teasing and flirting."
I knew that wasn't true. "It was I who had the crush on her--"
"Because of her. The things she did, the little things. She never really wanted you to find a real girlfriend. Not someone you'd love."
I didn't really accept the view of Caitlyn that Marisa was drawing but I was also smart enough to realize that I hadn't been dumped outright. That maybe, just maybe I still had a chance. I had no idea how to play it. "She set me up with dates, with some of her girlfriends," I offered tentatively. Playing for time.
"Girls she knew you'd never prefer over her."
"But she was Adam's wife. She knew I'd never do anything."
"But she didn't want you to do anything with anyone else."
"But--"
"But nothing," she interrupted. "She may not have done anything and may not have even consciously known what she was doing, but she was doing it. She wanted both of you."
"I raped her." I'd sensed that our conversation was leading Marisa towards some sort of rapprochement but I hadn't been able to stop myself from saying the words.
"Yes and you were a real prick," Marisa agreed. "But it was her fault almost as much as yours."
"I don't see how--" I started.
"Was it your fault your brother's sperm was no good? Was it your fault that they begged you to impregnate her?" I wanted to argue with her but she didn't let me.
"Do you know what she told me?" I shook my head no. "What her very first thoughts were when Adam came home and told her that he'd told you about their problem. And what you'd said to him about using your sperm?"
"What she's say?" I asked even while wondering how Marisa had got all this info from Caitlyn.
"She said that very night, even while Adam was making love to her, that she'd thought of you and your prick pumping sperm into her."
"She did?" That same night I'd jacked off to thoughts of her.
"And she admitted that it wasn't the first time she'd thought of you that way. That from the time she'd first gone out with Adam there were always nights when she dreamt of you and what it would be like."
"She never did anything, never said anything."
"Hah! As if. And do you know what else she said?" I was hooked. I wanted to hear every word.
"Do you know what her greatest sexual fantasy is?"
Caitlyn told all this to Marisa? Over one short weekend I asked myself as I watched my intended. "What?" I asked.
"Both of you ... you and Adam I mean. Making love to her. At the same time. Two big cocks inside her."
"No way," I denied. "She'd never tell anyone that even if it was true. And it's not." I was pretty sure Caitlyn wouldn't have ever told a stranger her sexual fantasies.
"Oh we talked about it. We talked about everything. We drank and talked and then drank and talked some more."
"Still, she'd never have told you that."
'I wasn't going to leave that house until I'd heard every goddamn word that bitch had to say. And she knew it. And you know what Dave? She's been just looking for someone to tell her real feelings to for years."
"She has?"
"I told her I knew about the rape. That I knew about what she'd done last weekend. That I knew she'd snuck down to Miami and fucked my fiancée."
"It wasn't really like that."
Marisa wasn't listening. "She dreams of your big cock, fucking her, while she sucks your brother."
"That's gross."
"She knew you were going to fuck her when she came down here. She wanted you to. And she was just dying to confess it to me."
"What'd you say?"
"I told her she was a slut and that I'd like to kick her ass. That she shouldn't think I was going to let her off the hook for this past weekend just because of what happened two years ago."
"You did?"
"That I didn't want to hear any sob stories from some spoiled rich girl. That if she wanted to know about tough times she should have been raped at twelve like I was. Or sold her body to an old man so she could get a place on a raft to America. Or lost a father when she was five."
"What did she say to that?"
"She cried. Sobbed. Then we got drunk. The next day we talked some more. Guess what?"
"What?"
"The idiot still thinks I should marry you."
"She does?"
"Even though she still wants you."
"I don't think she still wants me, it was just to get pregnant," I lied.
"She loves you as much as she loves Adam," Marisa contradicted. "I asked her. She admitted that there's no way now you two won't do it again. She says she knows it's wrong but..."
"So why does she think you should marry me?"
"Cause all three of you are fucked up and she knows it. And she knows that only I can save all your asses."
"That's crazy."
"So you don't want to marry me?"
"I didn't say that."
"So you want me to just walk away and raise our son--"
"Our son? You know it's a boy? You were tested." My heart leapt at the news.
"I don't have to be tested. I know. So do you want Miguel Sanchez to grow up without a father?"
"He'll be a Montgomery." I was suddenly pissed off. "And you'll be my wife!"
"We talked for hours you know. Caitlyn and me. And we decided I have only two choices."
"What are they?"
"One I can just walk away. And my son won't have a father. And I won't have the only man I'll ever really love."
"That would be a stupid choice."
"And Caitlyn and I decided that if I walked away you three would also eventually fuck up your lives. Adam would find out. He'd hate you. You know that he's already insecure because of the whole inability to get Caitlyn pregnant thing don't you?"
"He is?"
"Then he finds out you're fucking her on the side? And what would she do as you two fought? And the children? And your parents?"
"They all should have stayed up in Boston. I knew it," I mumbled. She didn't answer. Instead she just watched me, waiting.
"So what's option number two?" I finally asked.
"That I marry you and we all live happily ever after." Even I can hear the sarcasm in Marisa's voice. And know the unlikelihood of the happily ever after part.
"Except," she began after a few seconds, "Adam will still find out. You'll still hate each other. Caitlyn will be driven away. Your mom will be broken hearted. Your dad--"
"Okay, okay, I get it. I'm fucked either coming or going. What do you want me to do? Fucking kill myself?"
"Yeah, that would make your son very, very happy wouldn't it? And your brother who loves you. And your sister-in-law. And what about me? Don't forget buster that I lost my father when I was just five."
I threw up my hands. "So what are you saying?"
"There's only one solution."
There was a solution? "There is?" I asked. Marisa didn't answer. Instead she stood up and walked into the kitchen. A second later she returned with a tray loaded with a bottle of Jack Daniels and two tumblers. I watched as she poured a glassful and the offered it to me. I took a sip.



"The idea sorta came to us at the same time," she said when she'd sat down.
"You and Caitlyn?" She nodded yes.
"It probably won't work," my love added. She took a good sized gulp from her glass. I did the same from mine. Had I already figured it out? I don't think so.
"You'll have to let your brother sleep with me," she said, her eyes never leaving mine as she spoke the words. Whiskey exploded out in a spray from my mouth.
"Are you fucking crazy" I sputtered out when my choking, coughing fit had ended.
We talked and drank for a long time that night. I guess much like Marisa and Caitlyn had on their weekend together.
Of course it was a stupid, idiotic idea that would never work. I knew that instinctively. And I told her. Over and over. The only part that made sense was the alternative. Which she kept pounding into my head. That any other option wasn't going to work.
I could see and accept that, just as she'd predicted, we'd end up a totally fucked up, unhappy, dysfunctional family. And it would be all my fault. "It would be all of your faults," Marisa corrected.
And the thing is, once you've accepted what was inevitable unless you didn't act, you have to look at the options. And after about three hours more of semi sober discussion, I finally conceded that their solution was probably the only one with even the smallest chance of success.
"He'd never fuck you, he loves me," I argued later when we'd finally got around to analyzing the idea.
"Hah, he's as horny as you. You should have heard some of Caitlyn's stories."
"He's never cheated on her."
"He did when you guys were at University."
"They weren't married then," I argued back.
"They were dating. He slept with all sorts of girls when you two guys were living together."
"No he didn't," I lied.
"He told her. Confessed. After they'd married. They don't have any secrets." What an idiot I thought. Telling his wife about things that didn't matter.
"Well she certainly has one secret."
"She's wanted to tell him right from the start. She couldn't. She knew what it would do to all three of you."
We continued to talk. Argue. Rehash. Everything sorta made kind of sense except the part where my brother slept with my wife. That was the sticking point we always got to.
"Caitlyn said he's very good in bed ... even better than you," Marisa teased at one point. Her logic hadn't been working, she'd instead decided to poke me, to prick me so to speak. With my brother's prick.
"Hah, he's old. Can hardly maintain an erection. Caitlyn says he goes through bottles of Viagara every month." I scoffed.
"She says she can hardly get him in her mouth he's so big," my fiancée retorted, then stuck out her tongue and licked her lips in a crude sexual leer.
"He's a pencil dick." Marisa ignored me. Instead she got down on her knees in front of me. I watched as she pulled down my zipper and then pulled out my cock. And then I was in her mouth. A second later she'd released me.
"He's got to be bigger than that little guy," she said scornfully. Then she stuck her tongue out at me. A minute later the two of us were naked on her living room floor. Making love. Something I'd been afraid when I'd walked in that night that we'd never do again.
Then we went to bed. And talked some more. And fucked some more. And cuddled.
Sometime after four in the morning she said what turned out to be the fateful words. I was so drowsy I missed the first few words.
"I missed that. What'd you say?" I asked as I rolled over towards her.
"I went and saw Mama Teresa yesterday. We went and saw the priest." Mama Teresa was her abuela. "Auntie came too."
"The priest?"
"I booked our marriage for the twenty-seventh."
"Our marriage. The twenty-seventh?"
"Of December. I told him I'd confirm the date today. The reception will be held at the big Sanchez house." I knew she meant the house of one of her cousins, all the big family events were held there.
"You still want to marry me?"
"What choice have you left me? A poor girl seduced and impregnated by..."
"But we really haven't agreed on the other thing."
"What other thing?" Marisa playing coy?
"Uh, the Adam thing. The thing we've been talking about all night."
"Adam's thing will come later."
"It will."
"Uh huh, Caitlyn and I discussed all that after we'd decided."
"I thought I was part of the decision."
She ignored me. "I have the wedding to arrange. Moving into the new house. Caitlyn and your parents have to move. Adam will be busy with the company. And of course we're both pregnant so we won't have any time for that other stuff until at least next fall ... maybe not even until Christmas."
"That other stuff?"
"Should I tell my aunt to go ahead?" Our discussion was over. It was decision time.
"I better call mom and dad right away. And Adam. They'll have to arrange tickets and everything. Have you and your family decided what I'm going to have to wear to my wedding?"
A second later Marisa's lips were on mine. Tears were soon sliding down her cheeks. Which probably meant she didn't notice mine.
Later that day, as I sat in my office contemplating my life, I convinced myself that we'd made no ultimate decision about Adam's thing. That in fact, even though the marriage was going forward, it didn't mean that he'd absolutely have to sleep with my wife. That in fact there were other possibilities...
December 2009
We were married on December twenty-seventh. In a small catholic church in Little Havana in Miami. The service was bilingual, a Spanish/English service meant to please both families. Surprisingly dad didn't make a single comment about the language. In fact he hesitantly used a few words of Spanish, clearly just learned, on some of Marisa's relatives.
My beaming brother was my best man. Caitlyn sat in the front row of the groom's side on the church with her daughter Sophie in her arms. Another child, another daughter as it turned out, was growing in her belly.
My bride, radiant in white, her eyes glowing as she said 'I do', her love for me unmistakable, was also pregnant. My son.
It was the happiest day of my life.
2010
My parents moved into their new house in January. Caitlyn and Adam soon followed even though Dad and my brother were still doing a lot of business related commuting back and forth. By early March they'd moved the company offices to North Miami, a short drive from their new homes.
My son was born on the last day of May. Adam Miguel James Montgomery. Named for his two grandfathers and of course his uncle. His uncle who'd promised to be his godfather. Who'd been named in my will as the person to raise him if anything happened to Marisa and I.
There was absolute joy in my brother's eyes as he watched his godson being baptized. And I knew he was going to be as much a father as he was an uncle to his namesake.
My second daughter was born to Caitlyn and Adam two months later. Rose. And she definitely was one. It was one of those perfect summers. Every member of the family was happy.
Halloween Night 2010
"I've arranged the boat," Marisa said from behind her mask. Adam, Caitlyn, my wife and I were celebrating Halloween together. The children were at home and were being babysat by their grandparents. The four of us were costumed. It's the first time we'd gone out together as a group since the birth of the two babies. We were sitting at a table in one of South Beach's trendiest nightclubs. Costumed, dancing bodies were swirling all around us. The girls, back in shape after their pregnancies, had both decided to go sexy that night. They looked great.
"We leave the twenty-sixth. Our bareback luxury yacht. Leaving from the Virgin Islands ..." As she talked I watched as Marisa's hand slid down off the drink laden table. A second later I felt her fingers as they moved across my thigh.
"It's a bareboat cruise, not a bareback cruise," I corrected my wife. "Do you really think we should go? You don't think it's too soon? It's a lot for dad and mom to have to do," I say as I harden under the ministrations of my wife's fingers. I'm still not convinced I want what I know Caitlyn and Marisa have planned.
"Your mom will love having the kids," Caitlyn answered. "Besides they'll have help." A second later I felt her hand join Marisa's on my cock. She gave it a quick squeeze and then turned to her husband and embraced him. He hadn't noticed a thing.
"God, it'll be great. We all need the break, wine women and song," my brother said jollily. From the second our two wives proposed the holiday he'd been sold. And he had no idea what they'd planned.
"Well I'm going to be bareback and barefront the whole time I'm on the boat," my wife answered. She'd already had a great deal to drink.
Her sister-in-law, similarly well oiled, than chimed in with, "you two are going to have titties bouncing everywhere."
"Perfect," my brother enthused. He had no idea the girls were accurately depicting what was to come.
A ten day bareboat cruise in the Caribbean. Just the four of us. Marisa and Caitlyn had informed me of the plan a month earlier. As the months had passed over the previous year I'd thought, hoped even, that Marisa had forgotten her proposal. That the marriage, the pregnancies, the moves, the births had convinced her that it wasn't necessary. And yet I'd thought about it just about every day. Dreamt of it. Of Adam watching me as I made love to his wife. Of me watching Marisa and him. Of both of us sandwiching first one, then the other, between us. It was a dream that always aroused. But it scared me...
"C'mon miss titty, let's dance," I said as I stood up and took Caitlyn's hand. I knew it was time to get the two girls separated before they got really going. Incredibly they'd become almost inseparable since Caitlyn had moved down to Florida.
Invariably over the preceding months I'd found them laughing together, usually giggling like schoolgirls, whenever I'd returned from work. Lounging at either my house or Adam's, discussing who knows what. The two families had become real friends over the months, eating just about every dinner together, usually also with my parents. Pregnant, and not working, the girls had bonded. It had surprised me and delighted Adam.
"You know, it's our anniversary," Caitlyn said as she melted into my arms. "Three years ago tonight."
She was talking about the rape. She could feel my hardness as we moved around the dance floor. "You'd like to fuck me right now, wouldn't you?" She was right. My wife was twenty feet away dancing with my brother and I still would have fucked her.
"Do you think Adam has an erection," my sister-in-law asked as she glanced over at where her husband and my wife were dancing.
I didn't want to know. I hoped not but knew at a glance that he did. That he was pushing his hard cock up against my wife's stomach. Caitlyn sensed my unease. "It's the only way Dave," she whispered softly into my ear.
"Did you really dream of Adam and I ... I mean before ..."
"Before Sophie?" she asks. I nod yes.
"Marisa told you?" I nod again.
"I can remember one night ... just months after Adam and I had married," she remembers. "During the summer, we'd had a bar-b-que at our place, just the three of us. We'd had lots to drink. " Listening to her I could remember fifty nights like that over the years, both before and after their marriage.
"It was late and you two were sitting on the couch. I sat down between you. Adam hugged me. Then kissed me. Then I turned and gave you a quick kiss. You had a hard-on."
"I didn't," I denied.
"You did so, just like the one you have now," Caitlyn answered. "I can remember it so clearly. I can remember saying to myself, 'do it, just lean over and touch it. Take them both to bed, it'll be okay'."
"And I always thought you were such a nice, proper girl."
"Eventually we went up to our room. You stayed over that night because you'd drunk so much. And then Adam and I were making love and do you know what? Your brother's cock was inside me and I was thinking of you just down the hall. I'm in love with my new husband but I almost asked him to go and get you. I almost told him that I wanted both of your cocks in me. And now it's going to happen," Caitlyn said as the song finished. Then she twirled away and rejoined her husband.
We left the club an hour later. Caitlyn and Adam went to their house. Marisa and I went to ours. I made love to my wife. Twice. She fell asleep. Images flashed across my still swirling mind.
It's going to happen I thought to myself. Less than two months from now. On a boat in the Caribbean.
I'll watch my brother push his cock into my wife. I'm not sure exactly how I'll feel.
What I do know is that the three people who'll be on the boat with me are the three most important people in my life.
"What are you thinking?"
"I thought you were asleep," I answer as I look over at my wife. She's beautiful.
She rolls over on top of me. Even though we've already made love two times my cock hardens almost instantly. "You were thinking of the boat trip, weren't you? Of having sex with your sister-in-law."
"I was not," I deny. My wife isn't fooled.
"It'll happen the second day we're on the boat. We'll have sailed into a quiet cove and anchored. We'll be alone. The aqua colored sea will be shimmering and the crescent shaped beach will beckon."
I can't help but picture the scene she's painting.
"You and Adam will be in the cockpit, probably discussing sports or fishing or some other male thing. Caitlyn and I will be on the bow, laughing, giggling, pointing at the beach. I'll undo my top and let it drop. Then she'll undo hers. Then one of you guys will look up and see us."
"You'll both be nervous as you watch us. Wondering what the other's thinking. Then I'll push my panties down my legs. Adam's mouth will open in surprise as he sees my dark pubic hair for the first time. He'll look over to check on what you're reaction is and while he's doing that his wife will step out of her bottom. For a few second we'll let you watch us and then we'll turn and dive over the side."
"Little slut,' I accuse. My cock has hardened as she's spun her tale.
"The two of you will watch us, never taking your eyes from our naked bodies, as we swim towards the beach. Nervous, neither of you will say a word. Then, when we reach the beach we'll turn and wave, call out to you. 'Bring some wine,' I'll yell. 'Hurry up,' Caitlyn will encourage."
"Eventually you'll jump into the water. We'll be waiting. I'll hug you when you finally get to shore. Caitlyn will hug Adam. And then do you know what will happen?" my wife asks.
"I'm afraid to guess," I answer as I cradle Marisa's head in my arm. As I caress her soft curls.
"I'll slowly pull your bathing suit down your legs. Then I'll slip to my knees."
"Jesus," I mumble. My cock is throbbing.
"Caitlyn and Adam will both be watching when I take your penis into my mouth. They'll watch, arm in arm, as I pull you down to the sand next to me. They'll watch as I sit on top of you and impale myself. They'll watch as you roll me over. They'll watch as you start to thrust your big, beautiful cock into me. But do you know what Dave?" she asks as her fingers find my hardness.
"What?" I groan.
"They won't be watching when you finally roll off me. They won't see your cum as it dribbles out from between my legs. Do you know why?" I can guess.
"Because by then they'll be on the beach. Your brother will be fucking Caitlyn."
"Are you really sure this trip is a good idea?' I ask. In answer Marisa climbs on top of me and brings my rearing cock to her sex.
"And when they're finished do you know what will happen? As Adam lays panting, spread-eagled on his back on the hot sand. His still semi-hard penis oozing out one final thick droplet of sperm." In answer I start thrusting my hips up off the bed. Pushing my hard cock deep inside my wife.
"I'll walk over to him. Kneel between his legs. His eyes will be closed so that when I first take his sticky prick into my mouth he'll assume that it's his Caitlyn who's sucking him. But after a few seconds he'll know something's wrong. He'll know that the lips and tongue working on his shaft aren't the ones he's used to. Every woman is different Dave," my wife explains. As if I didn't know.
"He'll be so surprised when he sees who it is. And scared. He'll look over at you even as I take every inch of his big penis into my mouth and throat. But I won't let him ejaculate into my mouth Dave. Instead I'll spit him out. Then climb onto his body and mount him. 'Fuck me,' I'll cry as I lower myself onto his hardness."
"He won't know what to do. His eyes will jump from mine to yours to Caitlyn's. But he won't be able to stop himself. His hips will start to move. And when he looks to check on your's and Caitlyn's reaction he'll see that you've walked up behind her. That your hands are cupping her breasts. Fondling her. But he won't watch you long. His orgasm will be approaching. He won't care about anything except his cock and the cunt that's clutching it."
"But when he's finished and I roll off of him he'll finally look back over and see you lying on his wife. So what do you think of that?" my wife asks.
But I've reached the same point that Adam had in Marisa's story -I am so close to orgasm by this time that I don't care about anything else.
Sometime later, after we've finished, my wife starts to talk again. "We won't do anything else that first day. We'll all probably act shy and embarrassed as we eat dinner. Then we'll retire to our rooms nervously."
"Where do you dream all this stuff up?" I ask my wife.
"What do you think Caitlyn and I have been talking about for the last six months?"
"Not your babies?"
"Not always." Marisa doesn't try to hide a cute little smirk.
"You've really talked about it?"
"Of course. We can't just leave something like this to chance. What I just described to you is how we've planned it."
"You two are nuts."
"Do you want to hear what we have planned for the third day?"
"Shouldn't it be a surprise?"
"We've decided that I'll get to go first."
"First at what?"
"She agreed since she's already slept with you two. It's only fair."
"Agreed to what?"
"That'll be the surprise," my wife answers.
"Give me a hint," I encourage.
"Just remember mi amour, it's only you who can put babies in me." As she says the words her hand slips between our bodies. I've got another hard-on!
"Still," I say.
Marisa rolls over onto her stomach. "Do my bum," she purrs as she lifts her ass up off the bed. "And I want you to put your fingers in my pussy while you're doing it. I want to be full. Like I will be when I'm with you and Adam. When I'm first."
I push inside her. I can almost feel the warm Caribbean sun beating down on my back. I can almost smell the salty ocean. I can almost see my brother. And as I move my fingers urgently inside my wife I can almost feel my brother's cock as it thrusts deep into Marisa's center.
I know exactly what we're going to do on that third day...
THE END
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Chapter 1 -- Baltimore, Maryland... June 29th 2011
It was just after I'd clicked from the story back to the picture that I heard the gentle tap on my door. I almost jumped a foot out of my chair! Christ! Mom? Who else could it be? I tucked my cock back into my shorts.
"Mom?" I asked as I spun my desk chair towards the closed door.
"Is it okay to come in?" my mother asked even as my door slowly opened. "Are you decent?" she added as she came into view.
"Of course I'm decent," I answered as I let a smile light up my face. My cock was still tingling.
"I'm not interrupting anything? I saw some light under your door." Moms hesitatingly posed questions came as she stood hovering tentatively three feet into my room.
"Nah, I was just checking my e-mail," I lied as my eyes flicked from my mother to the picture on the computer I still had nestled on my lap. It was a picture of a naked woman; a naked woman who bore a heck of a resemblance to the woman who had just entered my room. Unlike my mother, the woman in the picture was on her knees in front of a clearly younger man. He was a teenager really and he was naked too. He had an erection. A big one. The erection was inches away from the woman's mouth. Her tongue was out.
I clicked the image shut. The story I'd been reading came back up on the screen. It was called, "Ohhh Mommy," I Groaned. It was on my favourite erotic story site. I'd just gotten to the good part before mom's knock.
"I didn't hear you come in. I thought with this being Bri's last night you'd be later..." Brianne Cooper was my girlfriend of the last seven months. Our school year had finished just the week before. Heck our high school careers had finished the week before. She was leaving for her summer camp counsellor's job the next morning. Then next fall she'd be off to University. I was staying home -- a gap year of work and then some travel.
"We hung out together all day." I answered. Had we ever! We'd spent the afternoon in her bed. It had been sorta a last hurrah for the two of us. We'd both known as we'd made love that it would never be the same again between us. It had been hard, deep, almost angry fucking. Goodbye fucking. "She and her mom were busy packing tonight. I was just getting in the way."
"Oh."
"You were watching TV when I came in. I was going to come down and say goodnight but I didn't want to bother you. Then later I heard the shower going." And it was hearing the shower going and then imagining my mother naked under the pulsing water that had sent me to my computer and my favourite mother/son incest site.
"You'll miss her," mom offered as she took another step into my dimly lit room. The only light was that coming from my computer screen and the light that was flowing in around her from the hallway.
"Yeah. I guess," I offered as I stood up and then placed my computer on my desk. My penis was mostly back under control.
"Do you want to talk about it?' mom asked as I flicked on one of my bedside lamps. Of course I did! But instead I whistled in response as I pretended to notice what mom was wearing for the first time.
"What?" she asked even as a blush spread to her cheeks as she watched my eyes traveling over her curves.
Listen, I don't want you to think my mom was dressed in some wildly provocative outfit or something. It wasn't some semi transparent stripper's costume. Nor was she displaying that much skin. I mean mom's breasts weren't hanging out of some spaghetti strapped negligee. She was definitely not trying to give her son some kind of sex show. However, she had put it on before coming down to my room. Which had to have meant something.
Of course I'd already discovered the outfit weeks before in her cupboard. Although mom had a big dresser in her bedroom she also had some built in drawers in her walk-in cupboard. It's where she kept her more risqué stuff. Her secret bedroom stuff. The stuff my sis and I weren't supposed to know about. I'd known by then that just about all of it had come as presents from dad. I'd noticed over the past couple of years that each time he got back from one of his Australian trips that some new intimate item of female apparel would appear in mom's closet. The good stuff! Her 'come over here and fuck me' clothes.
Okay, okay, I know I shouldn't have been skulking around in mom's underwear drawers but what the heck? Teenage boys do weird things. They think weird things. And yes I was only weeks away from my nineteenth birthday that night but habits I'd started way back when I'd been a horny fifteen and sixteen year old still lingered.
What mom was wearing that night was silk. Dad had apparently picked it up during a one night layover in Hong Kong on his way back home from his last trip to Sydney. And although I could only see the outer wrap I knew it was a three piece outfit of cream colored silk with lace trim -- a pair of high cheeked panties, a gossamer thin, tres décolleté negligee that stopped at mid thigh and finally a modest outer wrap with sash that theoretically was meant to hide the pure sexiness of the undergarments. In practice it didn't hide the curves of the body it was covering. It only highlighted them.
I let mom's blush deepen for many seconds before I finally asked with a fake leer, "Ma, do you have a secret boyfriend or something."
"Ha ha!" she declaimed but I couldn't help but detect the satisfaction at my backhanded compliment that I'd heard echoed in her voice. "It's just something your father brought back from Asia. Just pj's for sleeping in."
Yeah right I thought. A week earlier I'd spent a half hour lying on mom's bed while stroking my raging penis with the soft silk she was now wearing. My cock twitched in my shorts as I remembered the feeling. "You and dad aren't doing some of that kinky Asian stuff now are you?" I asked with a leer.
"JIMMY!" A blush. A coy smile. A challenge. Excitement. It was all there. Mom was sexually frustrated and I knew why. "And just what do you know about kinky Asian stuff anyway?" she asked when I didn't reply to her admonishment.
"I'm just joshing you mom," I answered.
Then for a minute or two the two of us just stood warily watching each other, neither of us suddenly able to continue the conversation. My mom was horny and I'm not even sure she knew it!
Mom broke first, dropping her eyes and then almost shyly saying, "Well I guess I better leave you ... it's late ... goodnight." She slowly started to back towards the door but I knew instinctively she wanted to stay and talk.
I almost let her get to the door before I asked, "Do you like Bri mom?" She immediately stopped.
"Why, would you like to talk about her?" mom asked as she turned back toward me. She certainly did. What mother doesn't want to talk about her son's girlfriend?
I encouraged her further by saying, "It's weird, I know I'm going to miss her but I'm sorta almost glad she's going." Then I sat down on the old sofa that I'd rescued from the rec room when dad had bought a new one a year earlier. It sagged a bit but was way comfortable. I patted the spot next to me in invitation. Mom, not hesitating, plopped down next to me. Her clinging robe couldn't hide the movement of her breasts under the soft cloth. Breasts I'd been increasingly dreaming off over the past year. They were definitely bigger than Bri's. And, even though I'd given a hell of a lot of attention to my girlfriend's tits over the preceding months, I knew the ones still lightly heaving next to me were infinitely more attractive to me.
Which, yes, I knew was wrong. But you know what? It had got to the point where I didn't care. The guilt I'd originally felt over my incestuous desire has slowly ebbed away as the weeks and months had passed. There was only the pure sexual desire left now. My eyes flicked down to the two nipplish bumps that pushed against the cloth. I let her catch me doing it.
I wanted my mother! I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to fuck her tits. Hers ass. Her mouth. Her pussy ... her cunt. And I'd decided I was going to, one way or another. And besides, if I didn't do it I'd increasingly started to believe that somebody else would. I'd been watching her ever since it had occurred to me that mom had been going without sex almost six months every year. And every day, given her looks, guys had to be hitting on her. It would only take one weak moment on her part...
And dad was off again. It'd be mid August before he'd get back from Australia this time. Which meant that I had lots of time. A summer of time. A loving summer? I didn't have to rush. And heck, even if I hadn't succeeded by the time my father returned I knew there'd be another opportunity in the fall. And then again in January. And I'd decided that I wasn't leaving home until I'd bedded her.
But my cock was in a rush... he was always in a rush! He definitely didn't want to wait.
But what do you mean about your mother going without sex for six months every year you might be asking yourself. Well...
****
You know, you don't have a fucking clue what's going on in the real world when you're a kid. The world revolves around only one person -- yourself -- and you're blissfully ignorant of what's going on in the minds of the adults that surround you.
Slowly, of course, that changes as you get older. Awareness slowly seeps in. Puberty arrives. Sex happens. If you're a female reading this it's hard for me to explain to you what it feels like to be a fifteen or sixteen year old boy with your hormones raging. Your brain descends to your cock. You have one priority in life.
I'd gone through the same things every boy does these days -- masturbation ... xxx movies on the internet ... awkward groping of my girlfriends ... then eventually intercourse. I'd been relatively lucky as I'd traversed those years and had emerged as a relatively normal heterosexual teenager. Sitting next to mom on the couch that night I'd already had sex with seven women -- a number I knew mom would never have guessed or believe.
But there was another aspect that had come with growing up over the previous couple of years. It was an awareness of my parents as sexual beings. I'd figured out that adults do have sex! I'd actually heard them doing it. Or perhaps it's more accurate to say that I finally figured out what the sounds that I'd heard for years coming out from my parents bedroom at night really were. More than once in the past year I'd sat outside their bedroom, my ear tight against the door, as they'd made love. It was exciting! Fuck, it was more than that. I'd masturbated, stroking my cock even as dad pumped his penis into my mother. And of course I couldn't stop myself from thinking that maybe it might just be fun for me to take a turn.
And my parents did it often; it wasn't one of those once a month marriages. They fucked every night!
Except...
****
...Except, as I told you already, they only did it about six months a year! Huh?
My father met my mother about twenty years ago. He was twenty-two years old at the time. He'd been cramming for the final exam of his college career when a sudden craving for a pizza had driven him from his apartment to the food court at the local mall.
Dad in recounting the story years later (actually my sister and I probably heard or overheard the story a hundred times growing up) said, 'I walked into that restaurant and there was an angel working the register. Her halo almost blinded me.' Every time he said those words Mom would blush and deny them. I'm pretty sure it wasn't mom's halo that captured dad's attention that day; it only takes a couple of seconds of flipping through one of mom's old photo albums to figure out that she, even at sixteen, must have turned just about every male head who encountered her. But a couple of things were unmistakable to anyone who had ever heard the story -- one, that the two of them had fallen in love at first sight; and two, they didn't fool around in getting together. This was not one of those romances that slowly evolved over months or years.
They had sex for the first time within two weeks of meeting (I only learned that fact many years later). Mom had been a virgin. This wasn't that surprising given that she was only sixteen at the time. News of which (imparted by mom to dad immediately afterwards -- mind you the blood was a clue dad couldn't have missed) had been quite a shock to my father. Like he almost had a heart attack. Mom had apparently hinted at their first meeting that she was almost nineteen and had some sexual experience. She wasn't and she hadn't!
But in spite of mom's age Dad had no intention or interest in turning back. He was ready to rumble! He was in love! A week later he approached my grandfather and asked for the hand of Sarah Elizabeth Simmons in marriage. Mom's parents had been even more astounded by the request than dad had been at finding out mom's real age.
"Are you crazy?" had been grandpa's first words to dad. They'd been quickly followed by, "you better not have done anything or I'll..."
My cells, or what were to become my cells, were already dividing merrily inside my mother that day. Of course no one knew that at the time. And somehow my old man convinced grandpa that not only was he a perfect match for his daughter but that the wedding should proceed almost immediately. And mom's parents weren't pushovers! Their daughter was going to go to University. She was going to have a career. That's how they'd brought her up.
But dad somehow convinced them even though he'd only known their daughter for two weeks. Which just shows you what a great salesman my father was (and still is).
Marriage quickly followed. Then at the appropriate time I, James Christopher Taylor, popped out. Then eleven months after my birth my little sister Lizzie was born. Elizabeth Emily Taylor. Our family was complete.
My parents, with the help of both sets of my grandparents, had quickly bought a great little house on a tree lined street in a middle class Baltimore suburb and settled down. Mom was a stay at home mother until both Liz and I started school. Then, as she'd promised her parents before marrying, she'd gone back to school and gotten a degree. Sounds like the All-American family doesn't it?
Except for one little oddity. My dad's job. As I've already told you Dad was a born salesman! A go getter. A risk taker. An entrepreneur. A guy on the lookout for the main chance. And he'd found it. In Australia of all places! He'd stumbled on it even before he'd met mom.
My old man was a Psych major with an Accounting minor (of all things) and he spent the spring term of his junior year of his college life as a transfer student at the University of New South Wales in Sidney, Australia.
Somehow, in spite of the nude beaches, the beer drinking culture, and of course the kangaroos, he'd figured out in his six month stint in Australia that there were a heck of a lot of midsized Aussie companies that didn't have any sales representation in the States. It had started with one of his classmate's father, an owner of a metal stamping plant. A couple of comments by this man over dinner one night had awakened my father's interest. Something clicked!
When he left Sydney that summer he'd already set up "Taylor AustralAmerican Trading Corp.". A company that was the exclusive American sales agent for three companies he'd already signed up.
And during his senior year of university he'd still found time to get the company up and running, and had opened an office and small warehouse in Baltimore. By the time he'd met mom the next May the company had already booked a surprising number of orders.
And so, after graduating, and after marrying mom, he was back off to Australia. And when he went he was the exclusive Australian agent for a variety of small American manufacturers. Why not move goods both ways he'd figured. Correctly. A Sydney office was opened!
And so, for the last twenty years, dad has spent almost half of his time in Australia. Yo-yoing back and forth; two months running the American side of his business followed by two months in Sydney directing the Australian side.
Which meant, getting back to my parents present sex life, that my parents, who I'd finally figured out were pretty active sexually, had gone through twenty years of two or three months on, two or three months off-again sex.
And as a now eighteen, almost nineteen, year old male with a pretty darn active libido, it was pretty clear to me that something didn't add up. There was no way dad wasn't getting laid while he was in Australia! It was impossible if he had anything like the sex drive I had. And having listened to my parents going at it I was pretty sure he did.
So what the hell was he doing? Whores? Prostitutes? Girlfriends? Mistresses? Did he live with someone while there? What did he do when he was Down Under? He'd always talked glowingly about Australia to us, the beauty of its land and strangeness of its animals. He'd brought my sister and me presents back from every trip he'd made. But when I'd finally started asking myself what he was doing for sex while down there I realised that I really didn't know that much about his life in Australia. Where he lived. How he lived. And even more strangely was that he'd never taken any of us on a holiday to a country he professed to love. The question, 'Why not', had been reverberating in my head for months.
I'd already taken the first tentative steps to find out just what the heck was going on with him Down Under just weeks before that night with mom. And although I had no idea what I'd find I knew I'd find something.
Meanwhile, when my thoughts eventually turned to mom and what she was doing during dad's absences, I'd slowly come to the conclusion that so far she hadn't ever fooled around while dad was away. I figured I would have noticed something. But I was starting to know enough about women to know that eventually she'd succumb to someone. She was just too darn good looking. And with her now out of the house working five days a week I knew guys had to be hitting on her right and left. Even some of my buddies had made it clear that mom was a true MILF. She was a walking target!
And given the noise she made with dad at night I was pretty darn sure she liked it! So she liked it but wasn't getting it. Which sounded like a recipe for disaster to me.
So why not me? What would be better -- mom screwing some married co-worker or making love with someone who loved her? Who'd never hurt her.
Yes it was incest and when the idea first had sprung into my head I'd tried to repulse it. That's so disgusting I'd told myself. But ideas like that, once born, are not so easy to forget. Especially when the woman in question is sleeping down the hall from you. And when you can hear the sounds of her lovemaking six months a year. Even harder to ignore are the months she's sleeping alone. Knowing she loves sex but is going without. Knowing she's dreaming of cock. And you see her every single day.
And besides I knew my dad just had to be getting some in Sydney. And I'd convinced myself over the previous little while that daddy would be much better off with me warming mom's bed when he was gone instead of some sleazy homebreaker. Well I'd almost convinced myself of that...



****
"You're happy it's over with Brianne?" mom asked. I snapped back from my reminiscences.
"I'll finally have some freedom, I might just like--" I started.
"Boys and their freedom," mom immediately shot back, clearly coming down on the woman's side of that eternal male/female debate.
"You didn't think I was ready to settle down with her ... marry her or anything, did you?" I grimaced as I asked the question.
The look on mom's face clearly showed that was the last thing she'd wanted. Her tone softened, "Of course not honey. You're still young. You have years in front of you before you settle down." I smiled inwardly. This was coming from a girl who'd gotten pregnant and married at sixteen.
"I definitely have to get more experience," I agreed with a smile.
I could see that mom wasn't that keen on how I'd said 'get more experience'.
"Heck, I know just about zero about what girls think. What they want. About ..." I stopped for a second, looked shyly at mom, then added, "you know, the sex stuff. I read on the Internet where doctors now say boys should experiment, try different things, different girls, before they try to settle down. It's good for them." It was mom's turn to grimace!
My mother and I had never really discussed sex frankly before. Oh I'd gotten the sex talk from dad when I'd been thirteen or so. And without being too intrusive my parents had followed my various steps up the dating ladder. I'd had three pretty serious girlfriends over the preceding four years and I'd never come right out and told either of my parents what exactly I'd been doing with them.
Mom a couple of years earlier had given me the 'how to treat girls properly' talk. But I'd never actually told her that Bri and I were doing it and, even though I'm pretty sure she knew we were, she didn't ask. And I knew she had no inkling about the six others.
"A relationship isn't just about sex young man," mom tried.
"They show things on the Internet," I replied. "Some of it's weird but some of it is..." I left the sentence dangling. My mom was no prude but I knew she didn't like a lot of the stuff young teenagers could see on the internet these days. More than once I'd overheard her complaining about it to dad or one of her friends.
"You shouldn't be looking at that sort of stuff." We both knew what sort of stuff she was referring to. I didn't say anything for almost a minute before I said my next words. I hadn't practiced any of this beforehand but instead had simply been waiting for this kind of opportunity to arrive.
"Some of it excites me," I said softly.
"What kind of stuff?"
"I'm not sure I'll ever settle down like you and dad ... not with one woman."
"Of course you will!" It was almost an order. "Why wouldn't you?"
"Perhaps it's better not to talk about it," I answered, knowing of course mom would definitely want to talk about it.
"Of course it's better to talk about it. I'm your mother ... Is something wrong?" I could actually see her thoughts flashing across her face considering possibilities. Is my son gay? Impossible! Does he have a physical problem? Something wrong with his penis? She was at sea.
"Do you like sex?" I finally asked, breaking into her ponderings.
I could see she had no idea how to respond. I let her suffer a while before going on."I think I'm abnormal. I think I like it too much," I admitted shyly. "I think about it all the time. Whenever I see a woman I--"
Relief flooded over mom's face. I was okay! "You're a boy ... a teenager ... it's normal for you--" she started.
I interrupted. "But even when I'd be out with Bri, at a party or somewhere, I'd still look at other girls."
"Looking isn't doing," my mom said softly. She figured the worst was over.
"You know I've slept with her, don't you?"
"We'd guessed," mom answered after a moment's hesitation.
Then I surprised her. "You know she's not the only woman I've slept with, don't you?"
"She's not?" mom asked warily.
"Three others," I answered, actually lowering my true count, knowing I didn't want to send her completely over the edge, then I watched as the shock registered on mom's face.
"But... but...but who?" mom stuttered.
I wasn't going to answer that just yet! "There are other things too."
"Other things?" Mom couldn't hide her confusion.
"Sex things. Urges. I can't tell you."
"I'm your mother. You can tell me anything." The words were the start of an unchanging mantra that my sister and I had heard from her all of our lives.
"Anything! Everything! No one in the world loves you more than I do," I said, supplying the next lines all of us knew by heart. Mom raised her eyes in irritation but there was a wry smile on her lips.
"So talk," she ordered. But gently. With love in her eyes. I could feel the warmth of her body against me as we sat side by side on the couch.
I put an arm around her shoulder. Then asked, ""Do you know what an exhibitionist is?" I finally asked back. Worry frowns immediately reappeared on mom's beautiful, normally unlined, thirty-six year old face.
"What?"
"Showing yourself. Letting people see you... naked I mean... I think I might be one."
"You are not!"
"Have you ever gone to a nudist resort?" I was trying to keep mom off balance.
"A nudist resort? You've been to a nudist resort?" Mom clearly wasn't happy with the idea.
"Not yet. But I'm going to one this weekend."
"To a nudist resort?"
"For the holiday." And as I told her I realised I was going to talk her into going with me. It hadn't been my plan to rush into this. Instead I'd envisioned a slow seduction that might take months. But I couldn't stop the vision of my mother and I walking naked down a crowded beach from forming in my mind. Of being watched by people who'd never guess we were mother and son. People instead who'd look at our naked bodies -- men wanting to fuck mom while their wife's and girlfriend's eyes hungrily took in my penis.
How the heck was I going to convince her to join me I wondered as I watched my mother's face?
I laughed again. Mom frowned. "They have a special celebration on the fourth. A bike ride. A barbeque."
"Who do?"
"American nudists. It's a World Holiday really, not just an American one," I answered. "Actually the whole weekend's a holiday. It's going to be celebrated in over one hundred and ninety-three countries," I added. I just made up the country figure; who the heck knows how many countries there are in the world these days?
"Where?"
No answers for mom quite yet. "Did you ever do it when you were young?" Mom started to shake her head no. "You never even skinny dipped with your friends ... like when you were young?"
"That was different, we were just little girls running around in the dark." I'd guessed right. "There were no boys ..."
"You weren't excited?" Of course she'd been. Who wouldn't have been? I could see mom didn't want to answer. I pressed on. "I'll bet you were. I'll bet you all wondered if there were boys watching you from the shadows."
"We did not."
"What about you and dad? You guys must have gone to a nude beach or something somewhere on one of your vacations. Heck, it's pretty common knowledge that everyone goes naked on the beaches in Australia," I said confidently. I had no idea if my words were true but they sounded good.
"We haven't ... and I've never been to Australia." I couldn't miss the touch of complaint in mom's voice. I realised that she too must have wondered why dad had never taken her Down Under.
"Dad must have. In Australia I mean." I could see mom didn't like the idea.
"Hah! We can't even get your father to go to the seashore when he's home." Another small complaint!
"Well then I'll let you come with me this weekend."
"You are not going anywhere this weekend!" Mom used her mother's 'obey my order or else' voice. It had been years she'd used that tone with me. I had her on the defensive!
"You must have thought about it from time to time. Wondered what it would be like."
"I never have! Do you think I'd wander around naked and let a bunch of perverts see my body? Drool over me."
In answer I reached over and grabbed my computer from the desk and clicked open the Onancock Nudist Society's July 4th 2011 Bike Ride page. Ninety percent of the page was taken up by a picture of a group of naked bicyclists. A shot from the 2010 bike ride.
Then I started clicking through the slide show.
Mom couldn't hide her interest even while trying to show her disapproval of the pictures she was seeing by throwing out comments as the slideshow ran:
"We shouldn't watch stuff like this."
"Look at her!"
"He's got to be seventy!" Said disdainfully as a picture of an old coot with his balls hanging halfway down his legs flashed by. I continued the slideshow.
"That's gross!" A penis painted red, white and blue.
"They should shut down this site!"
"What would their parents say if they knew?" mom finally asked as a picture of three good looking, college aged, nude bikers appeared on the screen. I stopped the slideshow.
"You can't recognise them... they're all painted, disguised, no one would know them," I answered as both mom and I examined the six bodies on the screen. Three great looking girls, three hanging cocks. Mind you none was as big as mine.
"Still--"
"So, you want to come with me this weekend?" I asked it innocently. A cheeky grin on my lips.
"You ... Are ... Not ... Going ... Anywhere ... This ... Weekend!" Back to the Darth Mother voice!
That just about ended our conversation for the night. A couple of minutes later mom was standing up and ready to leave my room. I knew her mind must be spinning. I let her get to the door of my room before yelling out, "love you mom."
She turned back. And after giving me the evil eye for a second she walked back over to me and gave me a big hug. It was a good hug. A hold on while you squeeze kind of hug. And then, just as we were about to break apart I gave my mother a kiss on the cheek. A second one, one she assumed was going to land on her other cheek, just accidently --NOT- landed smack dab on her lips. Her moist lips.
"Sorry," I mumbled, feigning embarrassment when I pulled my lips away from her. A blush sprang onto her cheeks. I let her get fifteen feet back down the hall before I whistled.
She turned. "What?"
"Are you sure you don't have a secret boyfriend? Those pj's show more than even the bicyclists were showing."
"They do not! Now stop your teasing," she denied. Then stamped her foot.
"You look great mom." I said it softly and simply. There was no sexual tone in my voice. Just admiration.
Now really blushing, mom said nothing until a soft, "thanks honey," escaped her lips. Then she turned and hurried away. But I wasn't quite finished.
"Maybe this weekend I'll find out that I'm not really a nudist. I'll get it out of my system, maybe we both will," I said to her disappearing back. Mom didn't answer.
I fucked my hand that night. And guess who I was thinking of when my cock started to spurt out my sperm?
Lying in bed afterwards I wondered who mom was dreaming of. I wondered if my dream mom was walking naked down some beach. And if I was next to her...
Chapter 2 -- Nightime... June 30th 2011
I woke up the next morning knowing that I was going to be able to convince mom to go with me. I was absolutely certain of it. Mind you I knew it wasn't going to be easy. I'd woken early and I left the house before mom had gotten up. And stayed away all day. I wanted her to stew a bit before I gave her my 'nude beach' sales spiel.
I bought two wigs that day. Some body paint. Some weird sunglasses -- a man's pair and a woman's. A wide brimmed hat. A beard. Fake moustaches. More than enough stuff to disguise two nude bike riders. To disguise a mother and her son.
It was just after eleven at night when I finally got home. I'd been in my room for only about five minutes before mom appeared in my doorway. She found me sitting at my desk facing my computer. All I had on were a pair of boxer shorts. I'd been waiting for her. I'd already started up my laptop and opened the home page of the Onancock Nudist Society.
Mom didn't knock before entering my room. "I want to talk to you," she imperially directed as she marched through the door that I'd purposely left open. When I looked up I couldn't miss the fire in her eyes. She'd clearly been saving it up all day. She didn't even noticed my state of undress.
"Good," I said amiably, "I'll need your help." I knew I had to get her on the defensive right away.
"For what?" she snapped.
"My disguise."
"You are not going anywhere this weekend young man!"
I didn't answer her. Instead I stood up and then grabbed the wig I'd chosen for myself from the desk top. She said nothing as I plopped it haphazardly on my head. I put on the shades. "Help me with the moustache," I invited as I geld out the big drooping moustache out to her.
"You look stupid. The wig isn't even straight," she admonished even as she reached out her hands to adjust the wig.
"The moustache is sticky on the back, you have to--"
"I'm pretty sure I can figure out how to put a party moustache on young man," she said sarcastically. And then she did just that. I stepped back from mom the second I was 'moustached'. "Ta da!" I said as I gave her a muscle builder pose. Mom laughed. Which was good.
A second later I was in front of the wall mirror. "I told you, no one would recognise me in a million years."
"I would," mom answered.
"Here, take my picture," I near ordered as I grabbed my camera from my desk. Two minutes later I'd downloaded the picture she'd taken onto my laptop. The guy staring back at me from the screen could have been anybody! "And remember, I'll have paint on my face ... and on my chest ... and on my..."
"Jimmy!" A plea. Full of frustration. But also resignation. Next was the hard part.
"Your turn now," I said as I turned back to my desk and grabbed the wig I'd chosen for mom.
"I am not--"
I plunked the blond wig down on her head. It was one of those hippy style ones. The long, soft blond hairs almost reached her ass. "You always wanted to be a blond," I said with a smile.
"I did not."
"They do say blonds have more fun," I said as I slipped the oversized sunglasses onto her face. A second later a large, straw brimmed had was on her head.
"JAMES TAYLOR!"
"Look," I said as I turned her to face the mirror. Mom couldn't keep the smile off her lips nor stifle her laugh! "And when you've got a daub of red paint on the end of your nose ... and on your ..."
"I ... am ... not ... going ... nude ... biking ... with ... you! Is that clear young man?"
Which might sound like a rejection to most people but it didn't to me. Without her realising it, her words had already conceded my participation. It was only left to convince her.
Which is what I attempted to do over the next two hours. Back and forth we went. But I was not going to be denied!
"We never do anything together anymore...
"I'll be leaving home soon ...
"The bike ride will just take an hour, then we'll have the whole weekend to do other things...
"It's the Fourth of July... you're supposed to celebrate...
"They've got some great beaches down there... nature trails...
"What are you going to do this weekend anyway? Stay here alone?
"You shouldn't leave me alone with these nudists... you never know what they might ..."
It was the last argument that ultimately convinced mom. I'd roused her motherly protective instincts. She was definitely not going to leave me all alone in the clutches of perverted nudists! And so, just after two-thirty in the morning it was decided -- she'd accompany me to Onancock. We'd have a weekend by the seashore. Maybe take one of the local ferries. Eat some fresh seafood. Relax. Go bird watching. Celebrate the holiday. Of course she was not going to participate in any nude bike ride. Period. Unstated was her hope that she'd be able to convince me not to either.
I started masturbating the second mom was out of my room that night. I used mom's blond wig. But when I finally exploded I took great care not to get one drop of my sperm onto it!
Chapter 3 -- Onancock ... July 1st 2011
"I'm not going on any stupid bike ride and that's final." We were only a block away from home and mom had already started.
"I know, I know," I agreed, keeping my eyes on the road.
"So why'd you bring both bikes?" she demanded. Both moms and my bikes were riding on the rack hanging on the back of the car.
"I showed you last night. It's beautiful down there. The nude bike ride is just for a couple of hours. Then you and I can explore. We'll have three days."
We talked and argued as the miles rolled past. Many of the same arguments we'd had the last two nights.
"I still don't understand why you want to be nude in front of strangers."
"You've never wanted to?"
"I'm married. You're dad..."
"I'll bet you dreamed of doing it. Last night or the night before," I challenged. I was pretty sure that after our talks of the last two nights that something must have invaded her dreams.
"I didn't," mom denied but with little conviction.
****
We got to the hotel just after ten that night. The room had only one bed in it. A king size one. Which is exactly what I`d ordered over the Internet. Of course I didn`t tell mom that. I even pretended to call the front desk when we discovered it. And then I had a pretend conversation with the dead line.
"They`re completely sold out. Due to the bike ride and the tourists and everything, we can't get another room," I explained to mom once I'd hung up. "I'll sleep on the couch". She wasn't happy but what could she do. We unpacked. I put both our disguises and the paint cans on the desk in full sight.
The bar/restaurant was jammed when we wandered down some twenty minutes later to grab a bite before turning in. And it turned out just about every single person in the room was there for the bike ride. Nudists who were dressed. And excited. The room was alive.
"I don't believe it," mom muttered as we made our way through the throng. Then added, "and they seem like normal people."
"They are," I countered.
"Perverts," mom hissed back as we found one of the last free tables. A minute later, another couple, in their thirties, asked if they could join us. Then, seconds later another couple grabbed the last two chairs at our table. In their twenties they introduced themselves as Colin and Judy McLeod. From Raleigh. It was their first nude bike ride. They'd been on nude beaches before of course. They were so excited. And Judy, a short brunette with big tits, was hot!
As they continued to gush out their history it suddenly hit me that mom and I had no story prepared. I couldn't tell them our real names and I sure as hell wasn't going to tell them who mom was. Quickly glancing over at mom as the second couple, the Clifford's from Northern Virginia, started to tell us their story, I saw that the same realisation had hit her. I mouthed over an 'it's okay' to her and pointed to myself, trying to let her know that I'd handle it.
When the Clifford's had finished their story all eyes turned toward me. And I could see they were curious. The age difference between mom and I had clearly piqued some interest at the table. I decided not to disappoint them.
"I'm Chris," I started, using my middle name even as I continued to try to come up with a story. "I'm a sophomore at Virginia Tech ... engineering ... chemical engineering. From Alexandria ... I mean I grew up there," I said. My obvious nervousness was palpable and the others at the table could sense it -- they were hanging on my every word. They knew something was coming.
"I'm living in Blacksburg now of course. Mrs. Tyler is too ... I mean Bonnie is too," I said as I let a blush spread across my face. I'd used the Missus on purpose. Eyes opened wide. Four sets of eyes flicked quickly from my face to moms and then back. I definitely had their attention! I spun out my story slowly, giving my audience just enough details to let their imaginations have a field day. And I drew mom into the conversation, making her pick up threads I'd started. Things like:



"I met Mrs. Tyler at the Student Union. She was waiting for her husband, remember Bonnie?"
"I couldn't believe she was married. You weren't wearing your ring that day were you?"
"Then my professor invited some of us over for dinner and who do I find he's married to?"
"He left Bonnie alone all the time -- going away on seminars and stuff. Didn't he honey?"
" Bonnie's husband treats her like a slave. You should hear some of her stories?"
Of course the Clifford's and the McLeod's wanted to hear the stories.
Once I'd started and mom hadn't contradicted me immediately she had no choice. She played along. In fact she started to get creative herself. We stayed in the bar til after midnight. Met probably fifty people. We definitely made an impression. And when we finally left at least ten people told us they were looking forward to riding with us the next day. The college kid and the professor's wife had certainly made an impression!
****
"I should kill you," mom growled after we'd gotten back to the room.
"What did you want me to say? My mother and I, she's Sarah Taylor, from Baltimore by the way, we just figured we'd come down here to Onancock and ride around nude for a day or two. Some mother/son bonding."
"I shouldn't have come."
"Did you see their faces when I told them that your husband was one of my professors and was out of town at a seminar for the weekend?" I asked, unable to hold back a big smile.
"They thought I was a slut," mom complained.
"No they didn't." And the other two couples hadn't. Nor had the ten or so other people who'd heard our story during the time we'd socialized in the bar. In fact, the hearing of our secret had seemed to unleash a flood of confessions. Nudists are not a shy bunch!
"In fact the Clifford's said they'd pick us up tomorrow morning. They want to ride with us."
"I'm not going and that's final."
"But--"
"No buts young man." I started to open my mouth. "I said no buts," mom instructed as she grabbed her sleeping stuff and marched off into the bathroom to change. I smiled to myself; I'd noticed she'd brought one of her 'special present from daddy' nightgowns. One of her sexiest. A subconscious message to her son?
I was lying on the couch in my boxers when she finally came out of the bathroom twenty minutes later. All she had on was a shimmering, pink satin negligee. She floated across the room. My cock jumped!
She looked at me as she pulled back the sheet on the king size bed. "You can't sleep there like that," she said as she sat down on the bed facing me.
"I'm okay, I'll just use the can first... brush my teeth. This is fine," I said as I walked toward the bathroom. Mom was sitting up in bed when I came out five minutes later. The sheet on the other side of the bed from her was still pulled back.
"I'm okay here, promise," I said as I sat down on the couch.
"You don't even have a blanket," mom answered. "There's lots of room."
"You sure?" I asked dubiously.
"It's a king size bed." A touch of mom's irritation had crept into her voice.
"Well, I guess," I said tentatively, my misgivings clear. Faked misgivings!
"C'mon, we don't have all night," she prodded as I stood for seconds looking undecided at the side of the bed.
"Okay," I finally agreed as I sat down on the edge of the bed. "Besides if we talk much more you'll never get any sleep. And now that you're going on the ride tomorrow you'll definitely need to be fully rested," I teased as I slid under the sheet. My cock was awake!
"I am not!"
"You're famous mom, everyone will be looking for you tomorrow."
"They're all perverts."
"And guess who they all want to see in her birthday suit?"
"Well they aren't going to," mom pledged.
"You promised," I teased, then added, "you know mom, that Mr. McLeod guy asked me if we'd like to get together with he and his wife after the ride. He wanted to know if we were into things like that."
"Like what?" Mom knew!
"I think they're swingers," I whispered.
"We should go home."
"I want Mrs. Clifford to see me, see me naked," I answered.
"Why?" my mother asked.
"I don't know."
Nothing happened between my mother and I that night. Oh I woke up with a hard-on just after three, an erection that was actually sticking out of the slit in my shorts and poking against my mother's bum, but I quickly rolled away before she woke or I inadvertently spermed her. But all the same it was pretty exciting sleeping in the same bed with her. Everything was working out perfectly...
Chapter 4 -- Nude Biking ... July 2nd 2011
We eventually woke. In fact we both woke up at the exact same time just after ten-thirty in the morning. A car alarm, shrilling loudly somewhere outside, was the culprit. We were facing each other when we woke. Our legs were entwined. Our faces were inches apart.
For what seemed like minutes we watched each other without speaking. Eventually mom disengaged herself from me and slipped out of the bed we'd shared. I ordered breakfast from the room service menu while mom showered. Then we ate a leisurely breakfast. We didn't talk much.
Mrs. Clifford, first name Fiona, thirty-two years old, knocked on our door at just after twelve-thirty. She was already prepared for the ride. I'd just hopped out of the shower.
"Morning you two," she welcomed as she advanced past mom and into the room. Her breasts, midsized pointy ones and bare except for the painted designs on them, jiggled delightfully as she walked. And she caught me checking them out and didn't look displeased. She was wearing shorts though!
She turned back to mom and asked, "Have you chosen a design yet?"
"A design?"
"For your body painting. We've got to get moving."
"I'm not sure ... I'm tired this morning ... I don't think-"
"Oh no you don't. Bonnie, you are not backing out after coming this far. I'll make you look great - promise," Fiona exclaimed brightly as her eyes traveled around our room. They hesitated over our rumpled bed before moving on to the desk and the cans of paint on top of it. It was time for me to chime in.
"I saw some neat ones from last year's ride on the Onancock site," I said as I reached for my computer. A second later I had a picture open. "I thought maybe something like this for Bonnie," I said to Fiona who had moved over to my side. "Except maybe you could add a red swirl on each one under the yellow circles. I'm not much of an artist though. Maybe you've got a better idea."
"I told you last night I'd help." Looking over Fiona's shoulder I saw mom's eyes open in surprise. I hadn't actually told her that I'd asked Mrs. Clifford to help.
"I don't think--" mom started again but Fiona was having none of it. She'd already moved to mom's side and was reaching for the buttons that ran down the front of my mother's shirt.
"I don't like biking," mom whined softly, "I'm not in shape for it." As she talked her shirt slipped down off her shoulders. A second later mom's bra followed.
"They're beautiful," our new friend enthused as she took a second to contemplate the rounded surfaces she was about to paint. "And Bonnie, with legs like yours you could ride home to Blacksburg," Fiona scoffed as she undid the button on mom's shorts. I got the distinct impression that Fiona swung both ways.
Mom's tits, as I'd known they would be, were outstanding! Bigger and rounder than Fiona's they still rode high and firm on her chest in spite of her being in her thirties and the mother of two.
Meanwhile I, who'd just gotten out of the shower when Fiona had knocked on the door, was standing with a towel around my waist. I had nothing else on. I immediately got an erection as I watched Fiona examine mom's breasts. And it didn't take either of them long to notice it. My towel tent was at full erection!
"You're lucky," Fiona whispered to my mom as her eyes measured me. Mom, who caught me looking at Fiona, thought the erection had been inspired by Mrs. Clifford.
Mom's shorts and panties were removed next. "I have to see the whole canvas before I start," Mrs. Clifford explained to both of us through mom's protests. My mother had a neat, perfect triangle of dark, trimmed hair at the base of her stomach.
"They don't match your wig," Fiona said with a giggle as she lightly ran her hands through mom's curls. My cock started to bob up and down. He was going crazy. Then she said, "I'll fix that!"
She did! She spent the next twenty minutes painting my mother. I watched. Enjoyed. And each time mom's eyes sought out mine she caught me enjoying it. Fiona, a very observant young wife, didn't miss a thing either.
And then it was my turn. Mom at first turned away when Fiona uncovered me. But immediately turned back when she heard Fiona's appreciative whistle. I was erect. Fiona took her time painting me. And she wasn't shy in touching me while she worked. Or commenting on the impressive size of her 'canvas'. I could see that mom wanted to complain but she somehow held her words. She watched silently as another woman fondled her son.
We looked good when we were done. Both of us. Seriously! I got Fiona to take pictures of us. Again I could see mom wanted to argue when I suggested it but then simply went along with it. She wanted Fiona out of our room as fast as possible!
But our artist left us with one parting shot. A tentatively offered invitation. "If you guys want to get together ... after the ride I mean ... with John and I..." She took a good hard look at my cock as she let the words slip through her lips.
"It's our first weekend alone together ... Bonnie's and mine," I answered gently. "Maybe next--"
"Of course," our body painter agreed as she backed towards the door.
****
"She wanted us to ... to ...," my mom couldn't say the words.
"She's nice."
"She's a slut."
"You look beautiful," I teased as I turned my attention to mom's breasts.
****
The hotel wasn't on the official 'nude day' bike ride route but the fifty or so nude bikers who'd stayed at the hotel had decided the night before that they would bike en masse to the official starting point.
Even though mom was painted, had her oversized glasses on, and was sporting a wig and hat it was not easy to get her out of the room.
"Please Jimmy," she pled as I tried to shoo her out at the appointed hour.
"No one will ever know ... I promise ... here look," I encouraged as I edged her in front of the mirror.
"I know who it is. And what if people take pictures ... someone could recognise me. I'll be on the Internet. What if your father ever finds out?"
"You can't back out now," I pronounced. And, after a little more coaxing, she didn't. In fact, when she finally walked out the door of our room and stepped in front of the some fifty nudists who were milling in the courtyard, she was walking tall with a wide smile on her lips. In fact she looked like she was having fun as she circled around returning the greetings of the assembled throng.
Mom, whatever her doubts and fears, wasn't going to let others see them. Mom had always taught sis and me that you should face life head on. She lived up to her mantra that day. She was a real trooper...
****
It was fun! The ride took us right down the Main Street of Onancock before winding a couple of miles through the dunes to the beach. The main street was lined with locals and tourists who'd heard about the event. Perhaps two or three thousand people watched us. They smiled. Joked. Laughed. Pointed. Took pictures. There were even a few catcalls from a group of teenage boys. But all in all it was a friendly group of watchers.
And we, the nude bikers, loved it. Loved the attention. And the camaraderie of our companions. The teasing. The joshing. The sexual innuendo. Real life had been suspended. We were like kids at a circus.
With all the stops and starts it took over an hour to reach the beach. At the beach we had hot dogs, hamburgers and beer. Talked a lot. Socialised. Mom's almost continuous smile clearly advertised how she felt. Men, lots of men, paid attention to her. And she, who'd never done anything like it before in her life, basked in the attention. She couldn't hide her enjoyment. Mom, against all odds, was a nudist! Was it possible?
And, after our group had gotten a few beers in them, all of our last restraints disappeared. Judy McLeod, who at one point approached with an empty hot dog bun in her hand, her large, married tits perfectly highlighted with blue halos, made a rude comment about who's penis would fit perfectly in it. "I'm hungry," she purred in my ear. Her husband, three feet away, didn't seem perturbed by her words.
"Oh no you don't, he's mine tonight," mom said possessively. She wasn't going to let her little boy out of her site. Nude biking was one thing, married swingers was quite another.
I think that, if the whole lot of us hadn't been scheduled to ride back over the same route we'd taken in going out, an orgy just might have occurred that afternoon. A wild, sexual freefall. But the riders were still just sober enough and the ride organisers were just bossy enough to organise the return ride. Most everyone made it. Mainly because they were all looking forward to the naked Fourth of July nude dance scheduled for the evening.
Chapter 5 -- Mom... July 2nd 2011
My mother started to complain the second we were safely back inside our room. Of course I wasn't going to let her get away with that!
"You loved it," I scoffed at her first words.
"I did not!"
"And no wonder, you were the most beautiful woman on the ride or on the beach."
"I was not."
"Admit it. It was fun."
"It wasn't!"
"You loved all the attention." We both had and we both knew it. There is something almost inexplicably exciting about showing yourself publicly after having spent your whole life being told that public nudity is wrong. And when your mother is at your side the whole experienced becomes surreal and exhilarating. And I knew that mom had felt the same.
"Didn't! And now I'm sore."
"Sore where?" I asked.
"Between my ... down ... oh forget it." Mom's pussy was sore? From the cycling? "And I'm all sticky," she complained as she ran a finger across her breast and the paint that covered it. Paint that was now gooey and uncomfortable.
"I'll wash you," I said, then took her hand and before she knew what was going on, started to lead her to the bathroom. "And put lotion on your sore parts."
"You can't," she protested when she figured out what I was suggesting. I walked her into the large, marble floored shower.
"And who's going to wash your butt and make sure every single drop of blue and red and yellow paint is removed from your beautiful body?" I asked as I turned on the water.
"I'm your mother." But her words were a statement, not a rejection.
"No, you're Mrs. Bonnie Tyler, a poor neglected professor's wife who's decided to give a remedial course in body painting to one of her husband's engineering students," I answered as I started to lather up mom's back.
"You're incorrigible. And a very bad boy," she admonished even though she allowed me to continue. Actually we both were bad. An eighteen year old son and his thirty-six year old mother, both naked except for some paint, yours truly with an erection, standing together under the warm water drizzling down on us from the multiple shower heads, still pretending that this had nothing to do with sex. We both knew exactly what was going to happen but neither of us were even going to mention it.
The paint I'd bought for our disguises turned out to be significantly more difficult to remove that either of us had anticipated. It wasn't quite as water soluble as advertised. Which turned out to be a pretty good thing.
I spent five minutes clearing mom's back and butt. And I enjoyed it. Especially her ass! The highlight was sliding a soapy finger down her crack and then slipping its first joint inside her anus. She groaned.
"Don't."
"There's some paint just there," I whispered in her ear as I moved my finger inside her.
"Is there? Are you sure?"
Mother did my back and bum next. She took a more businesslike approach than I had, less caressing and more rubbing. Still I couldn't help thinking as she worked on the cheeks of my rear end that she did slow her hands down as she'd run them over my ass. My cock of course was huge!
Mom's breasts! They were next. And proved very hard to wash. Or that's what I told mom as my fingers explored every inch of her rounded hills. I took extra time on her nipples. In fact her left one proved particularly troublesome.
"Honey..." A whispered groan as I twirled the hard nub between my fingers.
"Almost got it all," I answered as I gave the beautiful bud one last squeeze. My hand slid off her tit and then slowly moved down across her stomach. "But I'm afraid this is going to be much more difficult," I said as my fingers moved across her pubic mound. "Especially the hair."
"Don't! I'll do it. Please honey," my mother begged even as one of my fingers found her clit.
"I may have to shave you ... I don't think there's going to be any other way to get that pink paint out of your hair," I said as I ruffled the hairs that formed her pubic triangle.
I didn't shave mom that afternoon. I did however give her pubic region a darn good cleaning. I definitely didn't miss any spots. The skin inside of the lips of mom's labia was pink when I finished but not from the paint. I did introduce one soap lathered finger inside my mother. And even as she tried to protest her son's intrusion I made sure, by repeated in and out movements, that not a speck of paint remained inside her.
And then it was my turn again. Mom needed two hands to clean the barber pole paint job that Fiona had painted on my prick. "You have an erection," were her only words as she grasped it. It wasn't a complaint, simply an observation.
"They're easier to clean that way," I mumbled back. I was getting seriously excited. And, from the way mom's body had reacted when I'd had my finger inside of her, I knew she was too.
Somehow I didn't ejaculate under mom's ministrations.
But the second after we'd stumbled out of the shower I engulfed her in the large, soft, white towel the hotel had provided and then lifted her up into my arms.
Seconds later I'd deposited her on her back on the middle of our king size bed.
No words were said as I climbed up between her legs. No recriminations. No denials. We were both too far gone.
My mother simply watched me as I moved my penis towards her opening. "Hurry," she demanded as she spread her knees even farther apart, giving me a moist, pink target that was impossible to miss. I didn't! I smashed inside her.
My penis went crazy! It had been waiting for this from the second Fiona had started to paint him eight hours earlier.
Mom screamed as I filled her. I pulled completely out. Smashed back inside. Her legs curled around my back. "Fuck me ... fuck mommy ... hurry baby ... fuck mommy with your big cock," she demanded as she thrashed under me. I was yelling. I don't think either of us had any idea what we were saying.
We were somewhere else. That first fuck had nothing to do with our mother/son relationship; instead it was a primitive coupling of two hungry animals. I came quickly; spurting out strand after strand of thick, ropey cream inside her. But her body, in spite of my premature ejaculation, was ready, and met my cock's gushing spray with its own wet, pulsing orgasm.
We fell apart, then lay gasping and panting side by side. Still no words. Finally I leaned over and started to eat her. Her mouth. Her lips. Her breasts. Nipples. Ass. Stomach. Toes. I hungrily moved my mouth over her. Used my tongue and lips. Licked her. Her hand found my hardness.. Circled me. Squeezed me. Pulled me.



"Fuck me ... hurry ... Jimmy please," she demanded. I turned my mother over. Then took her like a dog might his bitch. Biting her ears and slapping her butt as my cock plunged again and again deep into her cunt. This was sex at its most primitive level. It was what we both wanted and needed. Our growls, our screams, our groans reverberated around the room.
She cleaned me when we finished that second time. Licked me. Sucked me.
When I penetrated her for the third time her legs were up in the air and resting on my shoulders. The angle was changed. I was even deeper inside her than I had been with my doggy style penetration.
"It's too big," she cried as I pounded my piston inside her. But then she urged me on, yelling, "harder ... hurry honey," as I felt her orgasm spasm through her.
Hungry animals. That's the only way you can describe how we acted and performed that night. When we finally fell asleep an hour and two more ejaculations later we still hadn't exchanged a coherent sentence. That was for another day.
Chapter 6 -- Beach ... July 3rd and 4th 2011
Mom still put on the wig the next day. And the shades. And the drooping hat. We didn't want recognisable pictures of us to be floating around out there on the Internet. But there was no paint on her body when she slipped out of her clothes at about one o'clock in the afternoon on the nudist beach three miles out of town. There were no spectators that second day. Instead it was nudists only. Almost a thousand other nudists were there besides us.
The bike ride had been more show for the spectators. Performance art. The beach was for us. Us? Yes I was a nudist. I'd known it the second I'd stepped outside the day before. Mom wasn't ready to concede the same thing out loud but we both knew she was too. And as we spent that first day together on the beach she couldn't hide it.
She strode proudly down the beach as I led her, almost prancing as she brazenly displayed herself to the watching crowd.
I'd fucked my mother the night before! Repeatedly. And every single person we passed on the beach that afternoon knew it. They could sense it. Our bodies screamed out the news. Of course they didn't know we were mother and son, instead we were repeatedly greeted by friendly greetings - 'Hi Bonnie, hi Chris'. Everyone seemed to know us.
They all looked at my cock. The women clearly envious of my mother, the men perhaps jealous. They watched mom. Lusted for her. Raped her with their eyes. She loved it!
We didn't discuss what we'd done the night before that day on the beach. We both knew it was still too raw a wound. Instead we talked about what we were seeing in front of us. The nudists. Their reaction to us.
"You guys didn't come to the dance," Fiona complained at one point. She and her husband had just plunked themselves down on the sand next to us. I checked her out. She spread her legs even farther apart when she saw where I was looking.
"I was a little tired," mom started.
Fiona laughed. "Tired? You sounded pretty wide awake when I knocked on your door last night."
Mom blushed. "You knocked on our door?" I asked.
"You probably didn't hear me over all the screaming and shouting," my favourite painter answered. Then she whispered something to her husband. They both laughed. One word from us and they would have followed us anywhere. Mom and I didn't say that word.
I loved all the attention. I loved looking at all the naked women. I loved them looking at me. I loved displaying my mother, showing her to others while knowing only I was going to be fucking her. Every gesture I made that day announced to the watching crowd, 'back off, this is my woman and my woman alone.'
****
"You had the biggest cock on the beach today." I looked down, seeing mom's tongue flicking over the end of my cockhead.
"No I didn't, it's not really that big," I denied.
"It's almost too big," she added, then slid her lips over the crimson head. For minutes I groaned silently as her tongue and lips slowly brought me towards ejaculation. But then I stopped her before she'd finished me off by pulling her up by the hair.
"I wanted to taste you," she complained even as I pushed my saliva covered cock inside my mother's well oiled sleeve.
"Later," I promised as I started to move my hips.
And later she did taste me. In fact mom got a good sized mouthful of warm cum. And then she licked her lips and murmured, 'it's so yummy', after she'd swallowed every drop.
Much later I shaved mom after we'd showered. There were still pink flecks of paint in her pubic hair so I just shaved it off. Then took pictures of my finished handiwork.
"I look like a little girl," she complained as she held the lips of her sex apart.
"The men on the beach will love it," I promised.
"They will?" She was watching herself in the bathroom mirror. In answer I lifted her up and plopped her down on the marble top that held the sink. Then I ate her. Bald pussy. Bald mommy pussy. Then, when I'd brought her to a shuddering climax, I stood up and fucked her again.
It's never been better," my mother whispered in my ear hours later just as we were falling asleep. There'd only been one other man in her life. Her message was clear.
Listen people might deny it. Or call you a pervert. They might say it's wrong or that it's illegal but I can tell you this -- there is no better sexual feeling in the world than making love with your mother. Of sticking your cock deep into the sleeve that you slipped out of and into the world so many years earlier. There is a heightening of every sexual touch that is almost indescribable. We both knew it. And we accepted it implicitly. There was no need to discuss it -- it just was.
****
We packed up the car the next morning before heading to the beach. And yes, our male nudist friends definitely liked mom's shaven look. And she let them look. All they wanted. But while she let the men admire her, while she let them rape her repeatedly again and again with their eyes, she never left my side.
Before leaving we did one last public act. Standing in just over waist high water we made love. We certainly weren't the only couple that fucked in the waves that weekend but I'm pretty sure our performance was the most widely noted.
And we were aware of all the eyes upon us as we did it. In fact knowing we were being watched just heightened our enjoyment. A mother and son out fucking in public! We were breaking every taboo.
We left just after four that afternoon. But not before a score of women came over and hugged me and gave me a parting kiss. Pushed their breasts into me. Whispered messages into my ear. Fiona even gave my cock a quick squeeze before releasing me.
Mom meanwhile got mauled by all the women's boyfriends and husbands. I think she enjoyed it as much as I had.
Chapter 7 -- Home ... Dad ... August 2011
The day we'd got home from the beach we didn't just stop. We didn't automatically revert to the relationship we'd had before. How could we have? The world had changed.
Instead we simply settled in as lovers. I moved into my father and mother's bedroom. We didn't even discuss it. It just happened. Nor as the days passed did we talk about what we were doing. Or why we were doing it. Or that it was wrong. We didn't talk about my father. Or my sister. We didn't talk about the future. We just lived day to day.
We made love. Yes love. We were no longer the animals of the first few nights as we settled into our lovemaking. Oh we still fucked. But we interspersed soft touches, gentle caresses with the urgent mauling. It got better. If that was possible. We were Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden.
But we also resumed our lives. We both got up and went to work every morning -- me to the job dad had got for me with one of his manufacturing clients and mom at the real estate office she'd worked at for over five years. Of course we'd make love before we left for those jobs, either before our morning shower or during it.
I saw my buddies. Played sports. Went to summer parties. Mom saw her friends. Continued to do her volunteer work at the library. Life went on.
But we also ended every day twisted together on the soft sheets of my parents king size bed, our bodies sweating and our chests heaving as we slowly came down from our orgasms. A mother shuddering, panting, trembling, sweating, oozing out her juices as she lay in the arms of her son.
I took my mother's bum our third day back in Baltimore. Two fingers stretched her vagina as my erection forced itself inside her. "Are you sure?" I'd asked before I'd penetrated her.
"Yes," she answered as she turned onto her hands and knees and spread her legs. "My bodies yours, anytime, anyplace," she said back over her shoulder as I brought my cockhead to her puckered opening.
We did everything sexually imaginable to each other over the following weeks. The noises I'd heard for years coming from my parent's bedroom had truly reflected my mother's sexual need. It was all encompassing, all demanding. It was hard to believe she'd allowed herself to become a sexual yo-yo for over twenty years. How had this hungry and needy woman been able to turn herself on and off at her husband's merest whim. How did she survive his long absences? I knew she never would again.
Three weekends after our Onancock weekend, the weekend of the twenty-third, we went to another nude beach, this one on the Outer Banks. It was a huge relief to escape the confines of our house, again, even if only for a few days. We didn't have to hide what we felt for each other. We could walk down the street arm in arm. We could kiss publicly.
And of course the exhibitionism. The displaying of our bodies to others. To feel that exhilarating rush again! The first night, as she lay in my arms, mom readily admitted how much she liked it. Liked the feeling of hungry eyes upon her. All shyness was gone.
****
My father was due home on Sunday, August 14th 2011. So we'd had forty days from first contact ... and forty nights...
And eventually we did have to talk about him! It was only after we'd returned from our second nude beach excursion that his name, his looming arrival, increasingly popped into our conversations.
"I love him," she whispered one night as we lay recovering from our latest coupling.
"I know," I whispered back and then climbed back on top of her.
Another night she said, "We'll have to stop when he's home."
"But then he'll leave again," I answered.
Dad arrived at Dulles International Airport at 3:15 p.m. on August 14th after a three legged trip, two days of flights that included stops at Honolulu and L.A.
Mom and I met him at the gate. Remnants of the sperm which I'd last deposited inside her only an hour earlier were still sticky in her panties as they embraced.
I knew the second I saw them that I wasn't going to wait two months for him to leave. He was going to have to share her!
****
In fact we lasted exactly fifty hours. My father was on the phone in his den and my sister Lizzie had just jumped in the car to go get a quart of milk for dinner when I found mom in the kitchen. She was standing in front of the counter cutting vegetables for the salad for our dinner. She had a white apron on over her summer dress. I walked silently up behind her and gently lifted her dress. I slipped my hands onto her panties.
"Don't ... please baby don't," she pled as my fingers tightened on the soft cloth of her underwear and quickly pulled them down.
"Bend over," I ordered as I unzipped. She did. I pushed inside her. She groaned.
"Shhhhhh," I whispered as I started to fuck her.
"He's going to have to share you," I told my mother after I'd finished and was zipping up.
"I know," she answered.
Twenty minutes later the four of us were sitting at our dining room table. My mother was pantyless. My cum was oozing out and down her inner thigh.
Dad and sis both complimented mom on her cooking.
Looking at dad I couldn't help wondering who he was fucking in Australia.
Then my eyes shifted to my sister. I was looking at a woman. A ripe woman. And I had no idea who she was. She'd started going to a private boarding school four years earlier and the warm brother/sister relationship we'd had through our childhood was an almost distant memory.
Christ, she's probably already fucking I thought to myself as I watched her. When did that happen?
But then I felt mom's toe on my leg. I looked over at her and smiled. I'll worry about dad and sis later...
THE END
This is the end of Book 1 of the Taylor family sagas. I hope you enjoyed it. I'm hoping to write more books detailing further adventures of Jimmy Taylor, his mother, his sister and his father. Jimmy even may go Down Under in a future story! If you'd like me to continue the series please let me know -- please vote and/or make a comment or email. It's the only way we authors can receive your feedback.
I also love hearing your suggestions and ideas for future stories.
Coming next is a farm story featuring the biggest thoroughbred stallion in the land. A stallion that both frightens and excites the young teenager visiting from the big city.
And hey, I'd truly appreciate you taking the time to name me one of your "favourite authors". After voting just click the Favorite Author button. Thanks, I'd certainly appreciate it, jim scouries.
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PROLOGUE: Long Island, New York, Late March 2011
"Young lady, you are spending the summer with your grandfather and I don't want to hear another word about it."
"He lives on a farm!" I squeal back.
"Not one more word," my mom threatens. Her eyes are flashing.
"He doesn't even have internet service!"
"Your grandfather needs you," mom answers.
"Dad?" I whine as I look over at my father at the other end of the table.
"Maybe we should discuss this later, let cooler heads prevail," dad says tentatively. I can see he has no stomach for getting involved.
"Daaaaaaaad!"
"Maybe you could go for just July and not both months," he finally offers. But he doesn't meet mom's eyes when he says it.
"Jules, your daughter Amanda will be spending the summer at Pregnant Pond Farm and that's all there is to it."
"What kind of stupid name is that for a farm anyway?" I shout. "He should be in an old folk's home, not pretending he's some kind of stupid cowboy."
"Leave the table this instant," mom orders.
My little brother Jack snickers. I quickly give him a dirty look before I turn back to mom. "It's true."
"You're a spoiled brat."
"Honey, can't we--" dad starts.
"Shut up Jules." My mother is not happy. The hell with her!
"I'll run away from home first," I yell as I slap down my knife and fork on the table and jump to my feet. A second later I'm out of the room.
****
My mother didn't say another word to me for the following two days -- not one word until my Spring Break visit home was over. Dad tried to broker a deal but mom had been adamant. Apologize or else he finally advised me. Noooo effing waaaay!
Two days after our spat I was on my way back to my school. Nestled in the New Hampshire foothills, and one of the few remaining female-only ones, it is regarded as one of America's finest private schools.
My cell phone was turned off Monday morning on my first day back at school. Thinking it was a simple mistake I borrowed a friend's and called the cell provider. "Your service has been cancelled by the account holder," I was finally told after a half hour of being transferred from department to department. My mother was the account holder!
Tuesday I was advised by the school commissary that my account had been used up and would have to be topped up again before I'd be able to make any more purchases. Investigation quickly revealed that the money transfer that usually came on the first of the month hadn't arrived.
On Wednesday I received a whacking big envelope. It contained a packet of papers.
Mom's accompanying impersonal note read: Amanda, perhaps you didn't realize it but the person who was planning on financing your $55,000+ per year first choice of University was your grandfather. Hearing that you'll be unable to visit him this summer he's advised me to tell you that you'll have to find alternative financing. Find enclosed application forms for a variety of scholarships you might potentially have a chance of winning as well as application forms for less expensive colleges. Love Mom.
"I'm going to Dartmouth," I almost screamed down the line when my mother finally picked up.
"Oh that's just wonderful dear. Daddy and I will be so proud of you ... especially given your decision to do it on your own."
"You're rich!" Even as I tried to be firm and no nonsense I could hear the panic that I couldn't seem to keep out of my voice. What if she wasn't bluffing?
"Your grandfather has agreed to pay the balance of your fees for this school year. Which I believe was very nice of him given the way you're treating him."
"I hate you!"
"Have a wonderful day dear," mom answered.
"Where's daddy?" In answer my mother hung up.
In the end I capitulated. What other choice did I have? Daddy had been kind and loving and reassuring when I'd talked to him but it slowly became clear that he wasn't going to cross mom on this one. He even confirmed that grandpa had been paying for my private schooling. 'For both you and your cousins,' he'd assured me.
Fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK!
Summer Holidays: June 26th 2011
"It's just not fair," I complained as I watched the miles roll by. Mom, her eyes on the road, simply ignored me. She'd been doing that ever since we'd left home four hours earlier.
"It's the middle of nowhere." Silence greeted my words.
"What if I have an accident or get sick. There's no medical care for miles." Mom continued to ignore me. She'd been ignoring those same complaints for the last three months. There was even a happy little grin on her lips.
"Bitch," I muttered angrily almost under my breath.
"You're going to thank me some day," Mom announced when we finally got to the Interstate exit that would lead us deep into the back woods of Pennsylvania and eventually to grandpa's farm.
"I'll never forgive you," I promised back.
"Fresh air, healthy food, learning about nature, walks in the woods, a skinny dip in the pond late at night, a fire roaring in the fireplace when the weather cools ...." Mom was clearly living in some long ago world as she waxed nostalgic.
"No TV, no internet, no kids my age, no concerts, no mall, no twenty-first century," I shot back.
'It's one of the most beautiful places in the world."
"Fifth Avenue is beautiful mother. As is the Guggenheim and Central Park. A farm out in the back woods of Pennsylvania is not beautiful."
"Your grandfather can teach you so much honey."
"Like what? How to milk a cow? Or how to cut off some poor little chickens head?"
"There's not one girl your age who wouldn't love spending their summer around horses."
"I won't be riding them mother! I'll probably end up shoveling horse shit."
"Amanda!"
"It's true."
"You're going to learn all about thoroughbred horse breeding. Your grandfather told me that some of the best mares in the country have booked every opening in his stallion's schedule this year."
"So I'm going to spend my whole summer watching some big stallion jumping on some poor little mares? And how will that help me become a lawyer some day?"
Truth be told, even though I'd never have admitted it to mom, the whole breeding part of the farm did intrigue me. I'd never seen horses doing it although my curiosity had led me to doing a little investigating on the internet. Horses, I'd found out, had very, very large penises.
My grandfather had lived on Pregnant Pond Farm all his life. As had his father and grandfather and great grandfather before him. Mind you that's not what they called it when he was born. That's not to say that granddad was a total hick. He had gone to university, albeit an agricultural college. Then, once he'd returned to the farm with his new bride (he'd snagged a debutante from Philadelphia somehow) he'd set about transforming the family farm.
Oh he didn't do it right away. His father was still alive in those days and so for many years it remained the same old, general purpose farm it had been for the preceding hundred and fifty years. A bit of everything -- pigs, a small herd of milking cows, an apple orchard, some corn, chickens, and whatever else they grow on farms in Pennsylvania.
But in the years that my mom and aunt were growing up grandpa was working on his dream -- thoroughbred horse breeding. Learning about it. Studying the science of it. Two events that fell like a hammer on my granddad's head -- first, the death of his father, and the second, which occurred just weeks later, the death of his wife in a horrific farm accident -- were the catalysts of his final move into full time breeding.
And that's what he'd been doing ever since. For some twenty-five years. Successfully. He'd lucked out with the first stallion he'd bought and had never looked back. He'd been raking in the big bucks for over ten years by the time I pulled up to his doorstep with mom that summer day. Mind you I didn't know then just how big.
****
Before arriving that day I hadn't seen him for almost eighteen months, not since two Christmases ago. But there was no mistaking him when we finally got there. There was just something unmistakable about him. A ruggedness, a maleness that you didn't often encounter in New York City.
"Who's that," I muttered as mom turned the car and we started up the last fifty yards of muddy track that led to grandpa's front door.
"Don't you even recognize your granddad?"
"Of course I do. I meant the girl he's got his arm around."
"That's Jennifer. The neighbor girl I told you about. The girl you're replacing for the summer."
"Why does he have his arm around her?" And he did! And he not only had his arm around her. She was nestled against him. Nestled in a way only a girlfriend would be.
"I think maybe they were in a bit of a relationship," mom answered.
"WHAAAAAAAT!" I screeched as mom slowly brought the car to a halt twenty-five feet from where grandpa and his young, blond bimbo were standing arm in arm.
"He's sleeping with her?" Mom didn't say a word. "Mom, she's like my age." Still nothing from mom. "But he's in his sixties." Mom opened the door without answering and seconds later she was engulfed in her father's arms.
Grandpa's sleeping with a teenager? What a cow I mumbled to myself as I stumbled from the car.
"Well lookee here, our little Mandy's all growed up," my grandfather finally said after he'd broken away from mom.
"Ha, ha," I grumbled, trying not to let him see how much just the sound of his voice affected me.
"C'mon over here, give your old grandpa a big hug," he invited. I was soon engulfed in his arms. They weren't boy's arms. Instead he had the strong arms and hands of a man who'd done physical work every single day of his life. Suddenly, as he held me, memories of how these same strong arms had protected and comforted me when I'd been a young girl coursed through my brain. Sitting protected in his lap while he read me an after dinner story. I suddenly remembered that in those days I'd loved the farm.
"She's even grown some breasts," grandpa said to mom as he released me. Blushing, I gave mom the evil eye.
Jennifer
I was introduced to Jennifer. The blond bimbo. A bimbo with farmer's girl breasts. And then, after a few more minutes of conversation, we two teenagers were dismissed. "Your mom and I got some stuff to talk about. Jenn hon, you take Mandy into the house and get her settled."
As it turned it was darn hard for me to stay mad at Jennifer. She was nice and tried hard. I wanted to ask her about her and granddad but I just couldn't. I mean what do you say -- hey Jenn, how come a twenty year old like you is fucking my granddad?
It was just a simple farmhouse. Solidly built but there was nothing special about it. There was no TV. No Internet. Grandpa was rich but he'd always had simple tastes. "You can go into town, there's Internet everywhere with the college being there and all," Jenn told me with a smile when I queried her about it. Except town was ten miles away and I had no car.
Mom only stayed a couple of hours -- a long, private conversation with granddad followed by a late lunch -- before she left in mid afternoon. She told me she loved me as she got into her car. In return I promised I'd never forgive her.
I was given a one day reprieve that first day. All I was asked to do was help Jennifer prepare dinner. But she ended up doing all the work as I spectated. What did I know about cooking? Well, as it turned out, I had five days to learn. That was when girlfriend Jenn was leaving. She was going to a cooking school in Miami of all places. A school I found out later that granddad was footing the bill for.
Can you believe it? He'd threatened to cut my schooling off, his own granddaughters, even as he'd offered to pay school fees and living expenses on Miami Beach for Miss Horse Farm!
I met the three other Pregnant Pond regulars at dinner that night. Grandpa ran a tight ship -- there was no idle labor on his farm! First, Felipe and Angel, the teenage stable boys. Young Latinos who I learned later weren't actually legally residing in the good old U.S. of A. The third member of the team was Gretchen, a tough looking, wiry, taciturn, twenty-something year old, ex-jockey from Texas.
Everyone, including gramps, just dug in the second the heaping platters of potatoes and ribs and bread and corn were placed on the table. And no one said a word until every last crumb of food was gone. It was food first and talk later with this crew.
"So, can ya cook?" Gretchen asked me in a hard southern drawl as she waited for Jenn to reappear with the apple pies she'd baked that afternoon while I'd taken notes. I shook my head no.
"That's great," she grumbled as she gave me a dirty look. Those were the last words she said that night. To any of us. I guessed immediately that I wouldn't be conducting any conversations about the state of modern art with her that summer.
The Mexicans didn't seem too concerned about my lack of cooking skills. Mind you I wasn't sure if they understood English. The only words they'd spoken during the entire meal had been to each other and in Spanish. And although I'd studied Spanish for four years in high school I hadn't understood one word they'd said. Clearly they weren't speaking the Castilian Spanish I'd studied!
I helped Jenn clean up in the kitchen. How could so many pots and pans and plates and cutlery be used for one meal I wondered as I sweated over the steaming water in the sink.
****
"I'll wake you at five thirty," Jennifer said as she helped me make up my bed. It was nine forty-five and grandpa had just suggested it was time for all of us to turn in. Nine forty-five?
I went to bed feeling sorry for myself, then I tossed and turned from ten til eleven. Heck I hadn't gone to bed that early in years. So, when the noise started I was still awake. Jennifer was very, very noisy when she was having sex. Even if the man poking her was over sixty years old.
It was sorta disgusting. But exciting too... But what the heck was he doing to her I wondered. She actually screamed at what I guessed was the ultimate moment. A scream of unmistakable pleasure. I hadn't realized that men as old as gramps were even able to get erections. And here he had this twenty-year old rocking the farmhouse with her screams.
****
"Mandy! Mandy!" I awoke the next morning to somebody shaking me.
What the fuck? "What?" I groaned.
"It's time to get up," Jennifer said.
"What time is it?"
"C'mon Mandy there's no time to lose," Jenn insisted as she pulled my sheet and blanket down. Then she started to giggle. I watched her eyes. Was this farmer's daughter laughing at my clothes?
"What?" I grumbled.
"Nothing," she answered but couldn't keep the grin off her face.
"It's a satin baby doll. With French lace trim," I said about the deep scarlet, black laced, clinging garment I was wearing. "They're available in the more fashionable stores -- perhaps they haven't reached rural Pennsylvania yet," I added sarcastically.
"Wait til I tell describe them to your granddaddy," she said, then, with a wide smile on her face, turned and left the room. Bitch! She's laughing at my clothes? While she's letting some old coot stick his penis in her...
****
"Breakfast has to be ready in twenty-five minutes," I was told when I finally staggered into the kitchen five minutes later. I hadn't even had time to comb my hair. Jenn was standing at the opened back door with a towel over her arm and looking like she was ready to flee.
"Then where are you going?" I asked.
"Your granddad and I have a quick swim together every morning," she said back over her shoulder as she slipped out the kitchen door. "Get the coffee and porridge started". I simply watched dumbfounded as she walked towards the pond. Porridge?
"No time for lollygagging young lady," suddenly boomed out behind me. I almost jumped out of my shoes! Granddad. With only a towel around his waist. Before I could say a word he too had disappeared out the back door.
When I peered out after him I saw Jenn. She was down by the pond. She was naked! She really did have big breasts! A second later granddad, now about thirty feet from the kitchen door, allowed his towel to fall. He too was naked!
Five minutes later they climbed out of the water. They'd just finished swimming across the pond and back. I of course had been watching them almost continuously since they'd jumped in. Grandpa did nothing to hide his penis as he walked up the bank to where he'd left his towel. I'd never really seen one that way. Just bouncing up and down as he walked. Even with my inexperience, and even though his penis wasn't erect, I knew it was a big one. What kind of pervert was my grandfather I wondered as I stirred the porridge. It smelled awful.
"Who burned the porridge?" Gretchen asked twenty minutes later after she'd taken just one mouthful. Fuck her I thought.
I cut off my first chickens head that day. Of course that was after I'd helped with the breakfast, cleaned up afterwards and been given a tour of the property.
And after Jenn had shown me, and explained exactly which plant was which, the vegetable garden. She'd also shown me the apple trees and the raspberry patch. How to collect eggs. We'd cooked lunch. Then I'd chopped off the poor chickens head. I got blood on my three hundred dollar designer jeans. When I complained about it Jenn told me she'd lend me a pair of her overalls.
"From Walmart?" I asked sarcastically as I looked dismissively at the overalls she was wearing.
She just laughed. And, due to her big breasts, she didn't look that bad in her Walmart special. She certainly pushed the bib out. Grandpa must really like big tits I figured as I trudged back towards the house with the headless chicken in my hand.
I knew that some men liked women with big tits. Mainly unsophisticated hicks I mused to myself.
My First Stallion
I didn't get near the breeding barn during my first five days at Pregnant Pond Farm. I didn't have time. The first night I'd spent at the farm I couldn't believe how early everyone had gone to sleep. I'd tossed and turned for hours. By the third day I was tumbling into my bed exhausted almost as soon as I'd finished up cleaning up after dinner. You work hard on a farm!
Jenn turned out to be a good teacher. She loved cooking and it showed. And somehow, with her enthusiasm and general good nature, she awakened in me some hitherto unknown interest and maybe even some talent for cooking. It turned out to be sorta fun learning how to bake a pie.
Jenn was just one of those nice people whom it's impossible to dislike. And she had a simple view of life that I'd never encountered before. When she finally left five days after I'd arrived I knew I'd miss her. Who else was I going to be able to talk to? Grandpa had pretty much ignored me while Jenn had still been there. The morning after she'd left, once he'd finished eating his breakfast, grandpa invited me down for a tour of the barns and animals.
"Time you found out what the hell we do out here in the country that allows you to live like a queen in the big city," he said as he led me out the kitchen door.



Queen! Country humor. Ha! Ha!
****
Grandpa had two stallions on the farm that summer. As well as six or seven young colts.
The big stallion was called Sir_Scouries. Sired by War Horse, his dam Miss Gabby was by famed stakes winner Whirlaway. That's how these horse breeder people describe their horses. They give you the whole family history of the horse.
He was 17+ hands tall. Which is tall for a horse. 'Hands' is another horse breeder term. So many inches or feet tall is too complicated for them!
While Sir_Scouries had only had a so-so racing career (he'd had a win in the Florida Derby and two top threes in the Triple Crown) he'd proven himself in the breeding farm and was now regarded throughout the industry as one of the most important sires in the country. His children could flat out run. Every breeder in the country now wanted to have their best mares covered by him. 'Covered' is another horse breeder term -- farmers apparently don't like the word fuck. And horses don't 'make love'. They cover each other. But as I found out that afternoon a more accurate word for what they did would be 'rape'.
I met the stallion for the first time as gramps escorted me around the breeding barn. Even to me, a complete novice, Sir_Scouries looked impressive. He seemed huge. He definitely wasn't a the sort of horse a girl would mount and go for a trot in Central Park on. He was to cover a quite famous stakes winning filly from California that day and the farm had been buzzing with excitement from the second I'd served the regulars their breakfast. I learned a lot that day.
It sounds easy. You take a stallion and get him to mount a mare and bingo it's done. Except we're dealing with a twelve hundred pound wild animal here. Who's pretty darn excited. I thought he was going to kill Felipe or Angel before they got him into position.
Stamping his feet. Snorting and rearing up. Trying to get his teeth into one of the boys. Straining against the ropes that held him. There was absolutely no doubt about what he wanted. You just had to look what was sticking out of his stomach. Talk about a penis! And there was no question about whether he was going to get the mare or not. The poor filly didn't stand a chance.
I'd have thought that for these people who did this sort of thing all the time that it would just be routine for them. But let me tell you, every single person in the yard that day, and that included our five and the trainer of the mare to be covered and the mares groom, as well as a Jockey Club representative, were keyed up. More than keyed up.
You couldn't miss it. You could have cut the sexual anticipation in the air with a knife.
And when Sir_Scouries mounted the wildly neighing mare and drove his massive cock deep into her you could feel the sexual hunger of every male human in the yard. By the time the stallion was finished I was standing on shaky, trembling legs. My panties were soaking. And I'd been more than thirty feet away from the horses the whole time.
Felipe had an erection as he led the mare away -- it was unmistakable through his jeans. So did the guy from the Jockey Club. And they looked at me. All the men did. And I knew exactly what they were thinking. If gramps hadn't been there I'm not sure I wouldn't have ended up on my back in the dust of the barnyard, used in turns by all of them. It was the first time I'd ever thought of men as animals. It was the first time I felt the fear of rape.
Women's Liberation? None of these guys had ever heard the words. Political correctness? These guys hadn't progressed much past barefoot, pregnant and in the kitchen!
****
"So?" grandpa asked. I'd just finished cleaning up from dinner and had joined him on the porch. He had a bottle of beer in his hand.
"So what?" I asked as I settled myself down next to him on the porch swing.
"C'mon, how'd you like it little girl?" he cajoled as he put his free arm around me.
Little girl? I knew what he was talking about but took my time answering. Then I finally said, "Its rape. He just raped her." I said it with disdain. With anger. And he had! Nothing short of shooting him would have stopped that stallion that day. Beforehand I'd somehow conceived of them doing it a much more gentle way. Sir_Scouries had not turned out to be my friend Flicka!
"What did you expect? They're animals. That's how they do it."
"Still," I answered. Hours later I still hadn't been able to get the vision of the terrified mare out of my brain. Or of the horse cock as it's pistoned inside the poor female.
"You felt the tension, the excitement though, didn't you?" he asked.
Of course I had! Who wouldn't have? "Felt what?" Granddad laughed. I changed tack. "But you've done it so often ... it should be old-hat to you and the-"
"It never gets old honey," he said interrupting me.
"It made me feel ... it was scary... it--"
Grandpa knew how it had made me feel. I wanted to ask him what it felt like for a man to watch something like that but I was too shy. I was also afraid of what he might say. But what he did say was still ominous, "Sometimes a girl better be scared honey. And it doesn't matter a whit whether she's here or at that fancy university you're going to."
"It's Dartmouth grandpa! It's in the Ivy League! They don't let men with ideas like that in." Grandpa just shook his head as though I was clueless. What did he know about higher education I asked myself? He was a hick.
Grandpa changed the subject and then spent the next half hour explaining to me the ins and outs of thoroughbred horse breeding. He did it quietly but with an assurance that came with having done it for over twenty years. He might not know screw all about the modern world but it was pretty clear to me as I listened to him that he knew a heck of a lot about horses.
Do you know that a human male's volume of sperm per ejaculate ranges from 2 to 5 milliliters? Or that a horse's is anything from 25 to 150 milliliters generally? So an average horse shoots out about thirty times as much sperm as a typical guy! And then grandpa added that Sir_Scouries was not your typical stallion -- he on average ejaculated about 195 mililiters! That's equivalent to fifty guys! In one shot. That's the type of stuff grandpa told me that evening. Yucky. But interesting all the same. It certainly wasn't something I'd have learned at Dartmouth. Heck, I'd been only ten days at the farm and I'd already cut off a poor chickens head, learned to cook porridge and was an expert on horse sperm!
"How come you don't artificially inseminate the mares?" I finally asked. "Send out his stuff all over the country. Couldn't you make more money that way? And the mares wouldn't be raped."
"Live cover," he answered. And then went on to explain that it had to be done the old fashioned way. And the 'live cover' had to be witnessed by some Jockey Club official if you wanted the resulting colt to be registered. And it couldn't race if it wasn't registered.
He also told me something I didn't believe at first. Do you know that just about every single thoroughbred horse in the world, and there are millions of them, is a descendant of one of only three stallions? Stallions that lived just 300 years ago! Three stallions and about fifty mares are the ancestors of every racing thoroughbred from England to Australia.
It made no sense to me. "But that would make them all cousins," I finally protested.
"Yup, and not simple cousins, these horses are all tied together six, seven or eight different ways," grandpa confirmed.
"Isn't that incest? And what about inbreeding?"
"Listen honey, horses cover whoever their owner wants them to. They aren't picky," gramps said. "The stallion doesn't care if it's his cousin ...or his sister ... or if it's his mother. And all the mare's owner cares about is whether the resulting colt can run or not."
"That's gross."
And then he explained to me how breeders have to balance the dangers of inbreeding against the benefits. Of how the genetic pool for thoroughbreds is a dangerously shrinking concern to everyone in the business.
"Benefits? What benefits?" I asked. Everything I'd ever heard about incest had been bad. "There must be all sorts of chances of genetic defects."
It was simple to the Horse Breeding Industry apparently. The ones that don't work just get thrown away. A genetic defect that leads to brittle bones also leads to the glue factory. "But when it works Amanda you get a Secretariat ... or a Seattle Slew. They can run like the wind," grandpa enthused with something like awe in his voice. "They fly..."
I wasn't totally convinced.
Later he explained the economics of the whole enterprise. My eyes and mouth flew open in surprise when he told me what Sir_Scouries had earned him that afternoon. One hundred and twenty-five thousand dollars was his stud fee! For raping a poor mare. Grandpa explained that he had booked thirty mares for his big stallion that year. I did the math as he continued to talk. Thirty times one twenty-five equals almost four million bucks! He'd also booked another twenty mares for his less well known, and less expensive (forty g's a pop), second stallion.
And he'd been threatening to cut me off? My whole first year at Dartmouth would cost him less than half of one of Sir_Scouries afternoon dalliances.
"But they only pay because they have that dream honey," grandpa continued. "Every horse owner in the country wants to stand in the winner's circle at Churchill Downs on the first Saturday in May. It's their holy grail. And that's what's going to pay for your four years at Dartmouth," he added.
The numbers also meant that I'd be watching a lot of replays of what I'd seen that afternoon. And deep inside I knew I didn't want to miss one of them. I don't think I'd ever been as excited, as alive, as I had been that afternoon. That is until grandpa gave me a parting shot as we got ready to turn in for the night.
"Next time we'll give you a little more exciting job," he promised as he stood up and stretched. There was a glint in his eyes. An evil glint? Every single thing I'd seen that afternoon had been exciting. And I'd been more than happy to have been watching it from some thirty feet away. There was no way I wanted to get any closer to that horse when he was in that mood!
"What job?" I asked to his back. He'd already stepped through the front door and was moving towards his room.
"Somebody's got to do it," he answered as he disappeared through his bedroom door.
He didn't tell me what it was that night. And I didn't sleep that well that night either. My dreams, night -- mares really, were full of two foot long horse penises spurting gallons of cum. Covering me from head to toe. How gross was that!
Mind you at breakfast the next day, in what I now know was a planned joke the others were all in on, he did announce that I'd volunteered for that most important of tasks. All of them were smiling and when I couldn't take it any longer I finally asked, "So what's the job?"
The penises of breeding stallions have to be regularly washed I learned that morning. And so, as I tried to eat my breakfast, Gretchen, Felipe, Angel and grandpa told me in excruciating detail the ins and outs of penis cleaning. They all thought they were funny. Make fun of the dumb city girl. I'd show them! They hadn't yet realized they were dealing with an Ivy Leaguer...
Cats Fuck Too!
Do you know anything about cats? I thought I did. I thought that I was quite well informed about 'Felis catus' and its behaviour. I mean we had two of them around our house when I'd been growing up. They were soft, purring friends that loved to curl up in my lap.
However the cats around the farm were different. They had claws. Which they liked to use. Which I'd found out my second day at the farm when I reached out my hand to pet one of them. I was scratched and bloodied.
"What were you thinking?" a stunned Jenn asked after the echoes of my scream had died down.
Grandpa had laughed when Jenn told him the story at dinner that night. "City girl," he said dismissively.
Like how was I supposed to know that farm cats were vicious killers? Oh I learned about them over the following weeks. I found out that they not only stalked and killed mice and birds but they actually ate them raw. No Puss'n'Boots out of the can for these killers. But it wasn't until two nights after grandpa had told me all about horse breeding that I found out about the sex lives of cats. It was worse than the horses! A male cat will fuck anything!
****
"Oh my gawd ... he'll kill her," I screeched as I watched the big tom jump on the female cat that had been cowering in terror just seconds earlier. Or I thought it was terror.
"They're just doing what comes naturally," my clearly insensitive grandfather answered with a chuckle. We were back on the porch. He had his nightly bottle of beer in his hand. I had one in mine hand too. I'd been surprised when he'd offered it to me and I didn't really like beer but there had been no way I'd have refused it when he offered me one. Then, as I took a sip while watching the cats, he really got my attention. "You thought the horses were bad didn't you? Well, she's his mother," granddad said pointing at the two cats in front of us. I watched with my mouth open as 'tom' mounted the other one and started to fuck her. Mom, who looked very unhappy, was screeching as her son started to pound his cat cock deep inside her.
I watched in horror until they finished. When her son pulled out of her she uttered a loud yowl. It echoed eerily around the farm. There was absolutely no doubt she was in pain. Had he bitten her? "What did he do?" I asked gramps.
"Cats have barbs on their penises. When they pull out the spines rake up the walls of the females vagina," he answered nonchalantly.
Huh! Barbs? Rake? Was grandpa bullshitting me?
"It's true," he added when he saw the disbelief in my face. "The raking triggers the female's ovulation." I carefully watched his eyes as he talked; I still wasn't sure if he was giving me the straight goods or if this was another 'farmer tricks the city girl' story. I wished I had internet service -- there was no way he could fool me if I had access to the web. It was only days later when I finally had gotten online that I discovered that it was true. Male cats did have barbs on their cat cocks!
But what about the 'she's his mother' story? That had to be a lie.
"She can't be his mother," I said as 'tom' pranced away. Granddad nodded yes.
"But that's really incest!"
"She's already had two of his litters." My jaw dropped even lower. "One of his daughters by his mother has also had one of his litters."
Cats, grandpa explained, were territorial. And the strongest male in the territory controlled every female in his territory. And fucked them. Whenever and wherever he could. And fought and killed any other male who tried to take one of his females. There was unrelenting warfare in the farm cat world.
"Of course eventually one of his sons will kill him and take over." Those were the words grandpa concluded his story of the cats with.
That night I had another nightmare. Or a cat-mare! In the dream my daddy came into my bedroom. He was naked. His penis was out. There were barbed hooks sticking out of it. He climbed up onto my bed.
He was going to ... but then another cat-man came into the room. He was bigger than daddy. His cat-cock was bigger than daddy's. He attacked daddy! And after he chased my daddy away, he turned towards me. He had part of one of daddy's ears in his mouth. Blood was dripping from it. But that's not what really scared me. What scared me was the look in the winning cat's eyes. And who the winning cat was. I screamed in my sleep as granddaddy jumped on top of me.
I woke up drenched in sweat. I was alone. It took minutes before my breathing returned to normal. And when it finally did a sudden realization hit me -- I suddenly knew that before the summer was over that my grandfather was going to fuck me!
And there was nothing I would be able to do to stop him. He was as bad as Sir_Scouries or the male cat.
Town
I washed Sir_Scouries penis for the first time that Friday. I did it in the morning, his quiet time supposedly, preparing him for his afternoon performance scheduled with a dam from Kentucky. A southern belle. It was explained to me by my smirking Mexican compadres that there was nothing to it. That Sir_Scouries was used to the procedure and would be as gentle as a lamb. Then Gretchen, watching from ten feet away, said, "Probably. But if he starts to buck or kick..."
"Maybe city girl not good to--" Felipe said with a smirk to his friend.
I was scared shitless. I mean it. I was trembling all over but I was not going to take any bull from those three. Besides, granddad was hovering in the distance. I knew they were all teasing me. I hoped they were anyway.
It is the most disgusting job in the world! You actually have to stick your hand, your latex glove covered hand, up inside the sheath of the horse. And pull out any gunk you find. And even a well cared for horse like granddad's prize stallion, had all sorts of smelly gunk inside its sheath and on its penis.
I was sorta proud when I'd finally finished. Disgusted but proud. At least the stupid horse hadn't gotten an erection while I was doing my work.
When we finished that afternoon, after Sir_Scouries had raped, spermed and hopefully impregnated another poor mare, grandpa took us all to town. D and D he called it. Dinner and Dancing. On him. Cause we`d all worked so hard. When I saw Felipe, Angel and Gretchen shuffle up to the house at about five I almost didn`t recognize them. They were spiffy. All dressed to the nines in their best cowboy and cowgirl gear. It looked like we were going to a rodeo.
I skyped mom from the first computer cafe I found. My first words, angry complaining words, were, "Grandpa made me wash a horse`s penis today."`
Mom smiled back. "`That`s wonderful dear ... daddy trusting you with such an important job so soon."
I knew mom was playing me, knew she was enjoying my complaints but I couldn't stop. So I gave her five minutes straight of unending abuse. She never stopped smiling brightly. I told her I'd never forgive her. Her last words to me when I'd finished my tirade were, "It sounds like you're having a wonderful time honey. And how's your grandfather?"
"I hate you," I mumbled as I clicked shut the call. Five minutes later I was sitting at a restaurant table with two Mexicans, a normally grumpy Texan and granddad. They were happy! And as I sat down I realized I was too!
Felipe and Angel did not return to the farm with us that night. After finishing our dinner all of us had headed over to the strip of bars that sat on the main street between the college campus and the town. We'd lost them sometime between the first bar we visited and the second. "They'll be back by Sunday night," granddad promised when I asked about them.
"They'll find some girls ... they work hard you know Mandy ... they need some time off."
"What girls? From the college? Why would college girls go with them?" I asked. But I sorta knew. Felipe and Angel had looked good that night -- all smiles as they'd danced in their best cowboy duds. They'd just looked like fun.
Gretchen left with two cowboy/farmer types she met in the second bar. She apparently would also be back by Sunday night. Gramps explained it was sorta a ritual with them -- every couple of weeks the stallions schedule allowed them two or three days off in a row. That was then they partied.
As grandpa drove me home that night I couldn't help wondering if he too wouldn't have found a partner if I hadn't been there. I needn't have worried...



****
I still woke up early the next morning. Even though we hadn't got home til after midnight and I'd been a little tipsy. My first chance to sleep-in in over two weeks and I still woke up just after six. I'd gotten so used to getting up at 5:30 that I even panicked when I saw the big, illuminated 6:04 on my digital clock. I'd jumped out of bed and pulled my shorts on before I remembered that I didn't have to make breakfast for anyone that day. I did try to get back to sleep as soon as I remembered but it was too late -- I tossed and turned for a half an hour before I gave up. By six forty-five I was sitting at the kitchen table sipping coffee.
"So what's my big city girl doing up so early on her holiday," suddenly sounded in my ear. Grandpa! Somehow he was always able to surprise me with his comings and goings even though he was six-three and weighed over two hundred pounds.
Grandfather was wearing his morning attire -- a towel. And nothing else. I'd sorta got used to his arriving in the kitchen every morning dressed only in a towel. And, after two weeks at the farm, I'd studied just about every inch of his body as he'd entered and left the pond. Granddad was not shy! And his body, even if over sixty years old, still had a hell of a lot going for it!
"So, are you going to join me one of these days?" he asked as he stood over me.
"Swimming?' I asked back as he leaned over and picked up my coffee cup and took a long sip. "With you? Now?" I added as I wondered if I should.
"C'mon," he encouraged, gave my hair a friendly ruffle, and then headed towards the door.
I followed slowly, tentatively, trailing ten feet behind him as he walked down to the pond. He dropped his towel and walked a couple of feet into the water, then turned and asked, "Coming?"
"Naked?" I asked back timidly.
He guffawed. I mean it, it was a real farm guffaw. Then he said, "Any way you want," then turned and dove in.
I slipped my sandals off. Then quickly lifted my tank top over my head and slipped my shorts down my legs. Down to my bra and panties I looked up as I wondered if I should swim in my underwear. Gramps, standing in water that just failed to cover his penis, was grinning at me twenty feet away.
"What?" I asked.
"I don't think I've seen as pretty underwear as that on a filly in all my life," gramps said.
Well no wonder! I certainly hadn't noticed in my time in rural America that farm country was a hotbed of female fashion. Or even "filly" fashion for that matter. And the ensemble I had on that morning was one of my finest. And I'm a New York girl. Look, I like nice underwear. There's no crime in that. And as I contemplated the cheeky, faux tiger skin, satin panties with black lace trim and the matching bra I realized there was no way I was going to dive into the muddy, weedy pond with them on. The set had cost over a hundred and twenty dollars!
I looked at gramps as I unhooked the bra. I was growing a blush even as I felt my nipples harden. His eyes never left my body. As I slipped my panties down my legs I was glad I'd let my pubic hair grow back. Just a month earlier I'd been as bare as a bowling ball down there. Now at least I did have a short, neat triangle of hair to help protect my modesty. I ran down into the water.
I'd never swum naked before. And certainly I'd never wandered around nude in front of a man. So afterwards I couldn't have told you if I liked the experience of water flowing over my nude body or not, I'd been far too nervous. It was okay when I was still in the water, it was only when we finally were finished and it was time to get out that I got excited again.
Grandpa, out of the water a minute ahead of me, offered me his towel when I got out. Which left him naked. And apparently in no hurry to cover himself up. I checked out his penis. No barbs!
I knew, as we walked back up towards the kitchen, gramps buck naked and I with only a towel around me, that I'd be swimming with him every morning for the rest of the summer. It was an exciting thought! And one that made me smile. I knew my friends back in New York would never believe it if I told them I'd skinny dipped with my grandpa every morning.
Spanked
I'm a liberal! My school's curriculum had always emphasized that girls such as we, girls who'd been lucky enough to be born wealthy in the richest country in the world, who'd been fortunate to have been blessed with the brainpower that had allowed us acceptance into one of America's best private schools, had a responsibility to society.
And my parents had echoed that teaching in the everyday examples they'd provided me growing up. You gave to charities. But even more important was that you also donated your time. You lived your beliefs.
So there was absolutely no reason I should have used the word. Or with the tone I used to say it. I was pissed off at grandpa, not them. I'd actually grown to like the boys. It was just a few words, words I immediately regretted the second they left my mouth -- "It's not my job. Your lazy wetbacks should be doing this. Not out screwing American girls."
It was the Saturday afternoon after my first nude swim. Of course neither Felipe nor Angel was back yet at the farm. Nor was Gretchen. So grandpa had enlisted me to help shovel horseshit out of the barn. I'm serious, he did! And it wasn't even the shoveling that had set me off. It was the fact that a good, big piece of still runny horse crap had fallen off my shovel and onto my boots.
The second the words had escaped my mouth I wished them back. And not so much because I thought granddad would be offended by them. Heck he was a farmer, a rube. He used all sorts of profanities all the time. I was mad at myself. That's not who I was.
As it turned out Grandpa was angry. In a way I'd never seen him in all the time I'd been at the farm. Or had even imagined he could be. There was smoke coming out of his ears. He scared me.
"I didn't mean," I started. Grandfather did not give me a chance to finish my apology. I was over his knee, my jeans and panties halfway down my thighs and the first blow delivered before I even knew what was happening.
I screamed! But the blows continued to rain down. Hard. And even as they rained down on my ass, and even as my shrieks pierced the room, I could hear his words:
"I spent fifty grand to send you to some school that taught you to be an effing racist?" SLAP! "Too fucking good for us are you?" SLAP! "You don't think your ancestors were native Americans do you?" SLAP, SLAP! "That your great grandfather wasn't called something as bad as when he arrived penniless from Ireland?" SLAP! "You think you're better than those boys?" SLAP!
And then he simply pushed me off his knees and down onto the straw covered floor of the barn.
I simply lay on the floor crying when he'd finished with me. Gasping and panting through my tears. My bum was on fire. I coulda killed him. I just wasn't going to take it!
"Are you fucking crazy? You shouldn't have done that!"
"You deserved it," he answered.
"We're in the fucking twenty-first century... we don't beat people anymore!"
We went back and forth for quite a while. He eventually apologized. Sorta. I apologized back. We talked about the boys. About racial stereotypes. Like here I am lying on a barn floor with my pants and panties halfway down my legs and my legs spread and my female parts wide open and exposed and I'm talking with my crazy grandfather who's just beaten me about effing Mexican immigration!
Then he told me stories about how his great, great, great grandfather almost starved during the Irish potato famine in the 1840's and then came to America with his wife and two children in the hold of a small ship with three hundred other starving peasants. One hundred of who died of cholera during the trip over.
I learned more about my family's ancestors during those five or ten minutes than I had from mom all my life. But my bum still hurt. Big time.
"It still hurts," I finally complained. I still hadn't pulled my pants up.
"Does it?" Gramps didn't sound that remorseful.
"You're bad. As bad as that stallion over there," I accused as I pointed over towards Sir_Scouries stall. The stupid horse snickered.
"Am I? You know sweetie I've got some balm that just might help you," grandpa said as he walked over to a cabinet hanging on the barn wall. There was an evil smile on his lips.
I'm now his sweetie? "Balm"
"McGregor's World Famous Horse Balm. Helps ease their muscle pain, lets them run pain free for hours," he said as he held up the tube he'd just picked up off the top shelf.
"Do you think I'm going to let you put some wacky horse medicine on my bum?" I asked as I backed away from him.
Grandpa didn't ask for permission. A second later I was back lying over his knees. He coated my rear end liberally. Didn't miss a spot. Including the crack between. And it actually relieved the burning feeling. The cost was that my ass started tingling. And it didn't stop. Even my pussy eventually started to tingle! It was like I had a tiny vibrator inside my pussy.
Dogs
She and her husband had arrived from New York City some five years ago. He`d been some kind of Wall Street Hedge Fund financial type who`d made thirty million and then had flown from the big city just months before the market meltdown had occurred. He had planned to be a gentleman farmer and his wife, a New York Kennel Club type, was going to breed purebred Airedale Terriers. She, a real rich, upper class type girl in background, loved her new life in the country. Her husband had only lasted six months before he retreated back to the city without her.
Which meant that she'd become available. And so apparently granddad had answered the call and was now poking this dog breeder. Even though she was only in her early thirties. At least that`s what Jennifer had told me before she`d left. "He goes over there every ten days or so," Jenn had confided one afternoon as we'd rolled pie crusts. So I'd been warned about her.
Mrs. Huntington-Scofield`s name came up on the night granddad and I had watched the big male Tomcat screwing his daughter. "Heck girl, that`s nothing. You should see how these rich people breed their dogs," he'd said at one point in the proceedings. I hadn't followed up his comment at the time.
And now I was to drive him over to her farm. We'd both been invited to dinner he said. My ass was still tingling hours after the application of the stupid horse balm.
"I might stay the night," he said, his hands on the steering wheel of the pickup, as we turned onto the gravel road that led into the dog breeders farm.
"Stay the night?" I decided to play stupid.
"Maybe," he said.
"Are you and Mrs. Huntington-Scofield--"
I drove home alone just after eleven. I'd actually had a pretty good time. Marjorie, Mrs. Huntington-Scofield, was the first person I'd talked to since I'd left New York who I could relate to. We talked art and music and city politics and discussed our growing up experiences at our various private schools. We discussed fashion. Granddad didn't say much as we talked.
Then we got onto the subject of dog breeding. And granddad was right, it wasn't much better than the cats! The American Kennel Club apparently has extremely tightly drawn standards for any dog who hopes to compete in any competition. The dog has to be a certain size and weight. Bigger or smaller and it doesn't get to breed or show. There are standards for acceptable color. They even specify what the bloody dog's tail looks like.
In the end you end up with a small group of breeding dogs with an ever decreasing gene pool. More incest! No wonder people always joke about farm boys sleeping with their sisters I thought as I listened to Marjorie -- heck it's all they're ever exposed to. Probably seems normal to them.
And then there's the actual dog sex. Have you ever heard the term 'bulbus glandis'? It's a dog breeding term. It's also called a 'knot'. And what does it do? And how does it do it? Oh I'm not going to get into all the scientific stuff Marjorie told me that night. But I will tell you this- once a dog has got his erect penis in a bitch (yes that's what the poor female dogs are called) something happens to it. This big bulb thing grows and locks the dog's penis inside the bitch. And once he's locked in you can't get him out. Not until he's good and ready! Bitches just have to lie down and take it!
Eventually I left. Alone. With instructions to pick up granddad at ten the next morning. So little old me, an eighteen year old innocent from the big city, was officially placed in charge of Pregnant Pond Farm for the night.
As you can imagine I had some very weird dreams that night. Everyone else on the farm was having sex that night except me. The two Mexicans, the grumpy Texan, and even my sixty-three year old grandpa were doing it and I was lying alone. Sir_Scouries was in my dream. So was the farms big 'tom'. So were some of Marjorie's dogs. And somehow, in my dream, I was in the middle of all of them.
Two foot long cocks! Barbed spears! Bulging bulbs! Females of the animal kingdom were fucked any way you looked at it!
But it was grandpa who was the main player in my dreams that night. He did some very bad things to me! It wasn't consensual! But it felt so good... I mean how sick was that? Getting raped by your grandfather while a big cocked stallion looked on... and then enjoying it!
Why had I ever consented to spending the summer at Pregnant Pond farm?
Grandfather On the Subject of Men
It was three nights later. We are all back to our regular schedule. I'd watched Sir_Scouries rape another poor mare that afternoon so perhaps that was why I was a little agitated that night. We were back on the porch. Beers were in our hands.
Out of the blue granddad said, "You know Mandy, I think it's time we talked about next year. About you being away from home for the first time."
WTF? "I've have been living away from home for the last four years grandpa. Don't you remember all those checks you had to write to the Forsyth School?" I said the words slowly, sarcastically, and in a tone I'd use for a simpleton. I'd had a bad day!
All my words raised from him were another of his famous guffaws. One that went on and on until it ended in a chuckle and a rueful shaking of his head. A slap on his knee.
"Memory failing you now?" I finally asked. He might be appearing regularly in my dreams but he also had the ability to piss me off.
"Your mom and I both agree that you'll need a little more schooling before we release you into the wilds of Dartmouth College."
"Mom?" Christ I wondered silently, had mom really discussed Dartmouth with granddad? I started to shake my head no; there was no way that had happened.
"You know Amanda, I did warn your mom about sending you to that all girls school."
Huh? Where did that come from I wondered. "What! What does my school have to do with anything? And why did you warn mom?"
"Well young lady what the heck do you think you learned up in the hills of New Hampshire surrounded by a bunch of lesbians? About men?" he asked.
"Are you crazy? I'm eighteen grandpa! Have you heard of the internet? And Forsyth Academy was not full of a bunch of lesbians." I was getting royally peed off! Gramps chuckled in answer.
"For your information we were paired up with one of the finest male boarding schools in America. We had monthly dances with them ... we shared some classes... we ..."
"Your mother thought a summer with me might just broaden your--"
"Broaden my what? My chicken killing skills? My penis washing skills?" Grandpa laughed. "Okay, maybe I wasn't in contact with boys 24/7 but I—"
"Which was exactly your mom's point Amanda! Now you're going to go off to that fancy Ivy League school of yours and you'll be surrounded by them. You'll have no idea how to act. You won't understand their natures."
"What, do you think I'm a virgin? That I've never done anything with a man? That I've never been kissed? I have had sex you know." My words had just slipped out. I'd had no intention of telling granddad one word about my sex life.
Gramps raised one eye. Then took a sip of his beer. "Well then, we've got a good starting point for our talks don't we?" he replied. He didn't seem perturbed by my news. Huh? A starting point? "So how'd it go? Was it alright? Liked it did you?"
Jesus! I shoulda just shut up but I couldn't! "For your information grandfather, and if you wish to convey this info on to my mother go right ahead, it went just fine. Swimmingly in fact. In spite of the fact I apparently don't know anything about the male species." Gramps guffawed at my words. Words that hadn't been exactly true.
Yes I had lost my virginity. But neither my first nor my two subsequent bouts of sex, all with the same boy, had been particularly brilliant or satisfactory. It hadn't been what I'd been hoping for.
"Well Amanda we'll discuss your experiences in my lessons. We've got six weeks to get you up to date on the subject. Your mother almost begged me to take you under my wing."
"She did not," I answered even as I thought evil thoughts about my mother. Had she really sent me to bloody Green Acres because she'd believed I knew nothing about sex? Was that what this summer exile was really all about? To watch some animals fucking? Was mom capable of such machinations? I knew she was. Bitch! Just shut up I tried to order myself. But that wasn't in my nature.
"And I suppose you of all people are going to teach me? Hillbilly Joe."
"Well we can't have you wandering around an Ivy League College clueless can we? We'll start the lessons tomorrow night," my grandfather announced as he stood up and stretched. Then he was gone before I could say another word. Clueless? Moi?
I didn't dream that night. Instead I tossed and turned and talked to myself. What was grandpa going to teach me? And how? Where was our classroom going to be? He didn't mean he was actually going to give me hands-on lessons did he?
Stallions and lesser mortals
Granddad started his lessons the next evening. After dinner. After we'd assumed our now normal position on the porch swing.
Granddad's Lesson #1 was simple: "all MEN are potential ANIMLALS!" And don't ever you forget it!
He talked almost nonstop for an hour on the nature of male humans that night. And any time I tried to cut in or dispute one of his points he just cut me off. This was not a discussion, it was a lecture. And my job was to listen. Which wasn't exactly my nature.
His basic thesis was that a woman had to be on constant guard, vigilant even when with the seemingly most unthreatening man or in the most innocent of situations. That a rapist lurked deep in the ancient part of the brain of every man.
To me it appeared that he had no understanding of twenty-first century America. Of the liberation that had freed us. Of the laws that now protected us. He didn't understand that the days of mans sexual domination were long gone.
But even as I told myself these things that night in bed I also couldn't help remembering the looks that had come into the eyes of all the farm men every time Sir_Scouries had mounted one of his mares. The hunger. The need.
Okay some of these country guys were capable of rape I conceded to myself as I lay in my bed. But Dartmouth boys? From good homes. Who'd been brought up correctly. NO WAY!
Lesson #2 was titled "CREEPS, PERVERTS, and STALLIONS".
My grandfather did concede the next night that the vast majority of men for the most part of the time lived within the norms of acceptable sexual behavior.
"Especially at a school like Dartmouth," I tossed in. He shook his head sadly.
But even these 'normals' (as he called them ) could and did go off the track from time to time. But it was for the creeps and perverts that he saved his most dire warnings. He went on about them for quite a while.



"And what about the stallions?" I asked when he'd apparently finished his talk for the night.
"They're a completely different kettle of fish," he said as he stood up. "We'll talk about them tomorrow."
Grandfather was a stallion. There was absolutely no doubt in my mind about that. And I dreamt about him that night, dreamt about my being led naked to the horse breeding farm by Felipe and Angel. Dreamt about being mounted by granddad. The next morning I couldn't decide if it had been a nightmare or not.
Lesson #3 was "STALLIONS: Careful - they're not a young girl's best friend".
True stallions make up a very small percentage of the male population. Maybe five or six percent of all males. At least according to grandpa. He used horse breeding analogies as he discussed them.
Stallions are not lovers. Smart girls don't marry stallions.
I interrupted. "You married grandma." She was a woman I'd never known. I only knew her from faded pictures in old photo albums.
My grandfather looked at me for seconds before he finally answered, "I wasn't a good husband."
"You cheated on grandma didn't you?"
"Mandy, haven't you understood a word I've said? You've watched Sir_Scouries for weeks."
"But he's a horse," I protested.
"Stallions don't cheat. Ever!" I knew what was coming but didn't say a word. "We never promise fidelity. It's not in our nature."
"You'll sleep with anyone won't you? Fuck them?"
Grandpa nodded. "That's why a woman should never marry one. Just like the stallion uses her she uses him."
"Uses him? For what? He almost rapes her?"
"Just like there's a potential rapist in every man there's a corresponding need in every woman. A need to be taken. To be dominated. To be filled. To be impregnated."
"It's not in me," I denied.
"You're still a young girl. You're not ready, not fully ripened," my granddad answered. "But some day..."
Of course it was in me. And I'd felt it every time I'd watched Sir_Scouries mount a mare. I'd felt the fear but also the need. The violence of the coupling repulsed me even as the moisture had pulsed between my legs.
And as I lay in bed that night I knew I was ready in spite of granddads words. And as I pushed my fingers inside myself, as I tried to assuage my need, I realized that my grandfather was not going to come into my bedroom some night and rape me. I understood that I'd have to go to him. I'd have to lead myself to the slaughter.
Granddad's mare?
It was late. Late for the farm anyway. Ten fifteen. It was three nights later. I'd just spent thirty minutes soaking in the tub. Preparing myself. I was going to comb my hair, perfume and deodorize myself, put on my sexiest nightie, but then realized that was the last thing I needed to do.
He was a stallion. He'd want to smell me, not some artificial perfume. This wasn't going to be some teenage seduction. I was going to be taken. And he wasn't going to care less what I thought or felt. I was scared shitless as I walked out the door of my bedroom and turned towards his. I was trembling. I was naked. Every nerve end in my cunt was alive. And yes it was a cunt as I walked towards my stallion. A cunt hungry for a stallion's cock.
"I want a stallion." I whispered it out into the pitch black bedroom. I knew grandpa was awake. I knew he had an erection. I knew he'd been waiting for me.
"You're not ready for one yet. Haven't you listened to anything I've been teaching you?" Grandad turned on the bedside lamp. I walked over towards his bed. Then bent my left leg and put my knee up on his mattress.
"Stop!" An imperial order. I jumped back up.
"Please." Grandpa's cock was enormous. It was ready. His maleness was overpowering. I knew he could smell my need. The room reeked of it. My legs were trembling.
"Do you know what you're asking for?"
"I need you." A whine. A plea. And then in a second grandpa was out of the bed and standing behind me. His cock was poking me as he grasped my shoulders and pulled me hard back against him. He pushed and turned me so I was facing the wall mirror. I watched him in the glass.
"Stallions aren't New York schoolboys," he whispered in my ear. Then he poked his tongue into it. Licked it. Bit it.
"I don't want a schoolboy," I moaned as I tried to reach behind me and grasp his cock.
"Stallions aren't soft. They don't caress ... they don't whisper sweet things in their girlfriend's ear ... they don't send roses ..."
"What do they do?" I asked even as granddad allowed my hand to find and then circle his prick. It was hot ... it literally felt like it was on fire. It jumped in my hand. It'll never fit, he'll kill me I thought even as I tried to squeeze its steel like hardness.
"They do what they want. When they want. They maul. They fuck. They control, they only think of themselves, of the animal growing between their legs," he promised as his fingers angrily squeezed my breasts.
"Fuck me!" I was trembling from head to foot. Wavering on suddenly unsteady legs. I probably would have fallen over if I hadn't been holding onto his mast. His hand slid down and between my legs. Pushed inside.
"FUCK MEEEEE!"
"You know that if I start I won't stop don't you? That I'll fuck you every night for the rest of the summer. That I'll make you do things--"
"Stop talking!" He did! He lifted me and then threw me down onto my back on the bed. Climbed up between my legs.
"You're just a girl." His face was wild. His cock was inches from my sex.
"Hurry!"
And then the talking was over. It was inside me. I screamed. Tried to protest, tried to stop him as his cock overwhelmed my cunt. I tried to move my body, to thrash my legs but his weight and penetration made a joke of my feeble attempts at self defense.
"Noooooooooo!" I screamed. This wasn't what I wanted, what I'd expected. The animal above me couldn't have cared less.
That first violation seemed to last forever. It was horrid even though my body somehow adjusted to him. Opened and accepted the cock that was raping me. Moistened itself to facilitate an even deeper penetration. Spasmed in orgasm when grandfather's penis ejaculated out his thick male seed.
I lay spent on my back on his bed when he'd finally finished and pulled out, moaning and gasping through my tears.
"Turn over," he eventually ordered. His cock was still erect. His first ejaculation hadn't softened him.
"Again?" I asked. A fearful question escaping my tears. In answer he simply flipped me over onto my stomach. Then pulled me up onto my knees. Then pushed inside again as his huge hands latched onto my hanging breasts. The second time was both better and worse. It took longer but my orgasm was even more powerful than my first.
I loved the feel of his sperm as it oozed around inside of me.
****
I was sore the next morning. Tender everywhere. Used. Dried patches of sperm gave my legs and thighs and stomach a splotchy piebald look. My breasts ached. My lips were bruised.
Grandpa was snoring. I leaned over and kissed his cheek. Then his left nipple. I ran my tongue around his navel. I tasted his sperm and my juices when my tongue licked over the head of his resting cock. The cock that had hurt me. Filled me. The cock that had made me experience feelings I'd never guessed were possible.
I slipped my lips over the cockhead and took the flaccid shaft into my mouth. 'You're not so big this morning are you,' I mouthed silently to the penis I was sucking.
Apparently sir penis didn't like my admonition. He started to grow. Bigger ... then even bigger. Too big. I started to pull back. To expel him from my mouth. Then I felt the hand at the back of my head. I couldn't escape. I looked up. Grandpa was awake. He was grinning.
"Don't stop little girl," he ordered as he started to apply pressure to the back of my head.
"I'm full. It's too big," I tried to say. Granddad didn't hear. My words were muffled by the monster in my mouth. And as he started to fuck my mouth I felt his free hand slip between my legs. I cried out in protest.
I choked as his cream splashed down my throat.
****
They all knew. Not from anything either granddad or I had said. Nor had we done anything differently as we'd sat down to breakfast. Or I didn't think we had. But the second we were all sitting at the table Felipe leaned over and whispered in Angel's ear. They both laughed and then let their eyes roll over my body.
Gretchen gave me a dirty smirk. Grandpa smiled contentedly as the others examined me. Hardly a word was said as the five of us ate our meal. But before leaving the kitchen, and before any of the others had left either, he walked over to where I was standing at the sink. His hands circled me from behind. Closed on my breasts. Squeezed. Then slipped down to the hem of my dress. Gretchen, Felipe and Angel watched wordlessly as grandfather's hands disappeared underneath. A finger penetrated me. I groaned. A second later they were all gone. I slid down to the floor.
****
At bedtime that night I went directly to his bed. Then lay on my back naked waiting for him. I wanted to resist but couldn't. I needed to experience the feeling of being filled again. As I knew I would every night for the rest of the summer. Perhaps for the rest of my life.
****
It took three nights of being fucked before I thought of the possibility of pregnancy. He simply said, "I've been putting a birth control pill in your food every day since you got here. You're not ready to bear my child yet." But I knew someday he'd think I would be ready. Bear my grandfather's child?
****
The days and weeks passed. My cooking improved. I washed Sir_Scouries penis. I cut off more chickens heads. I swam naked with my grandfather every morning. I was fucked. Used time and again.
My body loved it even as my brain rebelled from it. My orgasms became all encompassing.
He even took me in the horse breeding barn one afternoon. In front of Gretchen and the boys. In front of the two female grooms who'd escorted Sir_Scouries latest mare to her appointment. In front of the official from the Jockey Club. Grandpa had ordered me to wear my favorite flowered summer dress to the proceedings that day. And had told me not to be wearing panties. And when Sir_Scouries had mounted his mare granddad had bent me over a rail, lifted up my dress and started to fuck me.
Granddad lasted longer than the stallion. So they were all watching us at the moment granddad's sperm erupted inside me. My cries had been echoing around the barn for minutes. I'd been almost as noisy as the mare!
What about mom?
The idea, the thought, was slow in coming. Looking back months later I can't understand why it hadn't occurred to me earlier. It seems so obvious to me now. Perhaps what I'd been experiencing with grandfather, the nightly domination of my body, hadn't left room for any other thoughts.
And when it had finally occurred to me I simply let it simmer for a while. I wasn't quite ready for its implications.
It was only in late August, just five days before my scheduled return to New York City and home, that I broached it. Again I hadn't planned my words or their timing. They just spilled out...
I was lying in my grandfather's bed. I was naked (big surprise!). I had his penis in my hand. It was now flaccid. It was sticky. It had already been inside various parts of my body that night. My mouth was just inches from its scarlet head. My lips started to move. They started to talk to this organ that had been the center of my world for the past six weeks. Granddad was listening.
"You fucked my mommy too, didn't you?" I asked it.
"Absolutely not," granddad answered. I ignored him as I kept looking at his penis.
"When she was a young girl like me?"
"I didn't."
"Or did you start even earlier," I demanded of the flesh that was starting to harden in my hand. Grandpa didn't say anything.
"Does daddy know?"
"Absolutely not," granddad repeated. I still didn't look up towards his face.
"And what about Aunt Kathy? Did you fuck her too?" Another 'absolutely not' echoed around the room. Granddad didn't let me ask his cock any more questions that night. In fact he just grabbed my hair and stuffed his cock deep into my mouth.
****
"You and she still do it, don't you?" It was the next evening. We were again back on our usual places on the swing. I was nestled in against his body.
"Yes."
"Aunt Kathy too?"
"Yes."
My mother had sent me to the farm knowing what was going to happen to me! She'd given me to my grandfather. How could she have?
Epilogue: Dartmouth College November 5th 2011
I'm at College now and it's proven to be even better than I'd ever hoped for. I've already made all sorts of friends -- nice people who I know will still be my friends twenty and thirty years from now. People I'll be able to rely on. I love residence life.
I love my college classes. The library. The opportunity to learn that I'll have for the next four years. To grow as a woman. To prepare myself for a useful, productive life.
Of course I have been careful about boys. The warnings that granddad pounded into my head during his 'boy' lectures are impossible to ignore. And in a way he's already been proven right. During frosh week two boys were asked to leave the college. A frat party. A girl was drunk. Or so the story that spread like wildfire around the campus reported. Two boys slept with her. They too were drunk. Or they weren't. It was Rape. Or it wasn't. The girl left school. The boys were forced to follow.
Oh don't worry. I socialize. We go out in groups. Guys and girls. But I'm watchful. I'm beginning to understand some of the things granddad told me to watch out for. How a boy looks at you. How he talks to girls. His comfort level with members of the opposite sex. I've learned to make quick judgments about the character of the men I meet. And to take my time before I make a decision to go out with someone. We girls try to buddy up if we're going to be drinking. To watch out for each other.
That doesn't mean I've retreated into a shell. I've actually dated three guys so far this term. Always in public places to start. I measured them even as we talked. All turned out to be pretty nice guys. Not a stallion among them. But also no creeps.
I slept with one of them. But not before our third date. It was fun. Ritchie was nice. He's still nice for that matter. He was good in bed. But not too good. I think it was only after I'd slept with him that I was able to totally forgive my mother.
I'm not in love with Ritchie but I now know that there is someone very much like him in my future. Someone I'll love. Someone I'll want to raise a family with. Someone I'll want to spend my life with. A relationship much like moms and dads.
I'll still need a stallion! I miss granddad but at the same time I don't miss him. I miss him most at night! But you can't live with a stallion. I know that now.
I'd been so mad at my mother for a long time after I'd left the farm. I'd been too confused and too angry with her when I'd gotten home from the farm to have any sort of conversation or discussion with her. In fact I'd insisted that daddy drive me up to Dartmouth and not mom.
I felt so sorry for daddy during those first few days. He'd been a great husband and a wonderful father and yet he'd been turned into a cuckold by his wife from the first days of their marriage. It didn't seem fair!
My thoughts on the matter have slowly changed over the last couple of months. I'm not angry at mom anymore. How can I blame her? She was taken by her father when she was still an innocent teenager. Just as I had and I hadn't done much to fight him off. What could mom have done? She was living with him for crying out loud! I knew the power of granddad now, crikey, what must he have been like when he was twenty-five years younger?
And how could I fault the life she'd lived. She'd been a great mother to Jack and me. Always there for us. And she'd made dad happy. There was absolutely no doubt of that. We'd had a happy, loving home. She'd somehow been able to shield all of us from her secret. My enjoying sex with Ritchie after my summer with granddad had finally allowed me to understand mom. You can love a man even while needing another.
I also don't feel sorry for daddy anymore. I love him. Jack loves him. Mom loves him. He's had a great life with my mother. She's nurtured him as much as she did her children. He's happy. In this day and age how many men could say the same? Heck, half of my high school classmate's parents were divorced!
I've also had to face the whole incest issue since I've left the farm. It's a dirty word in our society. I'd never dare tell anyone what happened to me. Or who did it. It's simply out of the question. It's the last great taboo!
But I've explored the issue since I've come to school. I've researched it on the Internet. Read scholarly tomes I took out of the College Library. Tried to grasp the genetic biology of it. I've learned that it's something people almost never talk about. But that it happens all the time. Everywhere. In every society and country on the globe. Mothers and sons. Fathers and daughters. Sisters and brothers. Uncles. Aunts. Grandfathers. It's hidden but we're not much different from the animals. Which I guess isn't that strange given we're supposedly descended from monkeys. And in my research I'd found monkeys were as bad as cats!
What my grandfather and I had done wasn't that unusual!
The other shoe finally dropped just before Halloween. Like my first epiphany (my realization that granddad must have slept with mom and auntie Kathy) this one also took me by surprise. How dumb was I, I asked myself, when what anyone else would have realized months before, suddenly occurred to me. Grandpa was my father! He was Jack's father! He had to have been!
My mother had left home to go to University once she'd graduated high school. She'd done what I was doing now. Eventually she'd met my father. They'd married. But the stallion had never left her life. He never would. And a stallion's only role is to breed. Sometime, in the second year of my parent's married life, my grandfather had 'covered' mom. Put me inside her. He'd taken a chance. Thrown the dice. He and mom had hoped for the best.
When the realization struck me I immediately remembered granddad's words when he'd explained how horse breeders were always willing to take that chance. I remembered his exact lines: "But when it works Amanda you get a Secretariat ... or a Seattle Slew. They can run like the wind," grandpa had enthused with something like awe in his voice that day. "They fly...".
Both mother and granddad had taken that chance. That I'd turn out to be a 'Secretariat' and not material for the glue factory. Granddad had decided. He was Mom's stallion. And now my stallion. And then they'd defied the odds a second time with my little brother. Granddad was the biggest risk taker in the whole horse breeding world!
But in the weeks since that realization had struck a second has occurred to me. Granddad has been covering mom for over twenty-five years. He's been her only stallion. And he'll continue covering her. For what, maybe another ten years? Surely at some point he won't be able to continue his duties. Which might be okay for mom, heck she'd be in her fifties before he'd be retired.
But what about me I wondered. Sure I'm okay for a few years but what about for the future? For the long term.
I knew that at some point I'm going to have to find another one! Find another man who'd dominate me.
****
I should have been watching our college football team play that afternoon. Just about every other person in my residence had gone. Our hated enemy Yale was playing our boys. Instead I'd stayed home. Watching television. Ritchie had asked me to go with him to the game but I'd told him I had to watch the horse races on TV.



"Horse races?" he'd asked in a tone that couldn't hide his disbelief.
A year ago the idea of my spending an afternoon watching thoroughbred horse races would have been ludicrous. It would have been the last thing I'd have ever done. And yet there I was glued to the screen on a Saturday afternoon while all my friends were partying.
The Breeders' Cup! Have you ever heard of it? The Breeders' Cup World Championships are the most important group of races held in the whole thoroughbred racing world. And on November 5th 2011 the races were being held at Churchill Downs in Kentucky. The number one racetrack in the land. It couldn't get any better! I'd known granddad would have to be there. I wondered if I'd see him.
Twenty-six million bucks in prize money is awarded over the two days of races. Every one of the hundred plus horses, the cream of the horse racing world, were related in one way or another. Or two. Or three! They were like me -- children of incest.
Ritchie knocked on my door during the first race. The allure of being alone in my room with me clearly had beat out going to the football game and getting drunk with his buddies.
"You really are watching horse racing," were his first words.
"Of coursre I am. Why, what did you think I was up to?" He blushed. Which made me smile. He is a nice guy.
So in explanation I gave him the rundown on my summer. At first he didn't believe me but I slowly convinced him. I told him about cooking pies. About cutting off the heads of chickens. About Sir_Scouries. But I didn't tell him about washing the stallion's two foot long penis. That was too much information for a freshman!
We sat on my bed as we talked. I gave him a beer. I explained what was going on at the racetrack. I told him about stallions and the process by which they 'covered' mares. We made out a bit. It got a bit more serious when I unzipped his pants at the end of the second race.
"Would you like to be my big stallion?" I encouraged as I fondled him. Ritchie definitely did! He rolled on top of me.
"No! Not like that. We'll have to do it the other way."
"The other way? What other way?" Ritchie was desperate. He just wanted to get his penis inside me.
"From behind. Like the stallions do," I answered as I wiggled out from under him. A second later I was on my hands and knees on the bed. I was facing the television.
"In your bum?" I could tell from his tone that he was not interested in my bum. In fact I could tell the idea grossed him out a bit. He was an innocent! Ritchie wanted pussy. And of course that's exactly where I wanted him.
"No silly," I answered as I reached down through my legs and captured him. "In here," I said as I directed him to my opening.
He pushed inside of me at the exact second the horses for the third race were led out onto the track. I was multitasking! Getting fucked even as I watched the TV. But when the announcer started running down the list of runners in the race poor Ritchie was screwed!
"In post position #7, Manu, wearing the scarlet and black silk of Headstrong Farms," he started, "and sired by Sir_Scouries out of Bridesmaid, winner of ..."
"Oh my gawd! Stop. Ritchie STOP!" I yelled.
"What, what is it?" My beau asked even as he stopped mid stroke. "What's wrong?"
I tried to explain while keeping my eyes glued to the screen. Ritchie's cock was still inside me but he'd stopped moving it. "Should I take it out?" he finally asked sorrowfully. No stallion in the world would have asked that question!
I watched as the horses were led into the gate. And then they were off. "No," I screamed, suddenly needing him. "Fuck me, fuck me Ritchie," I begged as the horses exploded down the track.
Ritchie Kramer, eighteen, a freshman at Dartmouth College, ejaculated inside me at the exact instant that 'Manu' crossed the finish line and won the Breeders Cup by three lengths. I'd been screaming encouragement to the horse (and to Ritchie) all the way around the track.
My guess is that Ritchie will never forget that day. That in fact it just might be one of the top ten highlights of his life.
"Jesus Mandy," he groaned as he fell off of me. "I've never..."
I wasn't really listening. I was watching the horse being led off the track towards the winners circle. I remembered the name Headstrong Farms as I watched the four year old colt prance into the ring. They were a famous English stable owned by some billionaire British Earl or something. I'd seen Sir_Scouries cover another of their mares just three months earlier. And remembered that Gretchen had said at the time that it wasn't the first Headstrong Farm mare that he'd covered.
The winners circle was crowded. The sixty something year old owner stood beaming center stage in a five thousand dollar suit. His thirty year old, blond, second wife, dressed to the nines, was next to him. Friends and relatives. The jockey. The trainer. Other family members. Officials galore.
And then there he was. Front and center. I couldn't have missed him in a thousand years.
"Its granddad," I said excitedly as I jumped off the bed and sat on the floor inches from the screen. Ritchie's cum was sliding down my legs.
"Your grandfather? Where?"
The owner gave my grandfather a hug. He was ecstatic. Then gramps hugged the wife. And I knew instantly, there was no way that I could have missed their body language, that gramps had at one time 'covered' the owner's wife even as Sir_Scouries had covered his mare.
I laughed out loud.
"What?" Ritchie asked. He'd never believe me. He'd never understand.
Then my grandfather stepped back from her. I watched as the camera caught him turning his head and signaling to someone nearby. A hand signal. An invitation to someone outside the camera's range to join him.
"Ohhhhh myyyy gawd!" I reached for my phone. My eyes and mouth were wide open in surprise.
"What?" came from Ritchie. I ignored him as I pushed speed dial. My eyes never left the screen.
"What's he doing there?" I demanded the second my mother had answered.
"Your grandfather thought it was time Jack learned a little bit about the horse racing world," mom answered. She'd clearly been watching too.
"That's your brother?" Ritchie asked when I'd hung up. I nodded. My mind was going a million miles an hour. "How old is he anyway?"
"Almost thirteen," I answered as tumblers in my brain clicked into place. I suddenly understood everything. I saw the future.
Of course Jack would have to learn something about horse racing. Who else could my grandfather leave the farm to? A farm that had been in the family for five generations. Certainly not to his sons-in-law. Nor to his daughters. Nor to his granddaughters. That was simply out of the question.
There was only one possibility. His grandson. His son.
And yes Jack too, like me, had to be his child.
"He's a pretty big kid for his age," I heard Ritchie say. And it was true. He'd always been my little brother. But sometime, it must have been this past summer I thought as I watched him, he'd changed. He was bigger. More mature. Not the pesky little brother he'd always been. Puberty had struck!
"Looks like his granddad too," Ritchie added. Yes he did! I'd never noticed it before but it was unmistakable as they both smiled into the camera.
And the question of who would replace my grandfather as my stallion when the time came was clear. I'll probably have graduated from Dartmouth by then. I'll probably be happily married to someone like Ritchie. I'll have one child. Granddad will be the father of it. I know he'll never let me go, never let Jack take over, until he's put at least one of his offspring inside me.
Then Jack will take me. I'll become one of his mares. I'll have his child. I won't have to look for another stallion ... there's already another one in my family...
My little brother?
THE END
I hope you enjoyed my story -- I had great fun writing it. And of course I'd love to hear from you - please vote and/or make a comment or email. It's the only way we authors can receive your feedback. I also love hearing any suggestions and ideas you have for future stories.
I'd also truly appreciate you taking the time to name me one of your "favourite authors". After voting just click the Favorite Author button.
Readers of my last story, which came out last week (titled Jimmy T's Family Fun: Mom), named me their "favorite author" over one hundred times. I'd like to thank all of you who were so kind. Thanks, it was really great, jim scouries.
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Hi, this is my Halloween 2011 Contest entry.
WARNING: This story involves an incestuous relationship between siblings. Both are over 18 years of age. It's a love story. It also includes scenes of graphic sex. It's approximately four (4) Literotica pages long.
The story is dedicated to a lovely young lady who has sent me very nice and helpful feedback over the past year. My heroine has been named in her honor -- thanks Jen!
I'd appreciate it if you take the few extra seconds required and cast your vote when you get to the end. It's your feedback (both good and bad) that motivates and encourages all authors on the site. Enjoy...
Halloween Oct 31st 2011 -- the Present
"Trick or treat," I said with a big smile when Jennifer answered the door. She had a cute 'little princess' costume on. In pink. With ruffles. And she had a wand in her hand. I couldn't help wondering if her panties were also pink and ruffled. I knew that I'd soon find out.
"And what are you doing here?" my big sister asked back. My costume, in spite of the mask, certainly hadn't fooled her! But the smile that had immediately lit up her face the second she'd recognized me belied her grumpy words.
"Cinderella?" I asked as my eyes moved over her sisterly curves.
"I'm sorry, I don't have any candy left for you little boy," she said as she pretended to close the door.
I put my foot out to stop it. "Not even one little candy kiss for your favorite brother?" Jen looked great. In fact she looked sweeter than any Halloween candy ever could to my hungry eyes. My real cock started to grow.
"I'm not lying," she said with a teasing grin. "Besides you don't get any candy without a trick. Does my funny little brother have a Halloween trick for the beautiful princess?" sis challenged as she waved her royal wand at me.
I laughed. Then I opened my overcoat. While pushing the button that triggered the erection. Ten inches of plastic penis jumped up towards her.
"You perv," she squealed as I closed my coat. I'd done the whole thing so quickly that I could tell she wasn't sure if she'd seen the real thing or not.
"So where's my treat? " I asked with an evil leer.
"You could get arrested going around the neighborhood like that. Dirty old teenager!"
"I'm wearing it to the party tomorrow," I told Jen as I flashed her again. This time I gave her enough time to recognize it for what it was.
"Yeah right. You're little high school sweetheart's mommy will be really happy to see her daughter escorted away by a plastic penis toting pervert."
"Rose's mom thinks I'm a wonderful boy," I answered. I left my 'dirty old man' coat open.
"Rose!" Jen spat out. Sis did not like my girlfriend very much.
"In fact I'm pretty sure Mrs. Cameron just might like to see her daughter's boyfriend's cock herself."
"If she's anything like her slut daughter she probably would," Jen agreed disdainfully.
"An all day lollipop for a hungry MILF," I added as I pushed the erection button again.
"Hah! All day? More like--"
"And I'm pretty sure my old, married sister would like to get her hands on her college freshman brother's cock too," I interrupted as I wiggled my hips.
"You're fresh all right! And stop that! And come inside before one of the neighbors sees you and calls the police," sis ordered as she grabbed the plastic appendage and pulled me through the door.
"So, don't you have any Halloween kisses left for your brother?"
"You're too late ... besides I told you, I've already given all my candy away."
"Have you?" I asked as I moved towards her until my plastic penis was pushing up against her stomach. I pushed the erection button again.
"Stop that." Ordered with a giggle. Then I pushed the other button on the dildo's controlling mechanism that I had hidden in my overcoat pocket and a stream of hand cream spurted out the end of the plastic cock.
"Yuck, that is soooooo gross," Jen said as she jumped backwards. She wasn't quick enough! "If that is what I think it is you are in big trouble mister," she said as she tentatively dipped a finger into a blob of the white stuff that had landed on her princess dress.
"Taste it," I invited with a leer.
"Yeah, as if I want to taste my little brother's yucky sperm," she answered. But there was a twinkle in her eyes.
"You never complained before." I watched as she brought the cream laden finger towards her mouth and nose. Watched as she sniffed at it. Watched as the tip of her tongue flicked out and tasted it.
"It's not really--" She left the words hanging. For a second I caught a small look of disappointment in her eyes.
"Of course it's not. What do you think? That your brother's some sort of pervert? So are you sure you don't even have one little kiss left for me?" I asked as I kicked the front door of sis's house shut.
"You are a pervert. And I don't have even one," my sister answered. "The little devils started coming around even before it got dark. I was out of all my candy by eight-thirty. I was just getting ready to put out the porch light and put everything away." It had been just minutes before nine when I'd rung her doorbell. I'd been hoping that the kiddie costume parade would be finished by the time I got there.
"I see one ...a kiss ... it's on the floor over there," I said as I pointed over her shoulder.
"Where?" she asked as she turned to look. I could always fool my sister!
"Right here," I answered when she turned back and my lips found hers.
"Don't, we agreed, we're not supposed to do that anymore," Jen gasped when our lips broke apart thirty seconds later.
"You can't give some poor teenager just one little kiss when he's got all dressed up in his best Halloween costume for you." My hands, cradling her bum, were definitely not going to let her escape.
"You're poking me with that thing," she complained even as she moved tighter up against me. Her eyes, staring up into mine from three inches away, were shining.
"You never complained when I poked you before," I teased.
"That was before," Jen answered. A second later her tongue was in my mouth. It had been over five weeks since the last time we'd kissed like this. Neither of us could hide the urgency of our need as our tongues dueled wetly. Jen's hand slipped down between our bodies. My hands squeezed her ass.
"It's in the way," my sister said, complaining again as she tried to negotiate her way to my penis. The belt holding the strap-on plastic penis in place almost completely covered the flesh colored thong which was all I had on under the trench coat.
"I'm sure you'll find a way," I said as I quickly bent and then lifted up her into my arms. A second later I was carrying her down the hallway leading to her bedroom.
"You're terrible," she said as her arms snaked around my neck. "A bad, bad boy," she added, then ran her tongue up my cheek and into my ear.
"Jesus," I groaned as I pushed her bedroom door open. One of her hands had slipped under the strap-on and found the real thing. And grabbed him.
Wouldn't you know it, baby Natalie started crying at about the same time that my sister's back landed on the bed.
"Oh no, not now!" Jen complained the second she heard her daughter's lusty yell.
"Do we have to go?" I asked as I quickly slipped both the strap-on and the thong down my legs. My cock, ready to go, popped up against my stomach.
"She's hungry. She won't stop until she's fed," sis said wistfully as she made to get up. Her eyes were locked on my cock. The real one.
"I'll go get her," I finally said resignedly after a moment's hesitation, then turned and started for the door. "You play with this while I'm gone," I told her as I tossed the strap-on into her lap.
"Don't go undressed like that, not naked, not in front of the baby," Jen squealed. Like a three and a half week old baby was going to be offended by seeing a naked man I thought to myself as I entered Natalie's room. My daughter stopped crying the second I lifted her up into my arms. She was the most beautiful baby in the world. Which I told her as I carried her back to her mother's room.
My sister had extricated herself from her costume and was sitting naked with her back up against the headboard of the bed when I returned to the bedroom with the real little princess in my arms. "Colin hates that," Jen said as she took her daughter from me. A millisecond later a pair of hungry lips had latched onto one of her mother's fat teats.
"Hates what?" I asked as I sat down on the bed next to her. Colin was Jen's husband.
"Not hates," Jen amended. "But it pisses him off that Natalie always stops crying the second you pick her up and she doesn't for him."
"She's smart. She knows who's important, knows who her real daddy is," I said as I gently caressed the little head that was suckling at her mother's breast. Natalie was not paying any attention to what we adults were saying. Instead she was concentrating on food. But it was true what Jen had said. Of all the family members who'd been in close contact with her since her birth, and that included Colin, her two sets of grandparents, Colin's sisters, and various other family members and friends, it was only her Uncle Jim who could calm her instantly.
"A crazy uncle who wanders around his married sister's house with an erection," Jen scoffed.
"And who caused the erection?" I asked back as I picked up my sisters free hand, the one that wasn't supporting her daughters head, and moved it so it was touching the tip of my cock.
"Not in front of Natalie!"
"He missed you," I answered as I continued to hold her hand against me.
"HAH! I'll bet you've been putting the poor thing in that slut Rose every night."
"He only loves you."
"So you say."
But it was true. For both my cock and myself. There was only one person in the world we truly loved. And she was sitting next to me on the bed. Naked. Feeding our daughter. And Jen knew it.
"You know Jen, I'm hungry too," I said as I released her hand. But instead of moving it away from my penis her fingers moved to circle it.
"Well you can't have any," she said as she squeezed my hardness.
It had been over three weeks since my daughter had been born but up to that night I still hadn't tasted her mother's milk. I'd wanted to but the opportunity just hadn't presented itself. Colin had stayed really close to home during the last week of Jen's pregnancy and during her first couple of weeks home. And invariably someone else had been visiting whenever I'd dropped in.
Of course I'd seen Jen feeding her daughter although usually it had been with her using one of those privacy veil things. Only once had she given me the full show. A week earlier. When, while Jen was feeding Natalie, for just a couple of minutes Colin and his mom had gone out of the room and down to get something from their basement. Jen, her eyes never leaving mine, had lifted the veil and let me watch.
"They're beautiful ... you're beautiful," I'd intoned almost reverentially.
"I'm fat! And my breasts are huge," she complained as she cupped the one her daughter wasn't feasting on and lifted it up. No male in the world would describe my sister as fat. Or insinuate in any way that her breasts weren't perfect. Whether full of milk or not.
"I want some. Want to taste you," I'd whispered.
"I only have enough for Natalie," my sister had answered that night. And before I'd had a chance to argue the point I'd heard her husband coming back up the stairs. Jen had dropped the veil back in place. And I, who'd been sitting on the edge of my seat, slumped back into the soft upholstery of the chair. I'd had to put my hands in my lap to cover my erection.
Tonight, with Colin out of town on a three day business trip, his first since Jen's delivery, I'd decided that I was finally going to taste her. So, after yours truly had burped the sweet baby and when Jen had finally settled her daughter back in her bassinet, I approached my sister with a determination born of the long wait I'd endured.
She understood my intentions immediately. "You can't, I only have enough for Natalie," Jen instructed as she tried to sidle away from me.
"It's our anniversary!" I announced as I put my arm around her. Her bed was far too small for her to get away from me. "And you're wrong about not having enough. In fact," I told her as I cornered her against the headboard, "my experts tell me that the best possible thing to happen to any mother would for her to be regularly milked by a hungry man."
"Yeah! And who are your experts? Other pervy little brothers like yourself? Little boys who want to put their penises in their big sisters."
I just continued on. "They say that the more that gets sucked out of you the more you produce."
"That's not true." In fact, even though I was using the argument to buttress my case, it was true.
"I checked. On the Internet. In a book on proper lactation practices." I moved the hand I didn't have around my sister's shoulders onto her breast.
"You're making that up aren't you?" I cupped it. Gave it a gentle squeeze.
"Don't you want Natalie to have the freshest milk?" I asked as I watched a drop of milk form at the end of her nipple. My finger snatched it and caught it before it could fall. A second later my finger was in my mouth.
"My milk's fresh." Jen let out a soft moan as the words escaped her mouth.
"Doesn't Colin do it?" I asked as my hand returned to my sister's tit. "Doesn't he kiss and suck his wife's beautiful breasts?" Jen shook her head no.
"Hasn't he put his cock between them? Fucked their milky fullness?" I asked as I started to massage and caress her.
"Pleeease Jimmy," Jen pled as I moved my attention to her other breast.
Jen groaned out a long desperate, "ooooohhhhh" when my lips clamped down upon her straining teat. That first stream of a mother's milk, immediately released when my palm squeezed down on the breast I was suckling, splashed into my mouth in a torrent.
For a second I released her nipple. "Happy anniversary, I love you," I whispered, then reached up and kissed her lips. She tasted her own milk on my tongue. Seconds later I'd reattached myself to her teat. Sucked. Swallowed.
And the taste, the sweet aroma, released some hitherto unknown need deep inside my brain. My lips started to move urgently, instinctively remembering the proper moves from nineteen years earlier.
"Please baby ... Jimmy! Not so hard ... slower ... I can't..." My sister groaned. I wasn't listening. In fact I didn't even notice it when Jen's fingers slid down across my stomach and onto my cock. A straining cock! I was totally engrossed in stuffing as much breast and milk as I could into my mouth. Devouring them.
Eventually the urgent signals my penis was sending frantically to my brain finally registered. I released Jen's breast. Looked down. Her hand was going about a hundred miles an hour in my lap.
"Jesus Jen." It was my turn to groan. I finally had to abandon my meal. If I hadn't my cock, which Jen had been tugging at even harder than I'd been sucking her nipple, would have exploded. I wanted to deposit my first ejaculation, always the biggest one, inside her, not all over her hand and fingers. She was moist and open when I moved my finger down her slit. A second later my cock entered her.
And as my penis slid up her sheathe, as every inch of my hardness was swallowed by her welcoming cunt, both of us moaned out our pleasure. In spite of who we were, of what we were doing, it had been like this every time I'd pushed my cock inside my big sister. An instantaneous reaction from our bodies. An 'oh my gawd YES' feeling that echoed through both our brains.
My cock knew it was home. That it was in the place it had been made for. That there was no other vagina in the world in which he'd fit better or receive more pleasure.
And Jenifer's cunt knew that no other cock would ever give her more pleasure than the one that was in her. That no orgasm would be better than the one my cock was going to ignite in her. Siblings? So what? Our bodies didn't care.
"I've missed you so much," Jen said as I started to move inside her.
"Yeah but you sleep with Colin every night," I mock complained as I started to move my hips. We were in the standard missionary position.
"Colin and I haven't done it since the baby was born," Jen answered as she locked her legs around my back.
"Is he crazy?" I asked.
"He's worried that I'm not ready yet. That I'll still be sore from the baby. That my vagina will be too loose."
"Fits perfectly. Tight as a drum," I complimented as I continued to slide my cock in and out of her. "Mind you he isn't quite as big as your little brother."
"Little brother? You're huge tonight. Even bigger than usual."
"Complaining?"
"I love you," she answered, then found my lips with hers. It was a hard needy fuck. It had been far too long. She came quickly and easily. My penis anticipated her and was ready, spurting out a thick strand of hot cream just as her orgasm struck. Our timing was perfect as each of my cock's urgent outpourings was met by an orgasmic spasm that rippled down its length.
"Oh baby ... oh my beautiful little baby brother," she moaned out as our bodies quieted. But I was still hard even as the two of us panted out the denouement of our incestuous act.
"You can take him out now," Jen said when her breathing finally approached normal. I couldn't miss the challenge in her voice or the twinkle in her eyes. There was no away in the world she wanted him to leave. And she knew I wasn't planning on it anytime soon.
"As if you want me to," I said as pushed even deeper inside her. "Always taking advantage of your poor little brother. Taking his sperm. "
"As if there was ever a shortage. I'm already full."
"I'll make you even fuller," I promised as I restarted my movements. It was slower the second time. Easy. Fun. Interspersed with kisses. Touches. Smiles. By now we knew every secret of the other's body. Every place to touch ... every word to say.
"He can't do that," she said after our second orgasms. I knew she was talking about her husband. Knew that Colin had never been able to come twice inside his wife without softening, without pulling out to recharge.
But what Jen and I had wasn't now or never had never been about Colin. We didn't ever really talk about him. He had nothing to do with our love. He wasn't part of our secret world. Never would be. And I knew that some day he wouldn't even be in it.
"So what do you think you're doing now?" Jen demanded as she looked up into my eyes. By then I was sitting lightly on her stomach, most of my weight being borne by my knees which flanked her body. My cock, sticky, semi hard, was resting between her tits.
"What would you like me to do?" I teased as I grabbed my penis and ran it up and down the sides of her breasts. I brought its sticky head to each of her nipples. Then put him back in her warm, breastly valley.
"Don't, please Jimmy, we've done enough already," she begged as I palmed each of her breasts in one on my hands and pressed them together, trapping my penis between them. I started to slowly move my hips, pushing my hardening shaft between them. Droplets of milk, first forming at her nipples and then sliding down into the valley, lubricated my shaft as I fucked her tits.
Minutes later, with my throbbing cock now covered in milk, I directed it to my sister's mouth. She opened her lips. "It's my turn to feed you, some sweet Halloween cream," I whispered as my penis started to spurt. Jennifer swallowed every single last drop.
****
"Are you staying?" I nodded yes. "All night?" I nodded again. "I love you," Jen whispered as I engulfed her in my arms.
We made love one final time before we broke apart exhausted, both of us drained. Then we fell asleep in each other's arms. Natalie, my lovely daughter, woke us just after three, hungry for another feeding. She definitely got fresh milk!



I fucked her mother again after my daughter had finished feeding.
The Past -- Growing up together
So, when did it start you might ask. How is it that a nineteen year old teenage boy became the lover of his five years older sister? Why did a happily married bride let her brother impregnate her?
Or did it start before she'd married? Well...
There is a picture on the first page of one of our old family albums, the album in fact that my parents started on the day I was born, that shows a little girl, all dressed up in her finest dress, sitting in a chair in a hospital room and holding a baby in her arms.
Yes it was Jennifer and I! It was our first meeting. And looking at Jen's eyes in the picture it's clear even all these years later that it was love at first sight. A bond had been formed. What culminated eighteen years later started that very first day.
My mother has a hundred stories she tells about those early days. Amusing stories about Jen and me and the special relationship we had from day one. And there are the pictures from those first weeks and months. An endless series of shots. Jen changing my diapers. Holding me. Kissing me. An album full of them.
And mom always embarrasses Jen when she brings up the famous 'milk' story.
"I did not," sis always declaims when mom describes how her five year old daughter tried to emulate her mother and feed me. How mother had come into my room one day and found Jen holding baby Jimmy to her breast.
"He's hungry," the little girl had told her mother. Mom had started smiling. And then had told her daughter that someday she'd have her own baby to feed. Mom just didn't know then that it would still be me who'd be looking for Jen's milk!
In many ways I had two moms growing up. Certainly in the first six years or so of my existence. I followed Jen everywhere. She doted on me. I reciprocated by giving her my unconditional love.
Jennifer walked me to school on my first day of kindergarten. While holding onto my hand and giving me advice all the way. This after she'd tied my shoe laces and combed my hair before we'd left. She was waiting outside the schoolroom door when the bell rang at 11:45.
I combed my sister's hair for the first time on her eleventh birthday. May 5th 1999. Officially combed it I mean. Jennifer has beautiful hair! Always had. Even in the first picture of us together on the day I was born you can't miss the then four and a half year old girl's wondrous tresses. Rich, thick flowing hair that curled over her shoulders and then halfway down her back. Hair that literally danced with every step she took.
My mother had suggested the gift when I'd asked her what she thought I should get Jen for her birthday that year. "Her old hair brush is almost finished, she'll need a new one soon," mom had answered. So the two of us had gone out shopping for a new one. Mom figured we'd just get Jen one of those three dollar plastic ones.
First we'd gone to the local pharmacy. I wasn't impressed by the selection. "But honey," mom had said with a sigh as we'd stood in the hall lifting up brush after brush, "it's just a brush. Jen's only eleven."
"These aren't good enough for her," I'd answered, then asked her where you bought the best hair brushes in the world. Mom had laughed. But then, after minutes of begging on my part, she had led me to her hairdresser's salon down the block.
"I want to know who makes the best hair brush in the world and where can I get one?" I announced to the bemused owner after mom had introduced me.
"Mason Pearson brushes are the very best but they're very expensive young man," Matilda the owner had replied as she'd patted me on the head while smiling over it at mom. "But I've got some nicer ones that are cheaper," she offered. She didn't know me!
In the end I bought a Mason Pearson one. A long, ivory handled brush with the finest blend of boar bristle and nylon and especially designed for young girls with long hair like Jens, it cost me ninety-one dollars! It emptied out nearly every cent of my savings account, an account that had been laboriously built over the years with birthday and Christmas gift money from grandparents and aunts and uncles. But looking back now I can honestly say that I've never received as much pleasure and return from any item I've ever bought since.
"Ohhh my gawd!" I was engulfed in my sister's hug. "I love it. Love you," my sister squealed the second she'd opened my brightly wrapped birthday gift. Her hug made my day. The money I'd spent was immediately repaid. But it was just the first installment.
****
"Is it okay?" I was peering in through her doorway. It was hours later. The birthday party was long over. Jen was sitting at her vanity. Facing the mirror. I'd watched three or four strokes of the new brush before I'd said a word.
It was a ritual I'd seen Jen perform many times before. However I'd always been an observer, never a participant. Jen caught my eyes in the mirror. "It's perfect. Would you like to try?" she invited, then spun her chair around and offered me the brush.
"I wouldn't know what to do," I said nervously even as my fingers accepted the brush.
"Then it's time you learned. Now that I'm eleven I'm going to need someone to help me with my hair. It's a big job you know."
I tentatively ran the brush slowly through the bottom of her long mane. "Longer strokes, from the top," Jen instructed as she reached back and guided my hand.
"I don't want to hurt you," I answered without taking my eyes off the brush. I took a few more tentative strokes. "Was that okay?" I asked as I lifted my head and found Jen's eyes in the mirror. "The lady at the store said it was the very best brush you can buy," I said as I resumed combing.
"You're my very, very favorite brother you know."
I looked up again. Jen was smiling. "I'm your only brother."
"I love you." I blushed. Then continued combing.
"Does that mean you'll marry me some day?' I finally asked shyly.
"You know maybe I will," Jen answered. Jen was eleven that day. I was six and a half years old. I can remember that night as if it was yesterday.
****
The hair combing became something of a routine for the two of us after that night. I didn't do it every night of course but at least once every week or ten days I'd end up in her bedroom combing her hair. And as I did we talked. About everything and nothing. Secrets. Our lives. We developed an intimacy in our conversations extraordinary for two siblings so far apart in age. Somehow the act of combing allowed us to transcend the incongruity of our words.
My father and my mother separated that year. And the night we were told I spent half the night brushing my sister's hair. At various times that night both of us had tears on our cheeks. I'd comfort her and then seconds later I'd start sobbing. Then she'd comfort me.
At the time both Jen and I blamed dad. He'd left us. For another woman. Deserted mom. Deserted Jen. Now, at nineteen, I have a somewhat different view of my father. I'd refused at first, as had Jen, of having anything to do with him. But slowly over the years we've reestablished contact and if I don't even now have total respect for him I do love him in the ways every son loves his father. Seeing him in the stands cheering me on at my various ball games, talking to me afterwards with his hand around my shoulder, tossing the ball with me on a Sunday morning had slowly chipped away at my hostility. And mom, understanding the needs of young boys had not only allowed it but had somewhat encouraged it.
But while I had allowed him into my life Jen never had during her high school years. Any rapprochement would have to wait until she was much older.
****
Of course I must have become a real pest to Jen at some point or another. All boys are. And I'd been a typical nine and ten and eleven year old boy. Wild, rambunctious, always getting into trouble ... a hellraiser ... a continual trial for both my mother and Jen. Except somehow I never was for sis. And I can't remember her ever getting really angry at me. The hair brushing bull sessions seemed to always ease away any and every problem between us.
I was almost twelve, in Middle School, and Jen was sixteen years old and a High School sophomore when perhaps one of the most important events in our relationship occurred. It was the first precursor of what was eventually to come. Not that we knew it at the time. It was a Friday night. Relatively late -- I was already in bed and had been asleep. I awoke, my sleep interrupted by a door opening and closing loudly.
And it was only because I'd had to pee upon awakening that I heard her. Jen. Crying. I heard the sobs as I started to walk back towards my bedroom from the can.
"Jen?" Whispered after a gentle tap.
"Go away," came back. A hissed order.
Of course I opened the door anyway. No one, and I mean no one was going to make my sister cry without me finding out why.
"What is it? What happened," I asked as I penetrated the gloom of her darkened room.
"I'm okay," whispered back. I flicked on the bedside lamp. Tears were cascading down Jen's cheeks. I sat down next to her and put my arm around her. She didn't say anything for about twenty minutes. Somehow, even at that age, I knew enough to not say a word. I just held her.
"I'm okay," she finally said as she wiped the tears off her cheeks. I gave her the quick 'are you sure' look.
"Promise... and thanks," she said softly, then gave me a hug and quick kiss on the cheek. I was being dismissed. Nicely of course but still dismissed.
"You know I could comb your hair," I offered as I stood tentatively between her bed and the door. I instinctively sensed that I should stay.
"You're crazy!" Said with a giggle. "You should be in bed." I walked over to her dresser and picked up the famous brush. It was starting to show its age but so far Jen had been adamant that she wasn't quite ready for a change just yet. I'd already decided that I was going to give her a replacement as a Christmas present.
"C'mon, your hair looks awful," I teased. A clear invitation was in my eyes.
"It does not. And it's late. I should be going to sleep..." Jen said but I knew she didn't want me to leave. And she knew I knew. "Just fifty," she finally conceded as she hopped off the bed and sat down in the chair that faced her mirror. She couldn't hide the little grin from me as I checked her out in the mirror.
I gave my sister a hell of a lot more than fifty strokes of the hairbrush that night. In fact it was only after I'd administered well over that number before she finally started to talk. And for the whole time she talked, as she told me her story, she watched me in the mirror.
In fact, looking back now, nothing really, really bad had happened to her that night. Between boyfriends at the time she'd been picked on by a group of boys at a party. A group led and egged on by the class bully, a certain Darren Robinson.
They'd been mean to her, called her names and such, and Jen had been vulnerable. She'd just broken up with her boyfriend. They were just making fun of her in a typical sixteen year old male way. But she'd been hurt!
"They said I was skinny. That I have no breasts. That my hair makes me look like a witch."
For me I didn't care very much about their calling her skinny but insulting Jen's hair? That was a fighting matter. "He'll never do that again, I am going to kick his butt," I promised as I ran the brush through her hair.
"You are not," she ordered. But she couldn't miss the grim determination in my eyes. "What are you going to do?" Jen asked. We were still watching each other in the mirror. "You're too young!" She knew I was capable of some pretty irrational responses when angered.
"It's a man thing," I answered, a statement that issued from the lips of an eleven and a half year old boy! I wasn't sure what I was going to do as I continued to comb my sister's hair, just that I was going to do something.
"Don't you dare," she forbade, "he's three times your size." Well he wasn't three times my size but he did play on the football team and did outweigh me by fifty pounds.
But I was scrappy! I'd always been a bit of a bulldog when it came to getting my way. However, when I finally did corner Darren out by the high school football field at four thirty the next afternoon I did momentarily ask myself what the hell was I getting myself into. Then I launched myself at him. I was screaming 'BASTARD' when my shoulder plowed into his stomach.
He could have killed me! Easily. And I think in a way that by the time we were finished he wished he had. But we'd been surrounded by twenty or thirty people when my attack had commenced. Both boys and girls. All his age. His peers.
And even he realized that hauling off and clocking an eleven year old would not make him look very good. So I just started flailing away. Everyone, including Darren, was amused at first and laughed at my attack. Darren fended me off without inflicting much damage on me. At first.
But if some little kid keeps attacking you, if he refuses to stop no matter what you say, and if meanwhile all your friends are yelling out mocking words, a couple of things happen. First, even a hundred and fifteen pound kid can inflict some damage if he keeps on swinging and kicking at you. Which I did on Darren.
And second, the big kid finally starts to get really pissed off. Which Darren did. Remember this guy was a sixteen year old, testosterone filled bully. He finally got fed up and knocked me down with a pretty good uppercut to my nose. I jumped back up. The crowd was clearly uneasy as they watched the blood falling from my nose.
"She's the nicest sister in the world," I yelled as I again launched myself through the air.
"You little prick," the now royally pissed off Darren hissed as he put me in a headlock and then swung me around.
"Christ Darren, don't!" I heard come from the crowd as I was tossed to the ground a second time.
"The little bastard deserves it," he screamed, all sanity now gone from his brain. Then he delivered a boot to my ribs.
"Ohhh my god!" A cry issued from at least three or four female voices. A second boot was delivered before three of his buddies finally pulled him back from me.
At about that exact second my sister appeared. She'd been running. Apparently cell phoned by one of the spectators. Sis was not happy! The slap that she delivered to Darren's cheek rang out like a gunshot across the schoolyard. A second later she was kneeling at my side. She helped me to my feet. Then she flashed death ray eyes at poor Darren. "If he's hurt I'm going to--" Jen didn't finish her threat. Instead she turned to me and took my hand, and said, "We're going home."
"You don't want me to finish him off?" I asked. Blood was trickling from my nose. My shirt was ripped. My knees were scraped and bleeding.
"I should let you," Jen announced to the watching, silent crowd. "But he's not worth it," she added as she looked disdainfully at her tormentor, then turned, and with her hand still holding mine, marched off.
We exited the stage triumphant! Darren of course never recovered his status at the school. The story of 'Jen's brother' and his defense of his sister became legendary. And not just in the high school. Within a week just about every one of my female classmates came up and congratulated me. Patted me on the back. If only I'd been thirteen or fourteen I could have translated all that goodwill into kisses and hugs. Unfortunately I was only eleven and sex hadn't yet arrived in my body.
****
"What happened to your brother?" mom demanded when she burst into the kitchen and came upon Jen tending my wounds at the kitchen table. "If you've been fighting young man you're going--"
"He was a hero," Jen interrupted and then proceeded to tell the story of her gallant knight. Mom hugged me. I was able to get away with just about everything I tried for the next six months or so!
****
Life went on.
A year or so later Jen took me aside and told me about the birds and the bees.
I'd just been going about my business of combing her hair. "What do you know about girls?" she'd started.
"Girls?"
"Sex," then she added, "getting girls pregnant."
Pregnant? Truth be told I had been going through puberty at the time. My buddies and I had had whispered conversations but most of what I'd gleaned up to that night had been hearsay and in retrospect relatively unreliable.
Over the next hour Jen remedied my lack of knowledge. In great detail. Then fielded every question I threw at her. A month later, dad, still separated from mom and living across town with a new girlfriend, decided he should fill me in on the whole girl/boy thing. He wasn't very good at it. We were both embarrassed. The session went poorly. Luckily, due to Jen's talk, I didn't have to rely on what dad told me that day.
A month later mom figured she'd better fill me in on girls. Give me their perspective. She was definitely better at it than dad had been but still not in Jen's league.
****
At thirteen, still a middle schooler, I was allowed to go to my first 'official' mixed party. Jen prepared me for it. Gave me pointers. Told me what to wear. Gave me advice on what to say. Then, when I got home just after midnight, it was she, not mom, who debriefed me while I combed her hair.
And from that night on I told her everything. About my interactions with girls I mean. What I'd felt. What I'd wanted to do. What I'd done. I asked for advice. She gave it. There was no shyness between us as we talked.
And to some extent, perhaps less so at the start, she reciprocated. Told me her feelings. Who she liked. What she and her boyfriend's did. I learned about women. I had a huge leg up in the whole boy/girl dating game.
And eventually we both got to know each other's secret thoughts. Our secret desires.
****
Of course Jen broke my heart when she went off to University.
"Who's going to comb your hair?" I asked as mom and I prepared to leave her and go home. We'd just driven her the hundred and fifty miles up to her new college. But Jen knew I wasn't just worried about her hair.
She hugged me. Whispered "I love you so much" in my ear. "And you'd better phone me every day," my sister instructed when she finally released me.
"Every day?" I tried to make it sound like that would be an impossible imposition to put on a fourteen year old. Jen knew better! I was a high school freshman, she a college one. I got the first text from her before mom and I had driven fifty miles.
"i miss you already!"
"IT'S NOT FAIR," I texted back.
Of course we had Thanksgivings and Christmases and Spring Breaks together over the following years. And of course the almost continuous flow of emails and texts that allowed the two of us to follow each other's daily life.
During the Christmas break of her freshman year she told me about the night she'd lost her virginity. To a sophomore from Chicago. Of Greek parentage. He had dark hair and was one of those guys whom had to shave twice a day. Apparently his hirsute appearance had been his main drawing card. She hadn't really enjoyed it as much as she'd hoped. Or so she explained. And as she'd described the whole experience to me in excruciating detail it had taken all of my self control to hide the anguish that was coursing through my body. I'd just turned fifteen.
Jen's story put me off Greeks forever. How dare the bastard?
****
During the summer after my freshman year in high school, when I was fifteen and a half, with her back home from school, Jen taught me to dance. "Most boys are terrible dancers, god, you should see some of the spaz's at school," she announced one night while I brushed her hair. "So someone better teach you before it's too late."



"You're my sister," I objected.
"Sooo! You're all of a sudden too good to dance with your sister? Who else could teach you better than I could?"
The lessons commenced the next night. My sister was not only a good dancer she also proved to be a good teacher of the art.
And, once I'd finally achieved an acceptable level of skill in her eyes, which occurred just a week before she was to return to school, she got onto the next subject. Course #2 -- Kissing.
"Kissing? You're going to teach me to kiss? No way! Yuck!" Again I brought up the fact that she was my sister.
"I've been kissing you all my life," she answered.
"But--"
"We only have a week. We'll start tomorrow." We did. And we had two subsequent lessons over our last week together. My sister conducted her schooling in a dispassionate way. Instructions issued as orders. "No, you're doing it wrong, you're slobbering, do it like this," she'd drill as she put me through my paces.
It was weird doing it with her but exciting too. But somehow not sexual. I was concentrating way too hard and the concept of being interested in my sister in that sense was too far out there for me then.
But, as it turned out, Jen knew what she was talking about. Because, in a way incomprehensible to me, the high school sophomore girl's grapevine almost immediately got the word out that yours truly was an excellent dancer and kisser. And of course, to my great benefit, many of my classmates wanted to check to see if it was true. I reaped the benefits of Jen's instruction all that year.
And I delighted in letting my sister know it. 'sarah thinks I'm the world's best dancer' I'd text as I walked home from a party.
'who's sarah?' would immediately come back.
'i had to explain to her what French kissing is' I'd answer. A minute later, usually before I'd gotten in the front door my cell would ring.
"Well it's your fault, you taught me," I'd accuse before she could even get a word in. Then she'd grill me on every little thing I'd done that night.
However, in spite of my expertise in the dancing and kissing arts, I didn't get laid that year! Not even close!
****
The next summer Jen saw me naked for the first time. Okay it wasn't for the first time in my life! I mean she'd seen me when I'd been a baby and growing up a bit. But she'd never seen me naked since I'd gone through puberty. Not completely naked anyway. Sure she'd seen me in my underwear. Heck I'd seen her just in her bra and panties hundreds of times over the years. We did share a bathroom!
Did I show her on purpose or did it simply happen by accident? Honestly, looking back now, I have to admit that it was an unconsciously 'planned' accident (if such a thing is possible). And it really had nothing to do with her or any sexual desire I had for her. I still hadn't made that jump.
It had much more to do with being a sixteen year old boy. Of being horny all the time. Of being frustrated. Of wanting to announce my new maturity, my new readiness to the female world. Jen just happened to be handy. I'd just gotten out of the shower and was standing at the sink shaving (although the peach fuzz on my cheeks really didn't justify the daily lathering I gave them). I hadn't wrapped the towel around me. I'd also left the bathroom door halfway open. I'd been doing the same thing for four mornings before Jen finally happened by.
She actually giggled when she saw me. But she also took her time checking me out before she turned away.
Twenty minutes later as the two of us were sitting at the kitchen table eating breakfast she said out of the blue, "You know I used to shave my boyfriend sometimes last year."
"At school? Which boyfriend? You never said anything about shaving anybody," I accused.
"Didn't I?" Jen asked. "He said I was pretty good at it. Maybe I should shave you some day. But I guess I'll have to wait a few years before you can grow a beard," she added teasingly as she ran her palm across my cheek.
"Was this guy a Greek too?" I demanded.
But two days later, in exchange for a promised two hair combings by me, she agreed to give me a professional 'Jennie shave'. Which was kinda neat. It was the first time anyone else had ever shaved me. She took her time. And when she'd finished she'd dabbed some after-shave on my cheeks.
"What's that?" I squealed as I felt the tingling coolness penetrate my skin.
"Don't you ever use after-shave?" she'd demanded, her astonishment at my unsuaveness clear in her voice.
And then, Jen, before she went back to College that fall, flashed me. Just once. And she'd never admit now to anyone that she'd done it on purpose but I know she did. It was tit for tat so to speak. She'd seen me. I was going to see her. Sis had a good body. That was the first time that the thought had occurred to me. Mind you it was the growth of hair on her pubic mound that really caught my eye. In fact, and this is maybe hard to believe, the thought that occurred to me as my eyes took in her body had nothing to do with sex. Instead, a vision of Jen lying on her back on the bed popped into my mind. She was using the famous birthday brush. Administering one hundred strokes to the unruly nest of thick hair that was growing luxuriously between her legs.
It was a vision that haunted me for months. And even today it periodically appears in my brain. I'm pretty sure it always will.
****
When I lost my virginity a week after my seventeenth birthday, on Halloween of all nights, I immediately called my sister. We talked for like at least two hours. She talked me down from the greatest high of my life.
Jen brought a guy named Colin home for the first time that Christmas. Not for Christmas Day itself, he spent that with his family (they lived in our town too), but the two of them spent a lot of time together around our house over the following week. Over the previous months I'd heard a lot about him from Jen in our nightly phone calls and almost continuous texting but I'd never met him in person.
It was the first time I'd ever met a man who'd slept with my sister! And yes, Jen had given me more than one description of their sexual encounters. Frank, detailed descriptions that invariably had left me troubled and unhappy.
"Do you like him?" she asked one night a couple of days before she was due to go back to school. I was combing her hair. I was using the new hair brush I'd given her that Christmas. The third one I'd given her over the years I'd christened it Jen3. Jen2 had been moved to backup status. The original, Jen1, was kept in the bottom of her purse for on the go emergencies.
"Colin?" It was the first time she'd ever asked my opinion of one of her beaus. "He seems okay," I answered cautiously.
"Just okay?"
Actually Colin was a pretty good guy. He was one of those friendly guys everyone gets along with. The type of male every mother wishes for her daughter. Polite, attractive without being dangerous looking, well educated but modest, a smile always on his lips, a head on his shoulders but never arrogant... an all round nice guy.
He was a year older than Jen and had graduated the previous Spring but then he had gone back to school the following Fall for an accelerated eighteen month M.B.A. program. His old man was a successful financial planner with his own firm and Colin had grown up in a much wealthier section of town than we had.
"So what, you're thinking of marrying him?" I asked as I continued to comb her hair.
"I might," she answered, watching me carefully in the mirror as she spoke.
My hand holding the comb stopped in mid stroke. "I thought you were going to wait for me," I said in what I'd intended to be a teasing tone.
"A young pup like you!" A tease. But there was a catch in her voice too. "Anyway he hasn't asked me yet."
"He'd be a fool not to," I answered.
"If he ever does I'll tell him he has to get your permission first."
"Mine?"
"What, do you think I'm going to tell him to ask dad?" Scornfully asked. Jen still had some pretty hard feelings towards dad. They'd started to tentatively reach out to each other over the previous couple of years but they still had a way to go when we talked that day. I'd been working as a sorta middleman as they'd attempted a rapprochement. "And who do you think is going to be escorting me down the aisle the day I decide to get married?"
"Me?" I couldn't keep the smile off my lips.
"Duh!"
"I thought I'd be roped in to being your hairdresser," I said with a grin.
"Well of course you will. But then you'll put on a monkey suit and walk me down the aisle."
"Maybe it should be me waiting at the altar."
"You're too good a hairdresser to marry."
"This sounds serious."
Colin was the perfect potential husband. I think even I recognized that from the very start. He'd love his wife. Be devoted to her even as he provided more than amply for her. He'd be a more than adequate lover. He'd be a great father.
His only failing I thought was that he wouldn't be me.
Spring Break 2010
Colin Andrew Thorpe called me up out of the blue on the Tuesday of his Spring Break week a couple of months later. Both he and Jen had driven back home from school on the previous Saturday.
Colin invited me out to dinner.
"With Jen?" I asked.
"Naw, let's just make it a boys night out," he answered casually. I knew immediately what really was going on. I had to fight the impulse to refuse.
I didn't make it too easy on him. Heck, I had to fulfill my assumed fatherly duties didn't I?
****
"So?" I looked up to see Jen standing in my doorway.
"It was okay ... we had a couple of beers," I said casually. I figured I'd better make her work for it.
"And?"
"And what?"
"Jiiiimmy!"
"Well I did tell him the story of what I did to that Darren guy."
"You did?"
"And I told him if he ever hurt you that I'd have to do the same to him." My sister hurtled herself into my arms.
We talked for hours that night. And on both our parts there was unmistakable happiness. But also sadness. This was a forever decision. And although she'd been dating Colin for close to a year it had never interfered with our intimacy.
But we both knew, or feared at least, that marriage would strike an irrevocable blow to what we'd had together for over seventeen years. Could a woman share all her secrets with two men I wondered to myself as I lay in bed alone, tossing and turning, all through the night.
But once the decision had been made and the engagement announced the approaching marriage took on a life of its own. The planning started immediately. The marriage date was set for the twenty-seventh of December. Just nine months off. Jen was set to graduate that May but Colin's program ran right through the summer and wasn't to finish until mid December, just weeks before the wedding.
They decided, after consultation with both families, that they'd live together once sis graduated and her roommates had left school and then, once Colin had graduated in December they were going to return home to live. Then after their honeymoon Colin was going to go to work for a local bank, the bank he'd worked at over the previous two summers.
Long term, after maybe getting five years experience at the bank, his plan was to go to work for his father and then eventuality, in the fullness of time, take over for him.
Everything was planned. My whole sister's effing life had been decided. They'd even decided on how many children they were going to have -- three -- and what area of town they were going to live in. In fact, in mid August, during one of their many trips back home from school that summer, Colin and Jen put an offer down on a house. An offer financed by Colin's parents and quickly accepted by the home seller.
And here I was still months away from my eighteenth birthday and my sister had her whole life planned! Bemused by the whole thing at first over time I'd slowly drifted into a state of almost constant inner turmoil. Oh, I'd gone about my daily life. In fact no one ever mentioned seeing any change in me over those days and months. I continued to see my girlfriend. I went to school. I texted my sister. But I became increasingly distracted as the big day inexorably approached.
And then on my eighteenth birthday realization came. Of the impossibility of life without Jen. I was less than two months away from walking her down the aisle on my arm. To be delivered by me to another man.
The catalyst was her birthday call. It was the twentieth of October. She apologized to me for not being there. "I'll be home on Halloween. I'm going to give you the best present you've ever received," she promised.
And it was at that exact second that I realized for the first time what I really wanted from my sister. A lifetime of sibling love crystallized into a need so powerful and overwhelming, so obviously right, that any incestuous taboos I might have harbored were ruthlessly swept away by the tsunami that engulfed me.
I wanted to make love with my sister! And I immediately realized that she also, somewhere in her unconscious brain, wanted the same thing.
And I'd recognized immediately that it would have to be done before Jen married. That there'd be almost insurmountable obstacles to my making love to her after she'd married. I had to get my dibs in first! I started planning that very night. It was my eighteenth birthday. And I celebrated it by stroking my cock to ejaculation. I fucked my hand that night but my brain was making love to my sister.
Halloween 2010
I was ready when she arrived home from school on the afternoon of Saturday the 29th of October. She'd arrived with a van full of stuff that she was bringing back from her apartment at school. Colin, who still had various projects to finish up for his degree, had loaded the van but hadn't come home with her. He was going to study that weekend. She was planning to spend the three days she was going to be home organizing things for their new house and addressing various wedding details.
I had other plans for her!
****
"What's that?" she asked as she watched me deposit the box containing the costume on her bed.
"Your Halloween costume my lady," I answered with a sweeping bow. Jen had just got home thirty minutes earlier.
"I'm not going anywhere for Halloween, I've got work to do," she was smiling.
"And who did you think was accompanying me this evening?" I asked.
"Your latest? I can't remember, is it Carol or Stephanie these days? Or both?"
"Do you believe for one second that I am going to leave my old maid sister alone on Halloween? That I would think only of myself?"
"Old maid?"
"Or that I would choose a night of wild, unrestrained sex with the extraordinarily highly sexed Stephanie Wilson ahead of having dinner with you?"
"Stephanie Wilson is highly sexed?"
"I'm taking you out for an evening of dining and dancing. And of course we'll be costumed."
"We will? And where dear brother will we be doing this dancing?" she asked as she lifted the top of the box off. I watched her eyes open in surprise when the contents came into view.
"Oh no you don't, I'm not wearing this," she promised as she held the thin silk, red, slip-like dress up in front of her body and watched herself in the mirror.
"It'll go perfectly with the underwear," I answered.
"Underwear?" Jen asked, then watched as I lifted item after item from the box. The garter belt came first.
"You're crazy!" Jen said as I handed it to her. "I've never worn one of these."
"It's to hold up these," I said as I held up the red mesh stockings and then draped them over her arm.
"Oh myyyy gawd!"
"And here's your spiked tail and horns," I added as I passed her the items.
"And I'm going as?"
"You my dear Jennifer are going as a very bad little girl," I said with a leer.
"You're crazy. And what will my little brother go as?" I lifted the bra and panties from the box. "Where did you get those?" she demanded as I slid the lacy cloth across my palm.
"A special order from Victoria's Secret," I said as I held the bra up towards her breasts. It was red, gossamer thin, a lace, balconet demi bra.
"You're nuts," Jen said with a smile even as she checked the tag. "How'd you know my size anyway?"
Of course she eventually agreed to go out with me. How could she possibly have refused after all my effort? Besides, Jen had always loved going out on Halloween.
*****
We'd both showered and I'd changed into my costume, a Keystone Kop outfit, before I'd wandered back to her bedroom thirty minutes later. Jen was standing in front of her mirror, staring dubiously at her reflection. She'd put on the bra and panties and the garter belt and stockings. She hadn't pulled the slinky dress over her undergarments.
I whistled. Jen looked very, very, very good! Her breasts were spilling from the wispy thin bra that was trying to restrain them. The dark triangle of her pubic hair couldn't be hidden by the lace of her panties.
"Don't look," she ordered.
"You look pretty good for an older woman," I said as I ignored her instructions. She'd never been shy in front of me. I'd seen her in her underwear hundreds of times over the years. But this was special and we both knew it.
"Well don't just stand there, make yourself useful," she said as she struggled to slip the dress over her head. After straightening it on her shoulders, I zipped her up. Then we both stared at the sexy vision staring back at us from the mirror. Then I peered down into the deep valley the décolleté cut of the dress provided.
"Perv," she accused as she caught me at it.
"Satan's sexy little servant," I cooed into her ear.
"I can't wear this. What if somebody recognizes me?" she asked.
I grabbed the mask from her bed, a red feathered Mardi Gras mask that covered the top half of her face, and slipped it on her.
"You're beautiful," I said as I fluffed up her hair with my hands. Then I attached her devilish horns. Then I took my time in attaching her tail.
"Watch what you touch," she instructed as my palm slid over her left buttock. But there was more invitation than rebuke in her voice. Jen was excited! I gave her a quick slap on her butt. Then, before we departed, I spent five minutes combing her hair.
****
Looking back a year later I can tell you that I'm pretty sure that Jen knew what was going to happen between us that night even before we'd left the restaurant/bar we'd spent the evening partying at. There had been an intimacy in our words and in our continual touching that eclipsed anything we'd ever done before. She looked sexy that night and she knew it. And she knew I was reacting to her sexiness. And she welcomed it.
And when, at just after eleven that night, when the DJ played the first really slow, really sexy song of the evening, it took no urging at all on my part to get her up on the dance floor and melt into my arms. To press her body into mine. Nor did Jen make any move to reject me when she felt my erection rise demandingly up against her stomach.
We finally left the club arm in arm. Our laughing, happy words echoed across the parking lot as we sought our car. She snuggled up against me as I turned the key to start it. I put one arm around her shoulder. "You're a good dancer," she whispered in my ear as I turned the key.
"My big sister, she's a bit weird, taught me years ago," I answered as I moved my hand caressingly through her hair.
"Your sister? You danced with your sister?" Jen asked back as she nestled even closer to me.
"No one else would dance with the poor girl ... she was sorta skinny ... hardly any tits at all." Jen slapped my leg as a giggle escaped her lips. "Not like you," I added as I leered down at Jen's breasts.
"And did her little brother push his penis into his big sister during those lessons? Like a certain someone did to me tonight." Her hand, still on my thigh and suddenly moving in a nervous, jerky manner, slowly started to move upward. But she got it back under control just before it encountered the thing that had been poking her on the dance floor.



"He didn't even know what a penis was good for in those days," I answered as I turned the car to the right, the opposite direction to our route home.
"Where are you going? You missed our turn."
"I thought we might go to the new place," I said nonchalantly.
"The house? Colin's and my new house? Why?"
I didn't answer.
"Have you planned something special for me? Is that it? Did you buy us something for the house? What is it?"
"I thought I was the one who was supposed to finally get his birthday present tonight, the present you forgot to send me," I said.
"And what does my cute little brother want for his birthday?" Jen purred back.
"I think you know," I answered softly.
Seconds later we pulled up into the driveway of the house she and Colin were going to move into after they'd returned from their honeymoon. It was a bungalow that sat on a hillside lot in a quiet, middle class suburb. Colin's parents had financed it for the couple.
"There's no furniture ... no place to sit," she said as she followed me up the walk toward the front door.
"There's a bed. We can sit on that." A couple of buddies of mine had helped me move a bed into the house a week earlier. It had been a wedding gift from my dad.
"The bed daddy gave us? You guys got it delivered?" I nodded. "Still..."
"And we've got Halloween champagne." Jen unlocked the front door and we stepped into the foyer.
"You brought champagne?"
"Of course. And glasses too. How could we have a Halloween party without champagne?"
"You're crazy."
"You're beautiful," I answered as I leaned over and gave her a kiss on the cheek.
"Stop that!" Sis walked over to the living room window, a window that provided a view of the city below. I set my bag on the floor and followed her. "I've never been here before at night. It's so beautiful," Jen whispered.
Standing behind her I let my arms circle her body. "So are you," I answered.
"Ohhh Jimmy," Jen groaned. I slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulder. Neither of us said a word as the dress fell to the floor.
"We can't," Jen whispered. My lips moved to her throat. I removed her 'devil's horns' as I kissed her. A second later I'd unclasped her bra. For a second it hung suspended on her straining nipples before it slid off. My palms immediately found and grasped her breasts.
"I've always wanted... so badly--"Jen started then let out a groan as my fingers found her straining nipples. She pushed her bum back into my hardness until my cock was riding in her crack. A second later I'd pushed both her garter belt and panties halfway down her thighs. I slipped a finger inside her wetness. A groan escaped her lips. Mine moved from her exposed throat and found hers. A pure jolt of sexual excitement exploded upward into my brain the second our tongues met.
We did it that first time standing up. With Jen's bare bum plastered against the living room window. Her legs, her panties still hanging from one ankle, were locked around my back. It's a miracle we didn't break the window.
What was it like you might ask. To have sex with your sister. To commit incest. But it wasn't like that for either of us. It was love! It was making love with someone you truly loved for the first time in both our lives. And while our bodies smashed together hungrily, as my cock pistoned deep inside the one woman he'd been perfectly designed for, and as it eventually pumped out strand after strand of my sperm, each of us could see the love in each other's eyes. We were lost in it.
And when we were finished, when for the first time I'd deposited my sperm inside my sister, I simply whisked her up into my arms and carried her to the master bedroom. We hadn't said one word to each other since I'd pushed my cock inside of her. There'd been no need. There still wasn't.
We'd been talking all our lives. Now it was sex we both wanted. Sex we both needed. Sex our bodies had been waiting for all our lives. I threw her down on her back in the middle of the bed. Then I crawled up between her legs. Then I hooked her ankles over my shoulders even as my cockhead forced its way inside her.
Jen's screams were echoing around her bedroom when my cock emptied itself a second time.
****
Jennifer was kissing my penis when I finally woke up the next morning. And between kisses she seemed to be talking to it. Still halfway asleep and with her mumbling I couldn't catch her words. My cock, fully erect, clearly could! I watched for a while before finally saying, "Don't listen to her, she's a bit strange."
Jen's face immediately lit up as she scurried up my body. Then she gave me an unsisterly kiss. Wet. Tonguey. Lingering. "He thinks I'm wonderful, much better than any of your other dumb girlfriends. Don't you?" she asked as her fingers slipped between our bodies and circled him. A second later she'd directed him inside herself. My cock did seem happy!
My sister rode me to orgasm. Sitting astride me as I repeatedly thrust my hips upward. Then she plastered her breasts against my chest and pushed her tongue into my mouth just seconds before my ejaculation.
Then, with both of us still panting I flipped her over onto her stomach and took her doggy style.
****
"Would little Jimmy like to brush his sister's beautiful hair?" My sister asked coquettishly. We were both standing by the bed. Naked except for the towel Jen was using to dry her hair. We'd just got out of the shower. We'd fucked with the water cascading down upon us. My cock, though still heavy, was only half erect.
"Where's your brush?" Jen pointed to her purse lying on the floor across the room.
"It's the first one, Jen1, you still use it?" I asked wonderingly as my fingers closed around the ivory handle of the now twelve year old brush.
"I'll never, ever give that brush away," Jen promised as she sat down on the edge of the bed. "Kneel behind me," she instructed.
I did. Then I ran the brush exactly three times through her hair. Then I stopped and slowly pulled her back down onto her back. "You didn't comb it enough ... more," she protested as I arranged her so that her head was on the pillow and her tresses were arrayed around her. "What are you doing?" she asked as I straightened her legs and then spread them. In answer I slowly ran the brush up the inner thigh of her left leg. "Don't!" A moan escaped from her lips as her hips arched upward.
I started to brush her pubic hair. Almost immediately her legs started to tremble. The lips of her sex, already distended from my many penetrations over the previous twelve hours, opened even farther. After twenty brush strokes of her pubic pelt the smell of her need filled the room.
"This isn't the first time you've used the brush like this, is it?" I asked.
"I haven't ... no ... never ..." Of course she had. Then I turned the brush around and slowly brought the ivory handle to Jen's opening. "Don't ... please Jimmy," she pled as I slipped the white handle inside her now glistening opening.
"You've done this before too haven't you? Used your little brother's present to masturbate," I accused as I started to move the handle. The almost immediate response from Jen's body, the spasms, the trembling jerks, the raising of her hips to meet the ivory, answered that question without a word from her.
"Did you think of me when it was inside you," I asked.
"Yesssssss baby," she finally groaned. When she was ready, when she was thrashing under the brush's ministrations, I pulled it out and then immediately replaced it with my penis.
She howled the second my penis had fully penetrated her as her orgasm met it.
****
We spent most of that day in bed. In the bed that had been given to Jen and Colin as a marriage gift. But it was her brother who was the first to consummate the bed...
Jennifer left to go back to school and Colin on the following Wednesday. We'd spent most of the Sunday, Monday and Tuesday making love. Between sessions in bed sis handled the many other jobs she'd scheduled. She had dinner with Colin's parents on the Sunday night. Then came home and spent the night in my bedroom.
Monday we had lunch with dad and his third wife. It sorta went okay. He'd been invited to the wedding and had accepted that it was I who was going to walk his daughter down the aisle. After lunch we went home and spent the afternoon in Jens's old bed in our house.
She went out with her maid of honor and bridesmaids on Tuesday night. Then came home to her waiting brother.
We didn't discuss Colin or the wedding at all over those three days. Somehow, without words we'd come to a silent agreement on the future. Jen was going to marry Colin. It was simply too complicated, too unfair and too unimaginable to do anything else.
And yet we both knew that once started we'd never stop. That what we had was so much better than anything else possible.
*****
After she'd gone back to Colin we talked every night by phone. E-mailed. Texted continuously. Skyped. But not like we'd communicated for the years we'd been apart. Now there was a blatant, urgent sexual content to every communication. Crude.
'i miss your big cock so bad' she'd text out of the blue.
'little sexy slut' I texted back and then skyped her. When she answered the call she was greeted by my erection!
"Make it cum!" she ordered as she spread her legs and pushed the ivory handled brush deep inside her.
Day after day we had phone/text/internet sex.
A week before Thanksgiving I got a parcel in the mail. 'Here's your birthday gift, no one will ever love you more than I do ... unless ....' my sister's accompanying note read. Unless what I wondered as I unwrapped the package. It was a book. Its title was: Having Your Brothers Child: the Pros and Cons by Dr Amy Yang phd. Inside the cover Jen had completed her note: 'unless it's our child.'
Jen and Colin came home for Thanksgiving. And once home Jen wasn't going to go back with Colin for the last few weeks of school he had left before he finished on the twenty-first of December. With all the things she still had to do to organize the wedding and their new house there was no way she couldn't be here.
Thanksgiving weekend came and went. We had a combined family dinner at the Thorpe's. Mom cooked a turkey another night. I refereed another lunch at dads that Colin and Jen attended. Colin and Jen spent just about every second of their free time running around organizing themselves.
Monday morning, with Colin back off to school, and with mom out the door early to go to work, was Jen's and my first opportunity to get together. In the biblical way I mean. Which we did for the first time at exactly 8:45 in the a.m. "I hope our first one's a girl," my sister said when I finally pulled my sperm covered cock out of her.
"Not a boy?" I asked back. And we never discussed the issue again. We'd decided. Jen was going to have my babies. And only mine...
We didn't stop making love for the three weeks that followed. And it was the greatest sex either of us had ever had. Or ever would. And we both knew it.
Christmas 2010
Of course Natalie could have been conceived on any one of the twenty or thirty times her mother and I had made love that December. But I believe that the spermatozoa that did the trick, the one that eventually swam up my sisters tubes and penetrated her waiting egg, was deposited inside her about forty-five minutes before I walked her up the church aisle while "Here Comes The Bride" echoed through the church.
After the last of her friends, bridesmaids and mom had finally left our house and had departed for the church, leaving just Jen and I alone waiting for the last limousine, we'd made love for one last time before her marriage.
Standing up. With Jen in her bridal gown. And I in my tux. Slowly. With love in our eyes. Our tongues were enwrapped when the first string of my spurting sperm, the sperm that held my daughter's future in its genetic code, was propelled inside Jen.
Jen and Colin married that December day. I sat next to my mother, my arm around her, as we watched Jen say 'I do.' Both the ceremony and reception went off without a hitch.
The newlyweds went on their honeymoon.
Then returned home and settled down. Colin went to work at the bank and Jen worked the winter term as a substitute teacher at the local elementary school.
In March the happy newlyweds announced, at a family dinner attended by mom and I, and Colin's parents and siblings, that Jen was pregnant. Jen didn't say who the father was!
The Present November 1st 2011
I awoke first. For minutes I just laid on my side contemplating my beautiful sister. My lover. The mother of my baby. My future wife.
Finally I leaned over and placed a gentle kiss on her lips. Then I worked lower. The hollow of her neck. A shoulder blade. The top of her breast. A nipple. Then the other one. Jen stirred.
"You never stop do you?" she said softly as she arched her body in a morning stretch.
"I never will," I promised as I lifted my head and moved my lips towards hers.
"Never?"
Not until we have at least three more babies," I said with a smile.
"Threeeeeee! I thought we'd agreed that we'd only have---"
THE END
Thanks for reading my story -- I hoped you enjoyed it. And I ask for and invite your feedback. Your votes, which only take a second to cast, are truly appreciated. As are any comments, suggestions etc., you'd like to send me (either as a public comment or e-mailed).
FYI -- I have the second chapter of Jimmy T's Family coming soon -- hopefully it'll be up within a week to ten days. I'm also working to finish a story of milk laden young teens and the boy who's in charge of milking them.
And Chapter 2 of "My Girlfriends Mom" will be out in November.
And hey, I'd truly appreciate you taking the time to name me one of your "favourite authors". After voting just click the Favorite Author button. Thanks, I'd certainly appreciate it, jim scouries.
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This is Book 2 of the story of the life of Jimmy Taylor and his family. In Book 1 our now 19 year old hero seduced his mother while his father was away on one of his frequent trips to Australia – a trip he made at least three times per year. Over 95,000 of you read chapter one and over 1300 of you took the time to vote – THANKS!
Book 1 ended with the return home of Jimmy's father. And the almost immediate realization by both Jimmy and his mother that they wouldn't be able to honor the pledge they'd made to stop their liaison. They lasted only two days before Jimmy bent her over the kitchen counter and fucked her while Jimmy's dad worked just yards away in his home office.
The final member of the family, eighteen year old Elizabeth Emily Taylor had also returned home from her summer camp the same weekend that her father had arrived home. Although he'd always loved her at first Jimmy simply regarded her as a further obstacle to his ability to make love with his mother. She certainly wasn't on his sexual radar.
Then he looked at her a little more carefully... Could she possibly be like her mother?
Baltimore: Monday, August 22nd 2011
"Don't honey! We don't have time," mom pled as I pushed her back down onto the couch. "Your father could be back anytime."
In answer I slipped my hands up under her skirt and pushed her legs apart. My head immediately followed my hands. My tongue licked up her inner thigh. By the time it reached mom's sex my fingers had already pushed her panties aside. I could smell her need. Then I tasted it.
"Lizzie might come home," mom groaned as my tongue flicked repeatedly out and onto her clit. "Please honey ... Jiiiimmy ... oh myyyy gaaaawd!" she screamed as her body arched upward off the couch.
She was quivering, her sex open and wet when I finally sat up. Then she simply watched silently as I undid my belt and zipper and slipped my pants down my legs. She was no longer interested in who might burst in on us; her eyes were only interested in the pole that was standing erect between my legs.
"Hurry ... don't tease," she begged as she stretched her legs apart as far as possible, and as I, cock now in hand, slowly ran my cockhead up and down her slit. Then I pushed inside my mother. Into her moist, welcoming sleeve. I was fucking the woman who'd borne me. Ramming my cock mercilessly into the vagina that I'd slid out of some nineteen years earlier. Cuckolding my dad.
And my mother's legs were soon locked around my back as she urged me on. Crying out her need as her fingers and nails raked across my back. She'd needed it as badly as I. It was the second time we'd made love since dad had arrived home three days earlier.
And I've got to tell you that it had nearly killed me having had to listen to my parent's noisy lovemaking over the previous two nights. Sounds that I'd heard night after night growing up, mom's cries of sexual gratification that had been a background noise for me as I'd masturbated alone in my bed during my teenage years.
But now, these sounds of dad fucking my mom were no longer simply erotic titillation for a boy, instead they were now personal. Mom had made those sounds for me for the last six weeks. I hated the fact that it was now my father who was causing them. It was a direct challenge to my manhood.
And so I took it out on mom as I fucked her on the den couch that day. "Who's bigger?" I demanded angrily as I pounded away inside her. Mom, almost gone, just strokes away from her orgasm, said nothing through her groans. I suddenly pulled out!
"Baby ... babeeeeeee," she pled as she tried to pull me back inside her.
"Who's better?" Insistent.
"You are ...Jimmy is ... my handsome son is ... hurry baby ... pleeeeeease," she moaned. In answer I rammed every inch of my throbbing penis back into her cunt. Seconds later my teenage cum was splashing inside mom's spasming pussy.
****
I was in the shower when my father arrived home thirty minutes later. I didn't see him. And I was lolling on the couch in my sweat pants (and nothing else) in the TV room when my sister showed up an hour later.
Lizzie! I looked up at her in irritation when she plopped down next to me on the couch. In the couple of days she'd been home since returning from her camp counsellors job I'd just come to regard her as another pair of eyes and ears to worry about. Dad being home was bad enough. But now mom and I had to worry about her. And sis could be nosy.
"Hi," she said tentatively. She clearly had been sensing my quasi hostility over the past couple of days. I'd never, ever been mean to her before. I grunted back at her and moved my legs so she'd have some room.
"Are you mad at me?" It was a timid, almost shy question and the voice that delivered it was the voice of the little girl of seven or eight who'd at one time years ago been my best friend. The little girl whose big brother had always looked out for. The little girl who'd always greeted her brother with a smile and total devotion.
"Uh uh," I said as I kept my eyes on the screen.
"Doesn't sound like it," she muttered. There was an unmistakeable teenage girl's sigh in her voice as she said it.
My sister had grown up! And on top of that I had no idea who she was. Which was strange because we'd been the best of friends growing up. Siblings as close together in age as we were - just eleven months separated us – invariably either hate each other or love each other. We'd ended up loving each other. Friends ... companions ... sounding boards for the other ... playmates ...
But four years earlier Lizzie had gone away to a private school, one of America's best, but one that was two hundred miles away from our Baltimore home. The months of separation, broken only by vacation visits, Christmas, Thanksgiving and all, had been exacerbated by her having spent one month every summer away at camp the last few years. We'd lost the closeness of our youth. I didn't really know her anymore.
"You know something?" she asked. My eyes flicked from the screen back to her. "I miss you," she said softly.
"I'm right here," I grumbled back brusquely. And immediately regretted my tone. Why was I taking it out on her I asked myself.
"You used to be my favourite person in the world. I could tell you anything." I watched as a tear slid down from the corner of her eye. "I loved you."
There'd been no way I could have rejected that plea! I reached out and put a big brother's arm around her shoulder. "And now, just because you're Miss Private School snob you're too good for me? You prefer those pinheads in blazers and short pants to real men?" I asked as pulled her even closer. She couldn't miss the warmth in my teasing voice.
Lizzie's face exploded into a smiling radiance. "Real men? Yeah, like one of you dumb public school boys would ever have a chance against someone from Phillips Andover or Choate or Hopkins or Lawrenceville or Groton," sis answered with a sneer.
"Whaaaaat? Wimp central? They all sleep three to a bed," I cried. Just like that the teasing tones of our youth had been recaptured.
"They do not!"
"Everyone knows what goes on in the male dormitories at those private schools. It's sick." We were both grinning madly as we teased back and forth.
"Eighty per cent of the graduates of my school go on to an Ivy League University! They don't just drop out like some people I know."
Which was a cheap shot directed at yours truly. By my sister of all people. I'd decided last spring, even after I'd been accepted into two of my sister's wonderful 'Ivy League' schools that I was going to take a Gap year. I'd figured I needed a year off, a year of both some work and some travel, before I went off to university.
My parents hadn't been big supporters of my plan when I'd first sprung it on them. In fact they'd reacted quite hostilely to it and had tried to talk me out of it. But in the end I'd won them around. Sis, being away, had never been involved in the discussion. Now she was tossing in her ten cents worth.
"Keep that up Miss Preppy and your big brother just might put you across his knee and administer a little discipline."
"Yeah right! As if..."
"So you still like your big brother just a little bit do you?"
"I'll always love you," Liz answered as she leaned into me and then planted a big, wet, sloppy kiss on my cheek.
"What, are you crazy?" I asked as I wiped my cheek. Then added, "that is so gross." But I was smiling. And realized I was feeling almost as happy as she looked. And even as we smiled stupidly at each other some corner of my brain recognised that my sister had grown some tits. WTF?
We talked continuously for the next two hours, completely oblivious to the TV images flickering on the screen across the room. We found that there was like a million things we wanted to say to each other, four years of thoughts and ideas that we wanted to catch up on.
I went to bed happy that night. And even the noises that I soon heard emanating from my parents bedroom couldn't irritate me. I'd refound my friend!
****
"I know! Guess what happened yesterday?" I shrugged my shoulders. It was two nights later. Another conversation with my sister. We'd just spent the day on a family outing to Washington and the Capital.
My parents, who every year at the end of the summer always took a week's holiday alone together, at least when dad wasn't in Australia, were planning on leaving on Monday the 29th of August for a trip through upstate New York. Which meant that dad, who hadn't seen his children over the last two months while he'd been in Australia, and with Lizzie scheduled to return to school in mid September, had crammed all sorts of family stuff into the week before he and mom were scheduled to leave.
"I was grilled all about you and I realized I had no idea what music you liked..."
"Who grilled you?"
"Just some of my friends last night."
"They were asking about me?"
"Some of them think you're cute," my sister said with a grin.
"They do? Which ones?"
"They all wanted to know if you're still going with Brianne. Are you?" I shook my head no. "I could set you up," Lizzie offered.
Huh? Lizzie setting me up? I played along. "High school girls?" I said disdainfully. But with a smile.
"Yeah right ... like you're mister mature. I don't even know why they'd want to go out with some guy who can't even get into University," Liz teased back.
"Do any of them fool around?" I asked with a leer.
"Not with losers," she answered as she tucked herself in even tighter against my body. She fit perfectly. And she smelled great! My cock tingled...
****
The next night, after another family outing, this time to the new Barnes Museum in Philly, I again found myself sitting with Lizzie as we watched a late movie.
"Were they always this noisy?" she asked when the unmistakeable sounds of our parent's lovemaking intruded on the movie. "I mean I don't remember them being so..."
"Energetic?" I offered. I knew what she was referring to.
"Is that what you call it?"
"I sorta remember the noises when we were kids but I never really knew what was causing it. And of course we went to bed a lot earlier when we were young," I said as Liz and I listened to what had to be the final crescendo of my mom's orgasm.
"Still... I mean what's he doing to her?"
"You're still too young to understand my dear. Some day, when you get older and get a little more mature you'll begin to understand what adults do in bed," I said condescendingly, then patted her on the top of her head.
"What, you don't think I know anything about sex? That I'm still a virgin?"
That's exactly what I'd thought! "You're not?" Lizzie had immediately started blushing the second the words had escaped her mouth. She clearly had had no intention of telling her brother her secret. "Does mom know? Who was it? If you've been running around..."
"Shut up! It's none of your business. And besides you've slept with Brianne haven't you? And probably other girls too."
It took me the next twenty minutes but I eventually wormed the story out of my sister. I think she was actually glad to finally have someone to tell it to. As it turned out Lizzie had slept twice with a boy from Boston, another camp counsellor, during the summer. "On my eighteenth birthday," she told me. "I didn't want to become an old maid now did I?"
It hadn't been particularly satisfying for her. It had hurt. And the boy apparently had been almost as inexperienced as her which hadn't helped. They'd tried again a second time a couple of days later. Better but not great. No bells and whistles had gone off.
"So you didn't make the noises mom just did?" I asked as she finished her tale.
"She doesn't do that every night does she?"
"If dad's home."
"Every time?"
"I'm pretty sure she's highly sexed."
"Highly sexed?"
"Dad is too. They both are."
"But..."
"They do it every day when dad's home. And usually more than once."
"But aren't they too old for that?"
"Apparently not."
Lizzie is smart. Which means that I shouldn't have been surprised when she made the intellectual jump and asked me her next question. But I was surprised.
"What does he do when he's away? When he's in Australia."
I looked deep into Lizzie's eyes before I finally answered. But her brain had already figured it out before I spoke. Mind you she in no way had accepted it. "He sleeps with other women," I said.
"Oh my gawd!" she said and then quickly rushed on, "we don't know that for sure. He's married. He'd never cheat on mom. He probably just masturbates." I shook my head. "If you were married to someone you loved you wouldn't cheat on her would you?" Liz demanded.
"I've got somebody working on the case ... in Australia."
"Checking up on dad? Who?"
"Just someone I met online. A girl. She's studying to be a private detective. She's looking into it."
"Has she found out anything?"
"She's on vacation now. In the outback somewhere. But before she left she emailed me that she had a hot lead. That as soon as she got back..."
"What do you think she's found?" I shrugged my shoulders.
"Whatever it is I won't be surprised."
"He'd be cheating on mom!"
"He's a man. A highly sexed man. There's no way dad could go two months without a woman. I know I couldn't."
"You couldn't?"
"I'm like they are. Highly sexed."
"You are?" I nodded yes. "Like with Brianne?" I nodded again. "Did she make those noises too?"
"Not like mom does with dad," I answered.
"So what does mom do when dad's away?"
"Nothing, not so far," I lied. "But she will eventually. One day she'll..."
"What are we going to do?"
"You do know Liz that you probably are too?"
"I'm what?" my sister asked.
"Super sexed," I answered.
"I am not," my sister denied. "I didn't even particularly like it with--"
"You will, it's in your genes," I predicted.
"Not in my genes," she answered even as she pushed her breast even tighter up against my side. My cock grew... I knew that Lizzie would be a screamer with the right man.
****
The week quickly passed. We went on a couple more family outings before driving down to the cottage on the bay on Saturday the twenty-seventh. Liz and I and mom had always loved the cottage growing up. The escape from the hot, humid Baltimore summers to the sandy shore and the sea breezes. We loved the beaches and the days spend swimming.
Dad on the other hand had never been a beach person. But with mom and dad going off on their yearly vacation Lizzie and I had insisted that we'd spend at least some time at the cottage. So dad had grudgingly agreed.
I made love with my mother at nine thirty p.m. on Sunday evening. Dad had just driven into the closest town to pick up a couple of things that he'd decided at the last minute that he absolutely needed for his vacation trip. He and mom were leaving early the next morning. Lizzie was out visiting a couple of her friends at a nearby cottage.
As soon as I'd seen dad's taillights disappearing through the trees I'd turned to my mother. We were standing on the cottage porch.
"We can't," she insisted before I'd said a word. I simply bent down and then hoisted her up into my arms.
One of her arms curled around my neck. I walked down off the porch and onto the beach. "Where are you taking me?" my mother asked. I didn't answer. Instead I crushed her lips with mine. Twenty feet from the shoreline I set her down on the sand, sand still warm from the heat of the day.
"I've missed you," I growled as I started to lift her t-shirt over her head. We hadn't had a chance to make love in five days.
"And I've missed you," mom answered as she reached up and pulled my shorts down my legs. Seconds later my cock was deep inside her pussy. When we were finished, after I'd ejaculated twice inside her, we ran down into the sea. We were both giggling crazily as we washed the sand off our bodies.
****
I was angry the next morning as I watched dad pack the car. Pissed off. Jealous. I knew my father would be fucking mom nonstop the whole week. It's strange how quickly you become possessive, how irrational you can become.
As our parents car slowly drove out of view Lizzie slid up next to me. "Mommy told me I'm too be in charge while they're away," she said challengingly. "That since I'm a much better student ... and more responsible ... and more mature," she teased.
"Do you remember my warning that I might just have to take you across my knee," I warned.
"You wouldn't dare," she said with a giggle, then skipped away laughing when I started lumbering towards her.
The Cottage: Thursday September 1st 2011
We were just hanging out on the beach. It was the first day of September and more than a week had passed since our conversation about how neither of us knew the other anymore. It had been a good week – we'd been able to start to recapture the magic that had once existed between us.
We'd found out that we still liked each other. We'd rediscovered the easy intimacy we'd had as children. We'd found that we still had a hell of a lot in common.
I think we'd both been stunned at how close we'd been to losing the special relationship we'd once had.
We'd talked about everything over the preceding week – politics, school, music, sports, boyfriends, girlfriends, the future, the internet ... even sex.
Of course the one thing I didn't tell her about was mom! Even though I'd wanted too.
Nor had any real sex things happened between us. I'd told her a bit about Brianne and me. She'd even asked if Brie had been my first. I denied it with a grin, then simply told her there had been others before. And a few since I'd broken up with her.
But since mom and dad had left on Monday morning we'd both been fighting it. Not a word was said. But our eyes talked. We'd only been saved by the fact that we'd been spending most of our time hanging with our friends, on the beach during the day and at various get-togethers at night.
But that Thursday we'd slept in late and then had decided just to hang out together on the beach in front of the cottage.
****
I whistled as I watched my sister pull her cover-up over her head. "What?" my sister asked as she reddened. She knew I was checking out her new bathing suit. She'd clearly planned this surprise.
"When did you get that young lady?"
"I've had it for a while," Lizzie answered nonchalantly but she knew she wasn't fooling me.
"Has mom seen it?" I asked as I continued to surreptitiously inspect the curves that were being displayed to me. Oh I'd seen Lizzie in a bathing suit more than once over the preceding couple of days but usually it had been with a crowd around and she'd just been one of the girls. And this suit was different. Very different.
Lizzie was starting to blush even harder so I figured I better say something. And with a girl a compliment always works! And in this case it proved true. "You look great in it."



"I do?"
"Uh huh. Different. More adult. Sexy. Hot." The Liz was really blushing as I continued to heap on the words. But there was no denying that she was enjoying the attention. Even if it was coming from her brother.
"It's no different than my other ones," she tried to say nonchalantly.
"Yeah right."
"Its not."
"You know Liz, you've become a woman. A beautiful woman," I added, really pouring it on. But the truth was that she had – and that even though we'd spent the past week getting to know each other again I really hadn't noticed who she'd become physically.
"I'm eighteen," sis answered. By her tone I wasn't sure if she was saying, 'of course I am' or if she was saying, 'I'm still just a girl'.
"You're as pretty as mom."
"No way. She's like..."
I figured then that I better get off the subject of mom. Time for a little levity I thought. "When did you grow those things on your chest anyway? Last I remember you just had little wee bumps..."
"Shut up!" she ordered. Yet she was loving the attention.
"In fact, I think you got the wrong size top when you bought that suit. Maybe you should take it back and exchange it for a bigger size."
"It fits perfectly," my younger sister insisted as she adjusted the strap that was holding the small scrap of cloth that was covering her left breast. A full, round, firm, teenage breast. A woman's breast. She watched my eyes as they followed her fingers as they adjusted the cloth.
"You're overflowing," I continued to tease and then watched as two little nipply bumps sprang up and stretched the cloth hiding them.
"You obviously don't know anything about girl's clothes," she said dismissively as she sat down on her towel and then rolled over onto her stomach. Her cute little butt, jutting upward and almost completely exposed by the high cheeked cut of her bathing suit panties, drew my eyes. She didn't quite yet have the full roundness of her mother's rear end but I had to restrain myself from running the palm of my hand over her tight, smooth skin.
"You want me to undo your strap?" I asked as I placed my fingers on the knot holding her bra in place.
She lifted her head and looked back over her shoulder. An unsure expression on her face. After staring directly into my eyes for a few seconds she let them drop and then nodded yes. A second later the strings were untied and hanging down on each side of her back.
"Sunscreen?" I asked but even before she'd lifted her head I'd already squeezed the container and released a huge dollop of thick white cream that splashed down into the small of her back.
"Not so much," she giggled as she again lifted her head and tried to look back. A good part of one of her breasts and its nipple sprang into my view. And as my hands started to spread the sunscreen my eyes were centered on the half of her left breast she'd exposed and the erect nipple that capped it. And I let her catch me watching it. I flicked my eyes back to hers, captured them, and then moved them back to the bared flesh.
"You shouldn't look at me like that, I'm your sister," she said softly but then let me look for a few seconds more before lowering her body flat again.
"There just breasts," I scoffed as my hands caressed the cream into her back. "Everyone has them." She trembled under my touch.
"Well..." Clearly she didn't know what to say. But she was definitely excited.
"But I gotta admit that they're a lot nicer than Bri's." Then added after a seconds hesitation, "Way nicer."
"They are?" she asked as she raised herself up again and looked back at me. "But she was your girlfriend. How come?"
"They just are, and you know what, it's too bad they're sister breasts," I said as I finished her back. "Now lift up a little more," I instructed as I grabbed one end of the bra strap.
"Why?" she asked even as she lifted herself up onto both elbows. I pulled the strap out from under her body and dropped it on the other side of me on the towel.
"Hey, give it back," she ordered as she sat halfway up. Now I was getting the full show! Finally realising that she'd been giving her big brother an eyeful she quickly lay back down. I lay down on my back beside her.
For minutes my sister lay still. Finally she said, "Do you really think they're ok?"
"They're magnifique!" I answered as I kissed my fingers and sent an air kiss her way.
"You're crazy." There was a contented, sexy purr in her voice as she uttered the words.
"Maybe I should touch them just to make sure," I offered, an evil grin on my lips.
"You're sick ... a real perv," she answered as she looked back over her shoulder. The excited tone in her voice belied her words.
"Have you ever flashed anyone before ... besides me?" I asked with a grin.
"Noooooooo! And I didn't flash you, you looked," she said indignantly even as she raised herself up and gave me another shot of sisterly tits. I laughed as I let my eyes fall to her ruby tipped mounds.
"Have you ever wanted to?" I had a plan in mind as I said the words.
"Wanted to what?"
I ignored her question. Instead I lay back on my back and looked up into the sky. After hesitating I said, "I went to a nude beach this year."
"Whaaaaaaaaaat!" A screech. Lizzie sat up. She'd forgotten her nudity. "Where? When?"
"Nude Day. Back iin June."
"Nude Day? What are you talking about?"
"It was held on the July Fourth weekend. There was a naked bike ride on the Saturday. Then a barbeque and beach day on the Sunday." As I spoke I continued to look skyward.
"You went for a bike ride naked? In front of people."
"Thousands of them," I agreed as I looked over at sis.
"But..." She was clearly flummoxed by my story.
"I liked it."
"Liked what?"
"Not the bike ride particularly."
"Did people take pictures?"
"Uh huh. But I was disguised. My body was painted. A fake moustache. Sunglasses."
"Still."
"I liked it. I think I'm an exhibitionist," I said.
"A what?"
"I liked showing my body to them. My..."
"Your--"
"I liked them looking at me. It was exciting. I mean way better than hanging out with Brianne or something."
"Was she there?" I shook my head no.
"It was fun on the beach the second day. Naked. The sun beating down on me. Women looking at me. Swimming naked. Naked girls just walking up to me and talking to me. Looking at it. Staring. Wanting it."
"Yuck," my sister finally uttered. I lay back and shut my eyes. It took Liz at least three minutes before she asked her next question. She asked it softly, almost a purr. "Were you excited?"
I opened my eyes and looked over at her. She was sitting up. Her proud, firm tits were poking out towards me. I watched them. She watched me watching them. Her puffy nipples hardened.
"Yes. I mean all your life you're told you have to cover yourself up, that there's something dirty about being naked. And then all of a sudden you're on a beach with a thousand other naked people ... And after about five minutes of it you ask yourself what's the big deal anyway. But it's also exciting ... its--"
Sis interrupted, "Did you get an erection?" She blushed as she asked it.
"You're way too young to know anything about men's erections," I told my nubile eighteen year old sister.
"Ha, ha." She was still proudly displaying herself to me. "Still, it must have been--" There was no way to stop her once her curiosity has been aroused. Well, there was one.
"Lie down," I told her.
"Why?" she asked even as she lay down on her back.
"Turn over," I ordered.
She complied even as she asked why. In answer I put my hands on her bottom, then slipped them up and grasped the top of her bathing suit bottom. I quickly pulled the panties down to her knees in one fell swoop before she could utter any protest. A second later they were down around her ankles. Then they were in my hand. My sister had a great bum!
"I'll kill you," she shrieked helplessly as she looked back over her shoulder. She might have been willing to show me her breasts but she definitely wasn't keen on turning over and letting me see her pussy.
I smiled. "You wanted to know what it was like."
"What if somebody comes?" she asked as she reached for her suit. I held it out of her reach. She was clearly unsure what she should do.
"So now you know what it feels like. Now imagine that there are a thousand naked people all around you. That's what a nude beach is like."
"Men would look at me? At my--"
"Of course. You're beautiful. It's like any other beach. Guys look at pretty girls. Girls look at guys. It's just that everyone's naked."
"But anyone could look at me. See me. My--" I figured about then that we'd had enough talk. I stood up. Tossed her suit about ten feet away. Then took a step towards the water.
"What are you doing?" there was panic in her voice.
"A swim?"
"But--"
"Coming?"
"No, I'm not coming," sis answered as her eyes darted over to where her bikini was lying on the sand. "You go ... maybe I'll catch up," she added, clearly hoping I'd disappear and she could get back into her suit.
"Oh no you're not," I said with a laugh as I bent down and then lifted her up into my arms.
"Don't you dare. You're crazy ... a pervert, don't you dare look," she squealed as I walked between the dunes and then down towards the shore. "Somebody will see me ... I'll kill you," she warned as she struggled to free herself. I couldn't help but notice the thick pubic patch growing between her legs as she kicked her legs and feet in frustration.
I'd checked before lifting her to make sure the coast was clear and so we had an uninterrupted journey down to the water, a journey that ended when I'd waded out until the water was over my waist and then unceremoniously dumped my sister into the surf. I retreated towards the shoreline and waited.
Under any other circumstance my sister would have coming rushing after me, ready to jump on the big brother who'd doused her. This of course wasn't any other circumstance. So she stood in the water twenty feet away from me, covered up to her neck, hesitating, unsure what to do.
"So now you know what its like," I said with a challenging grin.
"This is not a nude beach!" Still with no idea what to do.
"C'mon, come here," I invited. "Just imagine that there are two or three hundred naked people watching you. It's normal. It's just your body, everyone has one. Show us."
I don't know exactly what was going through sis's mind that second. Certainly excitement. Maybe a little fear. Pride? The whole sexual thing. She tentatively moved towards me. Her breasts came into view. Beads of water were glistening on them as she moved.
"C'mon, you're beautiful," I encouraged. "Everyone wants to see you. They're all waiting."
"It's just you. My nutty brother," she answered but she continued to move. Her belly button appeared. Then the dark triangle. Her thighs. Finally she was standing in knee deep water. She let me watch her. In fact as my eyes hungrily moved over her skin she unconsciously stood up straighter. She posed.
"That's what it feels like," I said when my eyes met hers.
"Except it's only me who who's naked. You should be too. So I'd really know what a nude beach was like." An invitation. A very clear one. If Liz hadn't squealed at that exact moment I would have had my shorts off. But she did. Her eyes were open wide. She was staring up the beach.
"Oh my gawd," she added, the turned and dove into the breaking waves. It was Mr. and Mrs. Hudson, a pair of seventy or so year olds who owned a cottage half a mile up the beach. They'd been far enough away when Liz had disappeared into the waves that I was pretty sure they'd seen nothing.
They stopped and talked to me when they got to where I was standing. Waved at my sister who'd swum out thirty or forty yards. I kept them talking for five or so minutes before letting them escape. I wanted Lizzie to experience the fear and excitement that came with her public nudity.
"I hate you," she announced when she finally marched out of the water. She came toward me and then as she passed me she made no attempt to strategically cover herself with her hands. In fact she made sure that I received the full show.
I whistled when she got about halfway back to her towel. She stopped. Turned around slowly. Posed for me for seconds, her tongue flicking wetly over her lips, before she said a word."Did you really go to a nude beach?" she asked then turned and continued walking.
"You're very hairy ... much hairier than Bri."
"And I suppose that my drop-out brother doesn't like girls with pubic hair? That he prefers his little girls shaven bare like porn stars?" she challenged as she continued to pose for me.
"You're beautiful ... in fact too beautiful," I answered. She couldn't miss my sincerity.
"I am?" Liz blushed as she asked the question. Then slowly wrapped the towel around her waist. She was smiling.
"You liked it didn't you?" I asked as we trudged up towards the cottage. Sis had her bikini in her hands and her towel around her body. Her uncovered breasts, firm teenage breasts with puffy pink nipples, jiggled delightfully with every step she took.
"I did not," she denied. I smiled.
"I love your nipples."
"You are so sick," sis answered as she stopped in mid stride. "They're just nipples," she said nonchalantly even as she ran her hand over the breast and nipple closest to me. I stuck out my tongue at her. "Pig." And yet, in spite of her words there was no mistaking the fact that young Liz was enjoying the attention.
"I love puffy nipples," I said as I ogled her. "And I'm planning on seeing lots of them on Saturday."
"Puffy nipples? Saturday?"
"All kinds really. Pink and brown. Big and small. Pokers and puffies. I'm going to one of them on Saturday."
"One of what?" I didn't answer. Instead I started to walk up the beach towards the cottage."A nude beach?" I heard yelled at my back. "Really?"
****
"Did you really?"
"Did I really what?" I asked as I looked across the table at my sister. The ribs I'd just barbequed sat in a stack on a plate sitting between us. The sun, on one of the longest days of the year, had just set. It was a couple of hours since her nude swim.
"Bike naked."
"Uh huh," I answered between bites.
"And people saw you?"
"Hundreds," I agreed.
"That's gross. What if somebody took pictures of you like that and posted them on the Internet or something?"
"They did."
"Oh my gawd! Your penis is on the Internet?"
"I'll show you after dinner."
"You have become a perv."
"Have you ever taken any naked pics of yourself?" I asked back as sis put a long rib between her lips. She shook her head no even as a gob of greasy juice slipped from the corner of her mouth and down onto her chin. My cock started to harden. I was becoming a pervert. First mom and now this. A Lizzie hard-on?
We finished our dinner pretty quickly. In fact Liz gulped down her meal in her rush to see my pics. After we'd cleaned up, and again sis rushed us through that, we found ourselves side by side on the living room couch with my laptop on my knees. I was just wearing surfer shorts, a casual tee and rope sandals. Liz, who almost immediately nestled herself up against me, was just wearing a tank top and high cut, tight, nylon shorts. Her bra, easily seen as she leaned against me, was a tiger skin print and allowed me a view of much of the tops of her breasts.
I clicked open the home page of the Onancock Nudist Society.
"On a cock?" my little sister screeched.
"On ... an ...cock," I pronounced slowly. "It's a town. In Virginia. On the bay." I clicked open the bike ride pictures the club had posted. As it happens I was front and center in the first picture. Full frontal that is.
"Oh my gawd," sis gasped as her eyes traveled over the bodies of the five nudists displayed – two guys and three ladies. At first she didn't realise that it was her brother in the middle of the shot. Then, when her whole body gave a start, I knew she had. I quickly clicked open the next one.
"Was that you? Go back," she ordered as her fingers reached towards the touch pad. Fortunately she hadn't recognised her mother on the far right of the scene.
In answer I started to click through the slideshow of the 2011 Nude Bike Ride that the Onancocker's had posted for the world to see. I appeared again in the fourth picture.
"STOP!" Lizzie ordered. Even through the fake beard I knew she'd recognized me. She started to examine the picture slowly. "Who painted you?' she asked even as her eyes flicked back and forth across the screen.
"They had a penis painting patrol," I answered. But in a tone and with a look on my face that told her I was bullshitting her.
"Liar."
"I did it myself."
"A barber pole? It looks gross. Your thing I mean." I'd known what she'd been referring to.
"Young girls like you shouldn't be looking at those 'things' anyway," I said as I resumed the slideshow. I showed up again on the eleventh picture.
"Who's that girl next to you? She was in one of the other pictures too." my sister asked as she looked at her bewigged and painted mother. No one would have recognised mom.
"Just some nudist I met," I said casually as I clicked to the next pic.
"She looked older than you." There was a question in my sister's voice. But she hadn't recognized mom.
"She and her husband were there. She was just being friendly."
"She didn't try anything, did she?"
"She was married," I exclaimed indignantly as the slideshow came to an end.
Lizzie was quiet for seconds as we both watched the blank screen, then finally asked, "What was it like?"
"Biking?" I said innocently.
"You know ... having people see you .... naked," Liz whispered.
"I told you this aft. It's exciting. You feel free. And sexy. And when they look at my cock--"
"Men are all sick," my sister responded. But she had checked out every penis she'd seen in the slide show. Even her brothers!
"There are some pictures from the next day too you know," I told her a few minutes later.
"The next day?"
"Everyone went to the nude beach. There was a barbeque ... games."
"Was everyone painted like on the bike ride?" I knew what answer my little sister wanted to hear.
"No, not on the Sunday. It was just the nudists, there weren't any outsiders watching like at the bike ride. We were alone. We'd ferried over to the private nude beach on Tangier Island for the day." I opened my MY PICTURES folder and then opened the folder titled NUDE DAY 2011. The first picture I opened was a panorama shot of the beach I'd taken. At least fifty or sixty nudists had been caught in the shot.
"Oh my gawd! How many people were there anyway?" I clicked to the next pic. It showed yours truly standing surrounded by five women. We were all naked. It was a full frontal shot as they like to say. I still had the hat and beard and shades on but there was no body paint camouflaging my body. Mom was not one of the women shown. I'd already removed the shots that showed her face to a separate, password protected file.
I continued to open and shut pictures. Lizzie said little, her responses, as she watched the parade of nudes going past her eyes, were mainly small gasps and grunts.
"They liked you didn't they? And you liked showing them too, didn't you?" she asked..
"I told you that."
"Because you're bigger than the others?"
"I'm just average," I said modestly.
"Yeah right. You're much bigger than most of them."
The slideshow continued.
"There's that woman you biked with isn't it?" Lizzie asked as she pointed to a woman standing in the background of the last picture. It was mom. She was facing away from the camera.
"Maybe. I'm not sure," I said tentatively as I closed the picture and then exited the folder.



"She had a good bum for a married woman," Lizzie said with a grin on her face. Then she added, "I've decided that I'm coming Saturday." She said it sweetly but in that teenage girl's tone that said 'you can argue all you want but I'm going to win this argument'. And then she added, "pleeeeaaaase Jimmy."
"You're too young. Way too young for that." I was going to make my sister work to get an invitation. Mind you I knew I was going to take her. "Besides you're going to town tomorrow. You won't be able to get back in time."
My sister had a dentist's appointment at four the next day in Baltimore and was scheduled to train into the city in the morning.
"I'll get the early train back Saturday morning. I can be here by nine. Please Jimmy. I really want to. And you could protect me."
"Protect you?"
"I'd be scared to go alone."
"But hundreds of men will see you. See your breasts. Your legs ... your pretty little, hairy pussy."
"I know." Lizzie's eyes were sparkling as she said the words.
In the end I gave in. The prospect of being able to walk naked in front of as many as a thousand people with my sister next to me was an intoxicating thought. First mom and now Liz!
****
I drove Lizzie to the train station the next morning. She reminded me at least six times before she mounted the train that she'd be back the next morning. Her parting words from the doorway of the train as it started to pull away were, "and don't, don't you dare, leave without me. I'll phone you from the train tomorrow."
As it turned out I heard from my little sister before then. My cell chirped out at just after twelve that night.
I was greeted by, "Are you awake?" I didn't feel that warranted an answer. "You haven't forgotten that I'll be there at nine-thirty?"
"No Lizzie."
"Are you excited?" Before I could answer she rambled on, "I am. And guess what?"I had no idea.
"I'm sleeping naked tonight. Practising." I couldn't stop a chuckle from escaping. "Do you want to see?" she asked when I didn't add anything to my laugh.
A second later a poorly lit shot, but clear enough for me to recognise my sister's bedroom and the naked body lying in her bed, arrived in my phone. She'd hung up the second she'd pressed send.
Labour Day Weekend – Saturday September 3rd 2011
Lizzie made the train the next morning. And of course her brother was waiting for her. And as I watched her walking down the platform towards me I couldn't help but catch my breath. It wasn't some cute eighteen year old prep school teen approaching me; instead, somehow, in a way only a woman can accomplish, she'd morphed into a ravishing woman.
Was it simply the summer dress that did it? The spaghetti straps? The décolleté bust line that drew your eyes to the soft round flesh? Was it the way she'd done her hair? What magic had she performed that allowed it to float down over her shoulders like that? What made it glisten and dance in the sunlight I wondered silently?
"What?" she asked when she was five feet away from me. But I was smart enough to know that she knew the exact effect she was having on me. And she was happy to have produced it, even if I was her brother.
It was a two hour drive south to the nude beach I'd chosen. I could sense Lizzie's excitement the whole way.
"So what's your name?" I asked after we'd been driving for over an hour and a half.
"Name? Duh!"
"We have to have a story," I answered. "I hope you're not planning on giving your real name to anyone. Or are you?"
"Oh my gawd! I didn't think ... you mean we'll talk to other people?"
I laughed. "Use Emily. It'll be easier to remember."
"And you could be Chris," she answered back. Both our middle names.
"You're a student at Georgetown ... just finished first year ... a potential philosophy major I think," I said.
"Me University? Really? Do you think I'll be able to fool them? I'm still in ..."
"In Georgetown," I said emphatically.
Sis was delighted. "And you're my boyfriend. Madly in love with me. But my daddy doesn't like you because you're a dropout," Liz said, clearly getting into the spirit of the thing. And so for the next twenty minutes we created a false history for ourselves. Both of us laughing as we invented new and even more outrageous details. Liz proved to be much better at this than her mother had been two months earlier.
It was only when I turned the car onto the dirt road that Lizzie showed her first signs of nervousness. "Are we close?"
"About three miles according to the map," I answered.
"Oh my gawd!"
"Are you okay?" I asked as I put my right hand lightly on her shoulder.
Sis laughed nervously. "You better protect me," she warned.
"Of course I'm going to protect my pretty girlfriend Emily," I answered.
We were still a couple of miles away from the camp parking lot and the beach when she asked, "Should I take off my underwear in the car?"
"You can wait until we're on the beach," I answered even as I saw Lizzie's fingers undo the top two buttons on the bodice of her summer dress. A second later, after a bit of fumbling around, her bra appeared in her hand. It was light pink with a darker lace trim. Sexy.
"I don't want them to see my underwear," my sister said as she reached under her skirt. A second later matching panties appeared. "Perverts like girl's underwear," she said in explanation when she saw my look of amusement. "It gets them excited." Then added, "Everyone knows that."
I smiled. "Most of the men take off their pants and underwear on the beach," I teased.
"Boys are different!" And as she said the words she reached back for her purse. A hairbrush soon appeared in her hand. She was lifting the hem of her skirt up as we turned into the parking lot. Hundreds of cars had already arrived.
"What are you doing?" I asked as my sister started to brush the curls between her legs.
"Well you did say I was cymotrichous down there," she said with a grin. "I was going to shave myself last night--"
"Shave?" I asked.
"Or trim it." Sis said going on. "But then I thought that for the first time at least it'd be better to have a little protection. It's almost like a bathing suit bottom isn't it?" she asked as she continued to brush her full triangle of pubic hair. "The men won't get as excited this way will they?"
Yeah right I thought. I had an erection, a huge erection, as I parked the car. My little sister's pussy was definitely turning me on!
Fortunately it had subsided by the time we'd reached the beach and had started to set up shop. I picked a place right in the heart of the action midway down the already crowded beach.
"Shouldn't we get a more secluded spot?" Liz asked, suddenly timid, as I dropped our towels and bags on the sand. Her mouth had been gaping open ever since we'd cut through the dunes and come across our first nudist.
"This should be perfect honey," I said loudly in response, then took her in my arms and gave her a hug and a kiss on her lips. A kiss I held for second after second.
Her eyes flashed wide open in surprise and I could see the words of protest forming on her lips. Then she remembered. She leaned into me and gave me a quick peck back on my lips, then whispered, "I almost forgot."
I stripped first. Then stood waiting. As were maybe another fifty nude men on the beach close enough to see us. Somehow my eighteen year old sister was able to seize the moment. Like an actress might in a big scene Lizzie milked the moment for all it was worth. She stood tall, looked unsure for a second, then turned and looked sideways before turning back towards me. Fifty men waited with bated breath. Second after second she waited, her hands hovering above the thin straps of her dress. Just when I, and all the others, thought that she was going to push the straps off her shoulder and finally expose herself, she hesitated again.
"Can you help me with the buttons honey?" she asked me shyly as she stepped up towards me. She didn't need the buttons undone! I knew that. Lizzie knew that. Everyone else on the beach knew that. And as I slowly undid first the top button and then the second I knew that my sister was like me; that no matter how nervous and unsure of herself she was, that she had never been as excited.
Her dress seemed to float down off her body. I could actually hear the intakes of breath all around us. As well as the groans of the surrounding women who knew that every man on the beach was looking at my sister and not at them.
We stayed on the beach from noon until almost three-thirty that day. And we only left then because, even though we'd splattered on SPF 30 sunscreen, we were in danger of burning parts that hadn't had much sun exposure in the past. Important parts!
We'd talked. Then hand in hand we'd walked from one end of the beach to the other. I'd proudly displayed my sister to the watching world even as I was watched. We'd swum. Then, with the waves gently lapping at our knees, we'd stood surveying the nude world before us. Me showing my cock. Lizzie her breasts and cunt. We'd embraced. Kissed. All part of our act. And we'd welcomed the conversations of nude strangers. Exchanged our made up history for their stories.
We'd been subtly approached. Heck, some of the approaches hadn't been that subtle. Invitations. To visit. To come to dinner. "We're having a party tonight," one thirty something woman had offered as she and her husband had stood chatting to us on the shoreline. "We have a summer place just twenty minutes away ... three or four couples ... Greg's going to barbeque," she offered as her eyes drifted to my groin.
"I wish we could stay," Liz had answered breathlessly as she let her eyes move downwards over Greg's body. "But Daddy will kill me if I'm late. He thinks I'm visiting a friend from school. If he knew I was with Chris or where I was--" She let her voice trail off as she grimaced at the supposed thought. I smiled. We exchanged numbers. Ours of course weren't real.
During the day we'd asked various other beachgoers to take pictures of us. We'd posed for the camera. Naked teenage lovers most presumed. Pictures of me with my arms around Liz. Pictures of us kissing. Not one guessed the truth.
****
Emily, now back to being Lizzie, did not put her underwear back on for the drive home. Nor did she do up the top two buttons of her dress.
She didn't stop talking the whole way home. Her excitement was palpable every mile of the two hour trip. We stopped for gas about halfway. A full service station – Lizzie had insisted on it. Our windows were down. The gawky, acne faced teen who filled our tank and washed the front window got the best show of his young life. I knew as we pulled away that it was a story every one of his buddies would hear in full detail over the next weeks and months.
"Gawd, did you see? He had an erection," my sister said as we pulled away. She couldn't hide her delight. "He wanted to put his cock right here," she added as she raised her dress completely and ran her fingers through her hair.
"Little slut," I accused.
"Me? You had like twenty erections today."
"I didn't," I denied.
"For that big blond. And those weirdos who wanted us to go home with them. And when we were in the water. I felt it. They were all looking at you. I was afraid I'd have to fight them off." My sister was smiling as she talked. So was I.
"No I didn't," I denied. In fact I had raised more than a few erections over the afternoon. I'd tried to hide them though – either rolling over onto my stomach or walking out into deeper water every time I felt the onset of one.
"My dropout boyfriend had the biggest penis on the beach," Liz said as she grabbed her digital camera from her purse.
"I didn't. Besides I'm not your boyfriend." My eyes jumped back and forth from the road to Lizzie's lap as she raised her skirt and the put the camera between her now spread legs. The camera clicked."Biggest by far," Liz added. "All the women were jealous of me. And you were my boyfriend. Everyone knew it. And you wanted to put your cock right here," she said as she brought the camera within an inch or two of her pussy. The camera clicked some more.
"I'm just average."
"Yeah, for a porn film star," she said as she slipped a hand onto my thigh. We were on the highway. Going like seventy miles an hour.
"Don't," I begged as I felt her hand caress me through my shorts.
"Hah! You see, you have another one," she accused as she traced my length. "My boyfriend has a big erection for his college girlfriend. He wants to fuck me."
"Somebody will see. And you're not in college."
"I want them to see. And so do you," my little sister accused as she slid my zipper down. A second later my cock was bobbing in the air. She brought the camera towards my bobbing cock. Click ... click ... click.
"You're my sister. We can't," I groaned as her palm closed around me.
"You're my handsome boyfriend Chris. Who wants to fuck his little girlfriend Emily so, so badly," my sister crooned as her hand started to slide up and down my shaft.
We got home. Unharmed. My cock had been hanging out of my pants the last half hour of the trip. Emily, yes she was back to Emily now, had left her skirt above her waist the whole time. The lips of her sex were glistening. The smell of her arousal and need was overpowering in the closed confines of the car. More than one trucker had honked at us as we'd hurtled down the highway.
****
I didn't say a word after I'd pulled up to the front door of our cottage. Instead I'd simply exited the car, cock still hanging out, and circled over to sis's side. Dropped my pants and then opened the door and lifted her out. We fucked the first time on the porch – on the swinging chair that hung from the beams. Almost broke the fucking thing. And yes it was fucking we did. Fast, hard, crazy, desperate fucking unlike anything I'd ever done before. With mom it had been different. With Lizzie we were just coming off six hours in which the two of us had been constantly aroused. We were young, horny teens. There was no stopping us.
It should have been a slow loving, caress filled coupling. Instead it was simply two animals rutting. Hungry animals. Highly sexed animals. Fucking. Lizzie was screaming seconds after I entered her. She was tight but she wasn't screaming in pain. She simply loved having her brother's big prick inside her.
She came quickly. I could feel her first orgasm as it moved in waves down over my cock. I just kept moving my hips, stabbing my penis again and again into her sopping cunt. Then minutes later she came again, a second, much more powerful orgasm that rippled repeatedly through her body. I erupted. That's what it felt like. A fucking eruption that started deep in my balls and exploded up my shaft.
An eruption that propelled ribbons of hot sperm deep inside her.
****
"So that's what having sex with your brother is like." I looked over at her. Lizzie was panting. Her dress was torn. Hell I hadn't taken the time to take it off her. The swing chair, one of its four chains detached, was hanging crazily.
"No wonder it's against the law," my sister added in a gasp. Seconds later our lips had crashed together. She clung to me, her arms tightly coiled around my shoulders, when I made to stand. Her legs circled my back as I tottered upright "More ... I want more ... much more," my little sister demanded as she reached down between our bodies and directed my cock back inside her.
I made it to the stairs leading upstairs, but then, instead of continuing up towards the bedrooms, I planted her on the third step and then took her at her word. I gave her as 'much more' as I possibly could over the next five minutes until her orgasmic screams echoed through the cottage.
When I was finished I simply picked her up and threw her over my shoulder and climbed the stairs to her bedroom. The rough wood of the stair I'd planted her on had left her ass red and welted. I gave her bum a hard slap as I carried her through her bedroom door. Lizzie squealed.
****
I'd known what I was before that day had started. The weeks with mom had ensured that. I was highly sexed. And I had a big cock and I wanted everyone to know it. I wanted to show them. I loved using it. And I'd loved fucking my mother.
But I'd never guessed that Lizzie was like me. Oh sure, after our talks and with her eagerness to go to the nude beach with me, I'd hoped. But not for what she turned out to be. The way she'd acted on the beach and then later in the car had proven it. And Lizzie, in her own way, had proven to be as equally good if not better than her mom.
The third time we made love that afternoon was in her bed. Then we fucked a fourth time that Saturday afternoon. In the shower. Standing up. Then, still naked, we'd cooked a late dinner. Barbequed T-bones.
I took pictures of Lizzie as she sliced tomatoes. She took pictures of me as I grilled the steaks. She sat in my lap as we ate our dinner. My cock was inside her all through the meal. Then later, in my bed this time, we filmed ourselves as we made love one last time.
I woke up Sunday morning to find my sister sitting next to me on my bed. My computer was in her lap. She was sipping from a glass of orange juice. The aroma of freshly percolated coffee permeated the room.
"Hey," I muttered, but with a big smile on my lips, as I languorously stretched my body.
"Hey you," Liz answered, then leaned over and gave me a tongue filled kiss.
"Sisters aren't supposed to kiss like that, I think it's against the law," I said with a grin when she'd pulled away.
"Are they allowed to kiss like this," my little minx of a sister asked as she leaned over and kissed the head of my cock. A second later she'd swallowed the whole cockhead. Sis didn't say another word over the next five minutes. I just groaned. Eventually I filled her mouth with cream.
"I downloaded the pictures we took before you got up," Lizzie said as she leaned over my body and reached for the laptop she'd dropped on the edge of the bed before she'd started to kiss my cock. "Our pictures ... from the beach ... from last night," she added as she clicked open MY PICTURES. "Look at us," Liz said with a giggle as the first picture appeared. It was one of the two of us from the nude beach. My arm was around my sister's waist in it. She was leaning into my body, her breast, its nipple straining, was pushing into my side.
"Little slut, pretty little slut sister," I said as my hand slipped onto Liz's breast.
Lizzie clicked onto the next pic. She had thrown her arms around my neck in it. The shot, that caught us in an embrace and from a sideways angle, caught my erection poking into her stomach. "Ha! Look at your penis. It's almost hard. In front of all those people. You are so sick!"
But her hand had reached out and circled my cock!
"What's in that folder," Liz asked as she clicked on another folder. It didn't open.
"Just some more pics from Onancock ... you saw them the other day," I answered.
"Why doesn't the folder open? I don't think I saw these ones."
"There just more of the same. They're nowhere near as good as these ones of you," I said as I clicked back to the pics of Liz and I in her bed.
"What's the password? I don't remember seeing them," she said as she clicked back to the protected folder.
"Sexonancock," I answered after debating with myself if I should let her see them. I knew I wanted her too but I had no idea how she'd react.
"I thought you didn't have sex at Onancock. That Bri didn't go with you," Liz said as she started to type in the password.
"She didn't."
"Then who?" Then I saw the light go off. "It was that married woman wasn't it? You said you didn't fuck her but you did didn't you?"
"Yes," I answered.



"Where was her husband? Did he watch?" Liz asked as the little picture icons started to appear.
"No, he was in Australia," I answered as sis clicked open one of the pictures. It was a picture of my mom. She was on her knees. My cock was inches away from her open mouth. She'd looked up toward me just as I'd clicked the picture.
"Australia ... oh myyyyy gawd." For seconds Lizzie stared at the screen wordlessly then finally whispered, "mommy? You and mommy?" She started to click through the pictures. I didn't say a word. I didn't have to.
We talked for hours that day. Between bouts of sex. I described every single thing mom and I had done.
"You won't stop will you? Even though daddy's home. You've fucked her since he's been back haven't you?"" she asked at one point.
"I'll never stop with either of you," I promised my sister.
"Good," she whispered back as she rolled on top of me.
Monday September 5th 2011
Mom and dad arrived back home at the cottage on Monday at just after eleven thirty in the morning. If they'd arrived any earlier they might have caught their two children in 'flagrante delicto'. We'd slept in. Then made love in one last desperate coupling. My cell phone had chirped at the moment of my orgasm. I called back five minutes later. Mom reported they were less than an hour from the cottage.
We should have had lots of time. But we showered together. Which led to a second coupling. A slower one. Fortunately we'd pulled on clothes before they'd arrived. So when dad and mom came through the front door of the cottage they'd found their children dressed, smiling and looking absolutely normal.
Neither guessed that their son's sperm was oozing out of their daughter's pussy as we shared a four way hug.
However we didn't fool mom for long! Mom somehow knew! I don't know how. That magic sense mothers seem to have. I mean she didn't know the first second she saw us but I think she'd figured it out by the time we got back home to the city that night. But she didn't mention anything to either of us that first night. But she didn't wait long!
"Listen to them," I whispered to my sister as I led her down the hallway towards our parents' bedroom. It was just before midnight.
"Oh my gawd," she answered with a sexy, inviting giggle in her voice. She was naked. My cum, which I'd pumped into her just minutes before, was trickling down her inner thighs.
"What are they doing?" she whispered into my ear as we stood outside the door. I pulled her back against me. Slipped my left hand down between our bodies and directed my still hard cock inside her again.
"This," I whispered back as I grabbed her ass and drove my cock home. A second later I had her on her back on the hallway carpet.
"They'll hear," she warned even as she wrapped her legs around my back. My parents didn't hear anything over their own lovemaking noises.
****
"It's wrong," my mother said. We were lying entwined on her bed. It was ten fifteen in the morning the next day. We'd just fucked. Dad had gone to work that morning. Sis was visiting one of her friends.
"Is it?" I asked as my hand started to move over her body.
"She's your sister." I'd wondered if mom was going to raise the issue before Lizzie left for school. Or if she'd wait until she'd gone.
"She likes the same thing you do," I told mom as I flipped her over onto her stomach.
"She's too young." Softly said. With little conviction.
"You left us alone," I accused. "Left me with her. You must have known. You must have wanted us to fuck. She loves my big cock."
"I didn't." My hand was on her ass as she spoke. A second later I found her puckered hole. I pushed a finger inside.
"Don't."
"Did daddy fuck you here last night?" I asked as I started to pump my finger.
"No!"
"We heard you ... Lizzie and I ... last night. You were screaming as daddy fucked you. We were in the hall just outside your door. I fucked Lizzie while daddy was fucking you."
"You shouldn't have."
"I took her to a nude beach last weekend. I showed her to hundreds and hundreds of men. Then we made love. Just like you and I did at Onancock."
"You didn't!" I pulled my finger from my mother's ass. Then I rolled on top of her. "Don't," she said as my penis probed for her puckered opening.
"Lizzie has a perfect ass," I answered as my cockhead disappeared inside my moms.
****
"Do you want to see the pictures of our trip?"
"Yours and Lizzie's?"
"Of your children fucking," I said as I clicked open the pictures. The first one showed my penis just about to enter my sister's mouth. Liz's tongue was licking my cockhead.
"You're a bad, bad boy," mom chided as she watched the pictures roll by. But her palm was circling my cock as she spoke.
"She knows about us," I answered.
"You told her? Told her that--"
"I told her that her mother loves her son's big, hard cock," I finished for her. "I showed her some of the pictures of us."
"What did she say? Was she--"
"She wants to watch us. Watch us doing it. She wants to be in bed with us when we fuck. She wants you to watch her."
"We can't," mom denied. Her hand was still working on my cock. Pumping it.
"She wants other people to watch us."
"At a nude beach?"
"Yes but also in other places. She wants others to watch us making love."
Mom didn't answer that last comment; instead she moved her body and sat on top of me. A second later she'd lowered her cunt over my cock.
****
"I'm not going back to school."
"Of course you are," I told my sister. It was two days later and just two days before Lizzie was scheduled to return to school for the fall term.
"I won't. It's not fair," sis answered as she rolled over on top of me. We were both naked. We'd already made love once that night.
"It's your last year. You have to go back ... graduate," I said even as Lizzie took my cock inside herself.
"I love you," I told her five minutes later. I'd just pulled my softening penis out of her. It was sticky with our juices.
"You'll have to visit me up at school." It was a demand.
"Of course I will. And you'll come home some weekends. Especially when dad's gone back to Australia."
"When's he going this time?"
"Late October," I provided. "The three of us will spend Halloween together."
"Mom and you and I?"
"Uh huh. I'm going to take my two little slave girls out that night."
"Take us where?"
"You'll see," I said with a leer.
"Other people will see us?"
"You'll be masked. But you won't be wearing much else," I promised.
****
The e-mail arrived at exactly ten fifteen p.m. on Friday the ninth of September. Lizzie was set to leave for school the next morning. Dad had insisted that he was going to drive her even though I'd offered.
I didn't open the e-mail when it arrived. I was making love with my sister. With my horny, highly sexed sister. It was our last night together. I didn't get to the email until just after one in the morning. The e-mail was from Australia. It was from my young investigator. The girl from Sydney.
There were five pictures attached. The first was of a young girl, maybe thirteen or fourteen.
The second was of a cute teen around seventeen.
The third was of a beautiful woman, in her mid thirties somewhere. She was undoubtedly the mother of the two girls in the earlier pictures.
The fourth was a picture of my father.
The fifth was a picture of the whole family. And yes that's what they clearly were. My father's second family. "Sweet Jesus," I muttered as I stared at the screen of my laptop.
"What is it?" Jen purred. She was lying next to me. Naked. Oozing my cum.
"I'm going to have to change my itinerary," I told my sister.
"What itinerary? For your trip to Asia?"
"I'm going to have to add Australia," I answered.
"To see daddy?" Lizzie asked as she raised herself up on her elbow. I didn't answer, instead I simply swivelled my laptop until it was facing her. For second after second she said nothing. Her face though couldn't hide her shock.
"We have sisters?" Lizzie finally asked.
"Two of them apparently," I answered as I continued to study my two step-sisters.
"I'm coming too," my sister promised.
"We'll see," I answered even though I knew that I was going to have to go alone.
THE END
This is the end of Book 2 of the Taylor family sagas. I hope you enjoyed it. In Book 3 Jimmy travels Down Under and discovers his father's secret and has to decide what to do about it. I'd love to hear how you liked this story – please take a little extra time and place your vote and then, if you'd like, send me an email or post a public comment. It's the only way we authors can receive your feedback.
And if you like my writing why not add me to your FAVORITE AUTHOR list. It's pretty easy to do. I also love hearing your suggestions and ideas for future stories. Thanks, jim scouries.
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1 - Miami Beach, Florida, 7:30 pm, Monday November 21st 2011
"SIT," dad ordered as both Paloma and I started to get up from the dinner table.
I looked resignedly over at my sister as we both slid back down into our seats. We both had recognized his tone.
"Your mother and I want to have a talk with you," dad added unnecessarily.
"I'm pretty busy dad... studying ... I've really got to get going," I protested as I again pushed my chair back from the dining room table.
"Me too daddy, big exam coming up," my younger sister quickly added as she jumped to her feet.
"SIT!" he ordered, his dark eyes drilling into mine.
"But--"
"Please Bobby, your dad and I have something important to tell you and your sister," mom said, interrupting me.
Both sis and I were wondering what we'd done wrong this time... as if we didn't know.
"Your sister's going to be home on Wednesday night...for Thanksgiving Weekend," dad finally started.
Looking across the table I could see that sis was as confused as I. What's Melissa got to do with this I wondered as I turned back to watch dad at the head of the table. For seconds he said nothing, a very rare occurrence for my father.
"And..." sis finally encouraged.
Dad still said nothing but then mom started up, asking, "You know we visited Melissa three weekends ago up at her college?"
Were we complete morons? Of course we knew! I looked guiltily across the table at my younger sister, knowing she was wondering the same thing as I -- had they somehow got wind of the wild Halloween party we'd held when they were away?
Our parents lapsed back into silence when sis and I said nothing. As I looked expectantly back and forth between them I couldn't understand their reluctance to get at it. Maybe they were hoping we'd admit to our sins.
"There's a problem with Meli," mom finally whispered.
"Whaaaat? Is Melissa sick?" Paloma screeched, asking the question that had risen to my lips at almost the same instant.
"Not exactly," dad finally answered after staring at mom.
"Not cancer?" I asked a millisecond after that dreaded word had popped into my head.
"Of course not! Your sister's just bringing somebody home for Thanksgiving," mom blurted in response.
"WHAT?" both sis and I ejaculated.
"A friend," dad said.
"A girl friend," mom added.
"What's that got to do with her being sick?" I demanded, now having no idea what the hell we were talking about.
My father, who had no ability to beat around the bush, suddenly spat out loudly, "Your sister's become a lesbian."
"Whaaaat? A LESBIAN?" I asked as I broke out into a grin, then laughter.
"You don't suddenly become a lesbian Carlos," mom instructed dad before turning to me and saying in her most firm and adult voice, "It's not a laughing matter Roberto."
I looked over to sis who had her hand covering her mouth and was clearly struggling to keep her laughter from joining mine. Both of us knew with absolute certainty that our sister, Melissa Carmela Martinez, was not a lesbian. Neither of us would ever forget the afternoon we'd spied on her as she'd lain writhing and moaning under her then male sweetheart. As he'd pumped his cock into her pussy.
"It's perfectly normal," mom insisted to my still smiling face that displayed my disbelief so clearly. Then I watched as she flashed a warning glance at dad.
"Being a lesbian isn't normal mom," Paloma chimed in. Which was a big mistake! Because for the next twenty minutes mom expounded, in a way only our mother was capable of, on women, sexuality, homosexuality, liberalism, religion, feminism, gay marriage, and on and on until the three of us forced to listen to her speech were glassy eyed.
I finally stood up and fled without a word.
2 - Miami Beach, Florida, 9:30 pm, Monday November 21st 2011
Dad was sipping a beer while he watched a hockey game on our thirty-seven inch flat screen TV when I entered his den and private sanctum an hour later. "Hockey?" I asked disbelievingly, knowing that dad had absolutely no interest in the sport. He simply mumbled and then turned back to the screen. I knew he wasn't watching the puck.
"Another beer?" I offered as I moved to the fridge behind the bar. A quick, almost imperceptible nod was his only reply.
I opened two Coronas and carried them back to the couch where I flopped myself down on the opposite end from dad, then stretched out an arm and handed him his. He looked at the beer in my other hand but said nothing. Although he knew I'd had the odd beer in the past this was the first time I'd ever attempted to just have a casual beer with my old man.
Another small nod came from him as he brought his beer to his lips and then half drained the bottle in one long gulp.
"You never should have sent her there...that school," I finally ventured after taking a drink from my bottle.
"I didn't send her to the bloody school," he spat out, sending beer flying as the spittle left his mouth.
"They're all lesbians at those schools, everyone knows that," I added, ignoring his outburst.
"Thank you Roberto for that wonderful advice. Mind you it's about three and a half years too late." Dad's deep, booming Latino voice echoed his displeasure around the room.
"Why'd she have to go north anyway...among all those lesbian Anglo Saxons. I mean what was so wrong with going to Miami and living at home? I am. A Latina girl up there-"
"Roberto," dad started and I could almost see the smoke coming from his ears, "your sister, who happens to be half anglo-saxon, and your mother, who is one hundred percent bloody anglo-saxon, chose the school. Against my advice as it happens-"
"Still," I interrupted.
"Roberto," he warned, every syllable of my name a warning to drop it.
"So what are we going to do about it?" I finally tried after we'd silently watched a couple of minutes of hockey.
"Your mother believes," and dad's tone conveyed quite clearly he didn't agree, "that we should just let it run its course, that-"
"Yeah but what are we going to do?" I interrupted.
"This weekend you better be on your best behavior," dad warned but with no real conviction in his voice.
"Have you talked about it with Dr. Singh?" I asked. Dad nodded quickly. "What did he say? Can we cure her?"
"He said it's complicated... That we have to find out what kind of lesbian she is."
"Huh? Kind? How many kinds are there? What do the various kinds do differently?"
"How should I know? He said just to watch them this weekend...see whats going on...don't do anything differently," dad stammered. "Then we'll talk after Melissa has gone back to school, make a game plan."
"Maybe I should talk to him," I offered.
"ROBERTO," dad warned again.
"But you're not going to let them sleep together when they're here are you? Do whatever lesbians do at night, when they're naked?"
"They will not be sleeping together in this house," dad promised in a voice that brooked no argument.
****
"Have you ever heard anything crazier?" I heard whispered into my ear forty-five minutes later. I jumped about three feet.
"Christ Paloma... you've got to stop that!" My younger sister, who'd just turned eighteen, a high school senior at Joseph Marti High, just grinned at me as she leaned over my shoulder and looked down at my computer screen.
"Stop what?" she asked with a grin.
"Stop sneaking up on people like that."
"You're checking up too aren't you? On lesbians," she said as she ignored my comment.
"Dad says we're to act normally, not say anything," I reported from my earlier conversation from dad.
"Yes, but what are you going to do?"
We talked excitedly for the next hour... my sister Paloma was the crazy member of the family.
3 - Miami Beach, Florida, 10:30 pm, Wednesday November 23rd 2011
Mom, not trusting either dad or I not to blurt out something inappropriate in the main concourse of Miami International Airport, had insisted that she and Paloma would pick up the "girls" as she referred to them. "You'll meet them here in our home, politely," she'd instructed dad but also included me when she shifted her eyes to mine.
I don't know what dad or I were expecting but Emmanuelle de Bonheur certainly wasn't it! She could best be described as a long haired, blond, runway super model with breasts. Tall, in fact easily as tall as my five foot nine inch older sister, and perfectly proportioned, she walked into the Martinez living room to find two dark haired Latino men standing with mouths agape. She was an instant hard-on generator.
"Bonjour, I'm Emmanuelle... call me Manny, you must be Meli's father," she said softly in a lilting French accented voice as she took my father's hand in hers. The high heels she wore just accented the curves of her calves and the length of her legs. Legs which were left amply displayed for us by the tight, hip hugging mini skirt that barely covered her delightfully rounded French derriere. Her pointed breasts, braless, moved freely under an ivory colored silk top. In her heels she was as tall as dad!
As dad stammered out a reply I felt my cock start to fill with blood. "And you must be Rrrrroberrrrto," she purred with a husky sexiness as she turned to me and gave me a hug while she planted a soft European kiss on each of my cheeks. Even though the hug just lasted seconds there was no way she missed feeling my cock as it butted up against her stomach. Great start I thought as we broke apart. My sister's lover had a twinkle in her eye as she moved back away from me.
We all sat down finally. We had drinks, dad even serving underage Paloma, something he'd ever done before, and we all acted as though everything was just perfect. A loved daughter and sister bringing a friend and lover home to meet the family.
Later, Emmanuelle was assigned Melissa's old bedroom, which in her absence had been converted into an upstairs den/playroom, while Melissa was gently ordered to bunk in with her sister. I'm pretty sure that my father patrolled the hallway outside my sister's room all night long.
4 - Miami Beach, Florida, 11:00 am, Friday November 25th 2011
"Are you coming to the beach with us today Roberto?" Emmanuelle asked when she came into the kitchen and found me sitting at the kitchen table a day and a half later.
She was barefoot and was drying her hair with a fluffy white towel. All she had on was a pink tank top and a pair of white boy shorts that would have made a Hooter's girl blush if she'd been told to wear them.
"Beach?" I asked as I took in the body my sister was apparently making love to on a regular basis. A very hot body.
"Meli said she'd take me. Where's Paloma, she can come too."
"She and mom went out," I answered as my brain tried to quickly figure out if this was a good idea or not. I could watch them I thought... talk to them... get the scoop with innocent sounding questions... maybe find out what kind of lesbians they were. I hadn't had a chance the day before. The beach would be the perfect place I decided. The hot sun just might loosen her lesbian tongue.
"Yeah sure," I finally answered, "South Beach?"
"South Beach what?" I heard from the doorway and turning saw Melissa in the doorway. She was also drying her hair and didn't have much more on than Emmanuelle. I watched as my sister held out her hand and then intertwined it with her friends. Emmanuelle gave Meli a quick kiss on her lips before putting her arm around her back. I just knew they'd been making out together in the shower. This is so fucked up I thought as I watched them. They both definitely needed some quality time with Mister Penis!
"I asked Roberto if he wanted to come to the beach with us."
"But... I don't think...you did?" Meli stammered.
What's her problem I wondered. Heck, we've been going to the beach together all our lives. She probably wants to make out with her or something I thought as I answered, "I told her I'd love to go... that is if you don't mind."
"But-"
"It'll be okay Melissa," the blond French girl assured Mel.
"Are you sure?" my sister asked.
"It might be fun," Emmanuelle answered, giggled, gave me an appraising glance, then winked at me and then hugged my sister.
What's this all about I wondered as I watched my sister's mouth gape open.
I found out about thirty minutes later, after I'd grabbed a quick shower and had gotten my beach stuff together. When, after driving to Collins Avenue, instead of turning right and south towards SoBe, Melissa turned the car north.
"That's the wrong way," I shouted from the back seat. "Heck, you go away to school and you forget where the beach is?" I asked sarcastically. Of course there was no way my sister could have taken the wrong turn.
"Manny wants to try the other beach," my sister said softly as she kept her eyes on the road in front of her.
Manny? Mel and Manny? Sounds like members of a boy band and not two lesbians I thought. "What other beach? We're not going to Hollywood or Hallendale Beach are we? Fort Lauderdale sucks."
"No... not there," my sister answered.
"It's called Allover I think," Emmanuelle said in her sexiest French accent as she turned in her seat and looked back at me. "I found it on the Internet."
"WHAAAAT!" I exclaimed when I'd figured out she'd meant to say Haulover.
My sister finally turned and gave me a quick glance before she turned back to the road. Her face was beet red. Which was almost an impossibility for a girl with her dark Mediterranean skin. "In France its normal to go naked on the beach," Melissa tried to explain.
"You've never been there Roberto?" my sister's lover asked.
Of course I'd been there! With my buddies. But to look at the naked female tourists, not to take my clothes off and hang out.
"You sunbathe nude?" I asked as I tried to consider the implications of going to the world famous Miami nude beach with them.
"Always," Emmanuelle answered as her eyes looked deep into mine, "I love to feel the sun and the water on my naked skin."
Fuck! "But...but I'm a man," I finally stammered out.
"I've seen naked men before," she answered and in a tone that clearly conveyed to me that she hadn't seen these naked men only on a nude beach. "I'm French," she added when she saw the confusion on my face. As if that explained everything.
As we continued the short trip north it actually wasn't Emmanuelle I was worried about, instead my thoughts turned to Melissa. I was going to see my big sister nude? She was going to see me? How gross was that? And what would dad think? As if I didn't know...that'll be a fun conversation I thought as we turned into the Haulover parking lot.
****
Within seconds of our arrival at the beach and our choosing a spot to lay out our towels and things, Emmanuelle had casually and quickly pulled off her top and shucked her shorts. Then she stood proudly naked in front of us, posing for us.
"C'mon you two," she finally laughed as her hands circled my sister from behind , hugged her and then started to lift Melissa's top up.
"Maybe we shouldn't... I mean with Roberto here and everything," my sister protested even as she lifted her arms and allowed her girlfriend to bare her. Melissa's full round breasts were left resting in a lacy white demi bra. "Manny... please," she protested as her lover undid her bra and let it fall to the sand. For seconds Emmanuelle cupped Melissa's breasts, hiding them from my staring eyes.
"Your sister's so beautiful Roberto," she said as she watched me. "Beautiful, beautiful breasts," she added as she let her hands fall and exposed the dark areolas and thick, erect nipples of my older sister. They were! Tits to die for. Emmanuelle may have had an extraordinary pair of tits but I wouldn't have traded five sets of them for the breasts my sister was displaying.
I watched spellbound as this beautiful blond Frenchwoman slowly pulled my sisters shorts and panties down and exposed her sex.
"You're shaved," I blurted as my eyes took in the bare lips and slit that sat at the juncture of Melissa's legs. My sister, now blushing furiously, tried to turn away from my probing eyes.
"I shaved her," Emmanuelle said proudly as she held her lover against her. I watched as her hands slid from my sisters hips down between her legs and slowly pulled her apart, exposing Meli's pink insides. My cock was suddenly huge.
"Don't," sis ordered as she escaped from her lover and sat down on one of the towels.
"And of course Melissa shaved me," Emmanuelle said as she stood watching me, her legs spread in an invitation to me to look. I did. And as I let my eyes slowly move over this incredibly sexy Frenchwoman I realized I was going to have no problem in learning everything I wanted to know about these two. But did I really want to know?
"Your turn," Emmanuelle finally said, her challenge clear. I saw Melissa quickly look up.
"Maybe later... I don't want to get burned or anything... I think I'll go for a swim," I delayed, not wanting them to see my hard-on.
"It's normal Roberto, normal for a young boy to get an erection his first time on a nude beach, especially an American," Emmanuelle said in a condescending tone. Her eyes were smiling though, challenging me!
Young boy? First time? American? Fuck you, I thought as I watched her laughing eyes. "It is?" I asked as I pushed my shorts down my legs. I heard two gasps.
Emmanuelle recovered first and said with a giggle, "They usually aren't that big though." Then she licked her lips provocatively.
And so I spent the afternoon on a nude beach with my sister and her girlfriend. And I slowly learned their story. My cock was hard about fifty percent of the time! Emmanuelle didn't seem to mind.
I learned how the two prettiest girls on campus had ended up rooming together in their second year at college. Dating an endless stream of boys from Dartmouth and Harvard and Yale. "We know all about men Roberto," my sister's lover said casually.
"Don't," Melissa cautioned, knowing that Latino men didn't have the same casual attitude towards female members of their family sleeping around as Frenchmen apparently did.
"About penises," she added as she ignored her friend.
"Maybe its better if I don't know everything," I tried to discourage.
"Beer and football, frat parties, that's all these American boys know," Emmanuelle said dismissively. "And then, when they're drunk enough, they think every girl they run into wants to suck their little penises."
"MANNY," sis protested.
"And as to any foreplay, most of these boys can't count to three let alone find a clitoris with their tongue--"
Jesus, I groaned inwardly as I listened to the French girl.
"But Melissa knows what to do with her mouth."
My eyes flashed to my again blushing sister. I think I was blushing as bright as she was. Does this French babe always talk like this I wondered silently.
"It just happened," she said as she looked down.
"It was the massage therapy course we took," Emmanuelle announced.
"You took a course in massage therapy? At school?" I turned to my sister. "What kind of College are you going to?"



"It wasn't a College course, it was an extramural thing," my sister protested as she sat up. Her breasts, jiggling with the movement, again drew my eyes.
"There weren't any boys in the class of course so we had to partner up with each other," Emmanuelle explained. "Your sister made my nipples ache the first time she touched them. Then my pussy," she said simply with a shrug of her shoulders. There wasn't a hint of shyness in the French girl's voice. Her puffy, pink nipples were just sitting there waiting to be sucked. Nipples that were a delightful contrast with my sister's thicker and darker ones.
"What school of massage therapy includes touching your partners pussy," exploded from my mouth. Bloody, northern, lesbian colleges I cursed silently.
"It wasn't the first lesson," sis interjected.
"We were practicing at home," Manny added with a leering laugh as she let her fingers move onto my sister's hip. "Then of course we got to the oral sex," she added.
"I'm sure Roberto doesn't want to hear about that," my sister insisted.
"That's for sure. American boys never seem to be interested in oral sex," Manny said dismissively.
Listen, I was a nineteen year old freshman at the University of Miami and someone who believed he was pretty sophisticated in the ways of women. But I hadn't met a French lesbian before! This was a girl who could, and who did, talk about every aspect of sex in the most open and blunt way imaginable.
I think both Melissa and I were shell shocked when we finally left the beach four hours later.
"She's lucky," Emmanuelle announced at one point in the proceedings. Just after she'd spent twenty minutes telling me about the pleasures of a female sixty-nine.
"Who's lucky?" I asked.
"Your girlfriend."
I was afraid to ask why. "You're definitely not going to meet her," I promised.
"Can she get all of it into her mouth? All of your beautiful cock?" she asked.
"EEE...MAN...UUUU...ELLLLLE!" my sister screeched in protest before I could say a word.
"Well it is beautiful... isn't it Meli?"
"He's my brother."
"I'm leaving," I announced.
"In fact," added Emmanuelle as she ignored us, "if I wasn't sleeping with your sister I just might..."
She didn't finish her sentence, instead she just grinned at my sister and winked at me. I had another hard on!
5- Miami Beach, Florida, Monday November 28th 2011
"You went where?"
"The beach... Haulover," I answered. I knew this was going to be a tricky conversation with dad. The girls had flown back to school late the night before. After our afternoon on the nude beach together on the Friday before I really hadn't gotten another chance to talk to them away from my parents or sister. This was my first chance to brief dad.
"The nude beach?" I nodded yes.
"You took your sister to a nude beach?" I nodded again.
"Did you take your clothes off in front of your sister?" Dad's voice was getting more incredulous and louder with each question.
"They took me! Christ pa, it was you who told me to get the lowdown on them."
"I didn't tell you to show your sister your bloody penis!" Dad wasn't happy.
"She's not a virgin dad... at least I found out that much," I said, trying to change the subject.
"Who isn't?"
"Emmanuelle," I answered.
"The lesbian? She's slept with a man? How do you know?" He couldn't hide his curiosity.
"I asked her."
"You were supposed to watch them Roberto... surreptitiously. You weren't supposed to--"
"She said I had a nice penis," I interrupted. Dad looked like he was about to have a heart attack.
"Your sister's lesbian French lover told you that your penis is nice?" dad finally spat out. "Are all French people perverts?" he wondered aloud.
"I think so, and I think she's done quite a bit of penile research," then added, "Melissa's not one either dad."
"NOT ONE WHAT?"
"A virgin," I said quietly, knowing Dad wasn't going to be happy.
"Somebody had sex with my Melissa? She told you? Who?" my father demanded. I think he was more pissed off at the idea that some man had deflowered his daughter than he was at her 'lesbianism'.
I did not tell my father everything I'd learned from the girls. Fuck, I wasn't stupid. Instead I gave him a hazy recap of the story Emmanuelle and Melissa had given me of how they'd drifted into a relationship. I tried to leave out all of the more lurid sexual details that Emmanuelle had been only to happy to share with me. For example I didn't bother dad with Manny's fifteen minute recital on the joy of shaving your partner's pussy.
"I'm going to talk to Dr. Singh Dad, I'm sure he'll help, he's bound to have some ideas," I ended.
"I'll come too," dad offered. But I was finally able to talk him out of it; instead I convinced him that it'd be better if I was able to give our neighbor the complete run down without him being there.
6 - Miami Beach, Florida, 5:00 p.m. Wednesday, December 1st 2010
"Robert!" I looked over my shoulder and saw Dr. Singh standing on his patio with a drink in hand. I'd spent the previous twenty minutes cleaning his pool, one of six pools that I cleaned and maintained as a part time after school job.
Dr. Singh, a native of Mumbai and a man who had come to America and Harvard for post graduate studies, was now a world renowned expert on lesbian psychology and had been lured to the University of Miami after he'd published a national bestseller on the subject six years earlier. He'd been our neighbor since he'd moved south.
"A drink?" he offered.
"You saw them?" I asked when we were seated and I had a beer in hand.
"How could I have missed them?" the good doctor asked.
"Can we cure her?"
"Ninety-three point six percent of lesbians can be cured," Dr. Singh announced confidently.
"They can?" What about the other six point four percent I wondered.
"Tell me what you learned," the learned doctor encouraged.
So I told him. In almost as graphic detail as I'd been told by Emmanuelle. He grilled me on their experiences with boys. Tut-tutted when I told him what Manny had said about American College boys cunnilingus abilities. Was interested to learn that they'd both slept with men.
"Frenchwomen are all bisexual my friend Robert," the doctor told me when I'd finished. "It's in their genetic makeup."
"It's not in Melissa's genetic makeup," I protested.
"Listen Robert you sister's case is a classic one. She's got her fiery Latin blood but it's tempered by her Anglo-Saxon side. She grew up in the tropics and then spends the years she's ripening into full womanhood in the snowy, cold north."
"Still--"
"I know what I'm talking about. The same thing happened to me. From Mumbai I was whisked off to Boston and Harvard when I was her age. They're passionless up there. So there's your poor, hot-blooded sister, yearning for a man who'll rouse her to the heights of erotic pleasure--"
I wasn't sure that the Doc's description of Melissa was one hundred percent accurate but I shut up anyway.
"—and thinking that the years of her college freedom would finally unleash a tsunami of orgasmic feelings that were just waiting to be unleashed by large, throbbing, thrusting penises--"
"Christ, you're as bad as Emmanuelle doc," I complained.
Doc Singh stopped talking for a second, then gave me a look and said, "You want to know the bottom line on this Robert?" Of course I did. "What Melissa needs is a man."
"I sorta had figured that out Doc."
"Is your sister bringing the French lesbian home for Christmas?" he asked.
"No."
"Good. So that'll give you three weeks to find her a man. To 'get her laid' as you Americans love to describe it. Properly laid. By someone who knows what he's doing. Who's got a nice, big cock."
The doc wasn't pulling any punches. "I don't think it'll be that easy sir."
"Would you prefer to celebrate Easter at a lesbian wedding on South Beach?" I shook my head, it was impossible to imagine such an event. Dad would shoot Emmanuelle before such a travesty befell the family. "Well then?"
"It's not much time to find a man for her. She'll be back home in just a couple of weeks."
"It's her final year up there isn't it?" I nodded. "That'll be the most dangerous time for all of you then. Two girls, in love, a huge decision facing them. Should they stay together? Get married? Go and live in Paris? You better do something at Christmas my boy," the doctor warned.
What could I say to that?
"You know Robert, in India it's up to the male members of the girl's family to act when a problem like this arises."
"Up to them to do what?"
"Cure her. Robert, if you can't find any other man to do the job then you or your dad will have to do step up to the plate and perform your duty. It's your responsibility."
"Sleep with my sister? Or have her sleep with dad? Are you nuts?" I asked incredulously.
"Why not? You love her don't you?"
"Well sure but--"
"Well then, you're halfway there."
"She's my sister."
"Were you sexually aroused when you saw her naked on the beach?" the doctor demanded.
"She's good looking," I answered warily.
"Did you get an erection?"
"There were other girls there, Emmanuelle ... tourists..."
"Have you dreamed about her since that day?" Doctor Singh pressed. He saw the answer in my eyes and pressed on. "She's a wonderful, beautiful girl. It's perfectly natural for a brother to have sexual thoughts about his sister. All boys do. Her future happiness is in your hands my boy."
"It's against the law," I protested.
"In India a man would act to save his sister no matter what the law said. His honor and his family's honor are at stake. Maybe Latino men aren't as concerned about such things," he answered.
He knew better than that! And so did I! "That's easy for you to say, you don't have to sleep with your sister."
"And how do you know I didn't have to?" the doctor snapped back. And in such a way and with such a tone in his voice that he momentarily stopped me.
"You didn't did you?" I finally asked.
"My father died when I was thirteen Robert. My mother and my three sisters were alone ... unprotected. Sometimes you have do things you didn't expect you were going to have to do Robert, sometimes you have to grow up faster than you thought you would," the doctor said, then stood up and walked towards his house. Just before entering through the patio doors he turned and said, "Come back tomorrow and we'll discuss your game plan." Then he disappeared inside. Our consultation was evidently over.
Doctor Singh had slept with his mother?
I dreamt of my sister that night. Naked. Knew I'd never find a boy for her in time. Knew that dad would never be able to do what was required. Could I, I asked myself even as my hand stroked my raging penis. Make her come? Put my seed inside her? Cure her of French bisexual lesbianism...
I'd have to I decided as the sperm spurted from the end of my cock. The only choice was me or a life of childless sorrow for Melissa.
I also realized as I watched my penis, still jerking out its thick cream, that I wanted to do it. That I'd wanted to it almost since I'd been capable of it, but that the desire had lain dormant below the surface for years. Melissa had always turned me on...
The next afternoon I told Paloma what the doctor had said. She surprised me when she reacted by saying, "Of course it has to be you. I've known that since I saw the two of them rubbing up against each other."
"You saw them rubbing--"
"Oh I saw a lot more than that," young, innocent Paloma answered.
"But it's wrong."
"Melissa is going to come back home to Miami," my sister answered, her words delivered with a fierce intensity in them that I'd never heard from her before. "She's going to come home, she's eventually going to get married ... and have children..."
"Still," I delayed.
"And it's up to you to make sure it happens." It was an order.
Paloma was onside. "You'll have to help," I told my little sister.
"Of course I will," she agreed.
7 - Miami Beach, Florida, Thursday December 16th 2010
Melissa flew home on the night of the fifteenth of December. I didn't get a chance to talk to her alone that first night. Father, on my suggestion, and with Paloma's agreement, had decided to bunk her in with her sister for the holidays. I'd wanted her close to Paloma -- I needed a spy. Our ruse was facilitated by dad having hired a contractor to redo Meli's old room and so my older sister had been faced with an empty, half painted room when she'd arrived.
"We wanted it perfect for when you arrive home in the spring," dad had explained.
"What if I don't come home in the Spring?" Melissa asked back.
"Then you'll have cost your poor father, a man who's slaved every day of his life since the raft carrying him from godless communism landed on American shores to provide for the children he loves so much, not only thousands and thousands of dollars but also his future happiness--" Paloma started.
She'd laid it on pretty thick but we'd wanted to get Melissa on the defensive right from the start. We only had three weeks.
That night, as Paloma and Melissa lay in their beds, my younger sister questioned her sister closely on her lesbian lifestyle.
And at eight a.m. the next morning I was shaken awake by my little sister. But it took me a second to realize who had roused me. The first thing I became aware of, a normal morning wake-up occurrence for me, was the tingling warmth radiating up through my body from my cock. As I stretched my body languorously I reached down to corral my hardness. My palm closed around my penis. I started to—
"Whaaaat are you doing?"
My eyes flew open. Paloma, in a pair of shorts and tank top, and sitting on the edge of my bed, was staring with mouth agape at my penis.
"What are you doing here?"
"Well I certainly didn't come to watch you doing that."
"You're supposed to knock," I grumbled as I covered my penis with my hand.
"It's very big," Paloma answered. Her eyes were still locked on my groin.
"What are you doing here anyway?"
"They've talked about getting married," my little sister started. Oh Fuck!
"They have?"
My sister spent the next twenty minutes briefing me on what Melissa had told her the night before. "She still wants to have children," Paloma finally said.
"Melissa?"
"Uh huh. And she wants to live in Miami. It's not even that she hates men. Or their penises," she added as I caught her checking me out again. And it hadn't been the first time in the last few minutes that Paloma had let her eyes drift downward. "She's confused. She loves Emmanuelle but ..."
I circled my penis with my palm and lifted up off my thigh and into air. "We'll just have to get her to love this," I said.
"Yes we will," Paloma agreed. Then she licked her lips.
****
"Beach?" I asked Melissa casually across the kitchen table two hours later. It was ten in the morning. Everyone else was out doing errands. It was time to start to put my plan into place. She nodded her agreement. She'd been home for fourteen hours.
"Can we take your bike?" she asked hopefully. My sister loved my motorcycle.
"Sure," I agreed.
"Can I drive?"
"No way."
"Roberto! Pleeeaaase?"
"I'll let you on the way home. If you've been good," I teased. Meli stuck out her tongue.
Ten minutes later she was on the back of my bike with her arms wrapped around my stomach. The breasts my eyes had feasted on at Thanksgiving were pushing against my back.
"This okay?" I asked over my shoulder as I turned my bike north.
"Haulover? Just us?" she asked while placing her lips against my ear, trying to be heard over the roar of the motorcycle.
"Yes," I yelled into the wind.
"We shouldn't, let's go to South Beach," she yelled back as she tightened her arms around my stomach. Her erect nipples were unmistakable as they poked through the t-shirt I was wearing. I revved the bike and kept driving north.
"What if someone recognizes us?" sis asked when we finally pulled into the parking lot.
"No one will be looking at your face," I promised my sister as I dismounted.
It was different that second time. We'd both known it as we stood self consciously over our towels. Without asking each other where we wanted to set up our things we'd both wandered to the most deserted section of the beach, a spot with no one within twenty-five yards of us.
We shyly removed our clothes, even turning our backs on each other as we stripped.
"This is weird," Meli said when she'd finally organized herself and was sitting naked on her towel. "A brother and a sister. We shouldn't have come. We're not French."
"I liked it last time. And besides, no one knows you're my sister," I said as I pushed my shorts down my legs. "People will think we're lovers."
"That's so gross. And you liked what?" Melissa's eyes were locked on my groin as she spoke.
"People watching me. Seeing you. You looking at my cock." I said nonchalantly as I stood in front of her.
"I didn't look at your cock," she protested.
"Liar." Then I noticed the short black curls that had sprouted over her mound since I'd seen her at Thanksgiving, "You're letting it grow back?"
"What?"
"Your hair," I said as my eyes roamed over her mound. A mound now sporting a frizzy coat of short, dark pubic hair.
"I just haven't shaved for a while," she said nonchalantly as she ran her fingers through her curls.
"I prefer it like that."
"You do? You shouldn't be looking anyway," she said as she sat and then lay back. Her languid posture and her spread knees belied her words. Her pose invited my eyes towards the pink slit of her pussy. Girls just love being looked at.
"Turn over then, I'll do your back," I said as I picked up the tube of lotion. My penis felt heavy hanging between my legs.
"You liked Manny didn't you? When we were here the last time," she added needlessly as my lotion filled hands moved over her upper back.
"She was okay... for a blond anyway." My hands moved caressingly over the firm roundness of her bum. "But I prefer Latinas."
"Hah! I was afraid you were going to try to steal her from me."
"Were you?" I asked as I gave her a quick slap on her rear.
"Stop that," she said with a giggle. Her body was hot under my hands. I could feel the tremors of her excitement. I lightly ran my fingers up and down her anal crack.
"It's your turn, do me now," I said after giving her ass another little slap. I lay down on my back. My sister slowly squeezed the tube of sun block and then both of us watched as a fat drop of cream fell onto my stomach and then pooled over my belly button. Melissa's hands started to spread the lotion over my chest.
"I bet you'd prefer that it was Emmanuelle doing this don't you?" she asked as her fingers moved over my nipples.
"No way," I denied.
"I'll bet you do."
"My cock too," I instructed when my sister made to move away.
"You're my brother," she answered even as she lifted my half hard penis from my thigh. "I'll need more cream," she added as she grabbed the lotion in her other hand and then squeezed a big gob of the white sauce over the head of my cock. "Don't you dare get an erection," sis warned as her fingers started to spread the cream.
Yeah sure, I thought. "My balls too."
"It certainly showed," sis said as her fingers found my balls.
"What did," I groaned out as I lengthened under her touch.
"Manny certainly knew you found her sexy, you had an erection almost the whole time we were here last time... Hey, I told you not to get one now. That's disgusting, I'm your sister." But she didn't seem in any rush to finish lathering up my private parts.
"How do you know it was because of her last time?"
"It was obvious."
"You're better looking."
"No I not, she's beautiful."



"You're way better looking than her," I said. My cock was full and standing straight up as I said it.
"I'm not."
"If you weren't my sister," I said softly as my eyes caught hers.
"But I am," my sister answered. "Your lesbian sister." Her dark, thick nipples were pointing at me.
"Doctor Singh told me over ninety per cent of lesbians can be cured."
"You talked to Doctor Singh about me?" She couldn't hide her surprise at the news. Or her displeasure.
"Dad and I went for a consultation. And do you know what he said?"
"You shouldn't have said anything to him. Daddy was there too?"
"He said it was up to dad or I to cure you."
"And what is that supposed to mean?"
"He said you need one of these things," I told my sister as my hand circled my cock and lifted it.
"That is soooo disgusting."
"And not just any one. A nice big one. One that you like. One you really want inside you. It has to be a man that you love if you really want to be cured."
"Yuck, penises are ugly," my sister announced as she jumped to her feet. "And who said I want to be cured. Or that I have something I need curing from."
"A nice big, hard, family cock," I said as I circled my penis with my hand and lifted it up in offering.
"Pervert!"
"Even Paloma thinks it's the best solution."
"PALOMAAAAAA! You told Paloma?"
"Did you see how much he loved it when you put the suntan cream on him?"
"Shut up! I don't want to hear another word about your stupid penis." But Melissa wasn't mad. "Now c'mon, I want to go for a swim," she encouraged as she stood and turned towards the water. I chased her -- my throbbing cock led me.
*****
"Do you know what she said?" Melissa asked me about twenty minutes later. We'd just run laughing from the water.
"Who?"
"Emmanuelle...She said that if we got married--"
"GOT MARRIED!" I ejaculated. "Are you crazy? Daddy'd kill her before he'd allow--"
"She said that if we got married, and if we decided to have babies, that she'd like you to be the father."
"Whose father?"
"Our child's. Then I'd be genetically connected to it too."
"Is she nuts? And who's going to father your babies? Does she have a brother?"
"It's just something she said. We're not going to do it."
"You can bet on that," I agreed heartily before adding softly, " there's no way dad will be ever able to do it."
"Do what?"
"It's up to me."
"What is?"
"Curing you," I said.
"You're crazy," my sister replied. But after seconds of trying to meet my steady stare her eyes dropped.
****
I let my sister drive the motorcycle home. She was wearing a cut-off tank top. My hands circled the bare exposed skin of her stomach the second I got on behind her. The hot engine was throbbing between her lesbian legs. She squealed when my hands moved up and under her top and squeezed her breasts. But she rode on...
"Next time we're going to talk about what your little pussy wants," I yelled into her ear as we roared south.
"There definitely won't be a next time," Melissa yelled back. I slipped a hand down across her stomach and slipped four fingers into her shorts. Then I rubbed her pussy through the thin material of her panties as the roaring motorcycle carried us home.
She was wet when we finally turned onto our street.
8 - Miami Beach, Florida, Saturday, December 18th 2008
The Christmas holidays are a pretty busy time for a family in the Cuban community of Miami. It's an endless round of parties and get-togethers and church masses and family dinners ...
It's dining and drinking with distant cousins and aunts and uncles that you only see once or twice a year. The men sit around smoking cigars while discussing sports and business and Fidel. The unmarried young men and women are paraded in front of other community members while family abuellas huddle in corners discussing possible marital matches.
Melissa, beautiful and now just months away from graduating college, was a prime subject of speculation everywhere we went that Christmas. Who would be a good match for her? Mind you I don't think my name was mentioned as a potential suitor for her! Little did they know...
So it wasn't like we, and by we I mean Melissa and I, were going to have a lot of time alone together during the holidays. I'd known going in that I'd have to pick my spots. It was only on the following Saturday morning that I got my next chance. Paloma was my co conspirator.
Every morning she'd continued to arrive in my bed to brief me on the previous nights discussions she'd had with her sister. Or so she said. But each time I awoke I found myself uncovered, the sheet somehow thrown off during the night. And I'd got the distinct feeling that Paloma hadn't been waking me up the second she'd entered the room.
So I got the lowdown on what Melissa was thinking while my little sister got the lowdown on her brother's penis. I didn't complain --in fact I liked it that my pretty little sister was obviously interested in my cock.
****
"You're running a 10K? You?" Melissa asked disdainfully as she looked up from the kitchen table. I had just arrived in the kitchen in my running shorts and tank top.
"He's doing it to raise money for breast research," Paloma told her sister with a leer. "That seems to be his main interest in life these days -- girls breasts," my little sister added. Then she winked at me.
"Breast CANCER research," I amended as I pointed to the pink ribbon pinned to my top. "Your little sister hasn't grown any yet so she doesn't feel she should help," I said dismissively. While perhaps slightly smaller than her sisters, Paloma's now eighteen year old breasts were already drawing attention wherever she went. She'd been teasing me with them, bending over so that I could see down her top or 'accidentally' bumping into me, over the previous months. And she knew I'd noticed them. Excellent breasts. Breasts made to have hands cup them as a big penis slid between them. Except, seeing she was my sister, I never should have had that thought...
"Ha, ha," Paloma said as she delivered a punch to my arm. "I can't, Mom and I are going to visit Aunt Carmela," she explained to her sister. "Wanna come?" Aunt Carmela wasn't really our aunt, instead she was something like a third cousin once removed. Melissa had never got along with her. None of us had really. As kids we'd always referred to her as the dragon lady.
"I think I'm supposed to..." Meli stammered, trying to think of any excuse to escape, as mom walked into the kitchen.
"Nonsense, your aunt's been eagerly awaiting your visit Melissa," mom interjected.
"She can't mom, Meli's promised to help me at the race." I smiled as I offered my sister a way to escape this dreaded duty.
My sister is no fool. She immediately latched onto the opportunity to miss being grilled by her aunt. "Somebody has to drive Roberto ... and hold his water bottle for him ... I might even run the last mile with him, it's such a good cause," sis stammered out. And so, after some arguing back and forth, it was decided.
"You know Melissa, you could use that massage course you took up at your College to help any runner that needed help, even Roberto," my younger sister suggested with a twinkle in her eye.
"You took a massage course at College?" mom asked.
****
"Paloma never should have mentioned that massage thing to mom," Melissa complained as she and I drove towards the starting line in downtown Miami twenty minutes later.
"She was right though ... I probably will need a lesbian massage when I finish the race," I answered with a leer.
"In your dreams little brother," my big sis answered.
****
The 10K had been scheduled to start at nine a.m. to beat the heat. And it was December so it shouldn't have been too bad. But as it turned out it was one of those Florida December days that feel more like August than winter. Hot and humid. 10K's was a killer. Melissa ran the last kilometer with me.
"That wasn't so hard," my sister said cheerfully as we crossed the finish line. Truth to tell it hadn't been. However yours truly slightly exaggerated how tough I'd found it. And the sweat rolling off my skin simply amplified my complaints.
"Hah," I scoffed through my gasping breath, "you only ran a couple of hundred yards." After downing a deep swallow from a proffered water bottle I started to walk towards where we'd left the car. Of course I limped.
"What's wrong?" my sister finally asked. I stopped. I pulled my shorts up off my right thigh and started to massage it. "My quad ... my hamstring too ... I think I might have pulled something," I said as I rubbed my leg.
I continued to complain once we'd got in the car. In fact I insisted that Melissa drive us home.
"Okay, okay, I'll give you a massage," Melissa finally conceded when we were almost home. I'd continued to complain during the whole drive, in fact I'd expanded my various hurts to include a sore foot on my other leg, a stiff back and a sore shoulder. "But don't think you're fooling me for a second Mister Roberto Martinez..."
But Melissa said it with a smile. I knew she wanted to give her younger brother a massage... to demonstrate all she'd learned up in her Yankee College.
And she might have been a lesbian but she couldn't hide her interest in the thing hanging between her younger brother's legs.
****
"You should shower first," Melissa said after we'd trooped inside. I did. Took a nice long shower. Then I walked into the girls room, where she'd set up her massage table, with my towel wrapped around my neck. I had nothing else on.
"You shouldn't walk around like that," Melissa chided. "It's rude. Besides, what if Paloma walked in and saw it?" I ignored her as I hopped up on the table.
"Stop complaining, your poor brother almost killed himself trying to raise money to save your breasts," I answered with a smile.
"My breasts are fine."
"Yes they are, beauties in fact," I agreed with a leer.
"Nut!" Meli answered as she picked up the tube of massage oil. But she was smiling. Even a lesbian is a sucker for a well placed compliment! "You know I've never massaged a man before so--"
My sister needn't have warned me of any possible shortcomings of her massage technique. Even having had learned her trade at an all female school she had clearly moved beyond the basics. And given that almost one hundred percent of her training had been with her lover, her massage technique naturally had a much larger sexual element to it than what might have been expected from a standard massage. Even when she was massaging a man. A man who was also her brother.
There was a sensuality in her touch that went beyond simple massage. Her fingers kneaded deeply and strongly into my tired muscles. But they also caressed. She took her time on my back. On my hamstrings. On my bum. For seconds one of her oil covered fingers lingered at my anus.
"Does Emmanuelle like it when you do that?" I asked nervously.
"No!" Melissa answered as she quickly pulled her hand away. I rolled over. My cock was like a flag pole aiming to the sky. Melissa pretended to not notice as her hands went to my left foot.
"Feet are important," she said as her fingers started to work their magic. She was in no rush.
"Maybe you should put my big toe in your mouth," I suggested.
"Shut up." So I did. She massaged my two feet. Then my thighs. My cock stood straight up the whole time. She tried to ignore it but her eyes repeatedly returned to it.
"Finished," she finally said triumphantly.
"You missed one part."
"I don't do those."
"Look how tense the poor guy is."
"I've never done one," she said even as her hand tentatively reached out to touch it.
"I'll tell you what to do," I promised.
"It's definitely very up tight. Does this help?" she asked as her palm closed around me and started to slowly pump me. My penis would have better been described as UPRIGHT.
"Twist your hand a bit each time you move it up and down," I instructed.
"Does your girlfriend ever do this for you?" Melissa asked.
"She's never taken a college massage course. Put your other hand here," I said as I grabbed her left hand and placed it on my balls. My sister may have been a lesbian but in the next few minutes she demonstrated she also understood advanced penile manipulation massage techniques. And how!
"Okay, I think we're finished," Melissa finally announced. But her hand continued to move on me. My cock was throbbing.
"Jesus, he's still pretty tense," I gasped out. I was close. "I think it'll just take a few more minutes and you'll have done it."
"You're not allowed to cum," she instructed. I was thrusting my hips off the massage table. Her fingers were flying.
It builds up and builds up until you can hardly stop yourself from screaming. And then in just one nanosecond the first explosion, the first ecstatic release arrives. And you don't care about anything else in the world besides the feeling in your cock and balls as the sperm rockets up your shaft and spurts upward into the air. Every pleasure receptor in your brain is overloaded, and then, just as that first wave of pleasure rolls through you the second one starts. And then the third. Again and again. I was hardly aware of the white cream as it spurted upward and then fell and splashed back down onto my naked body.
"That was disgusting!" But Melissa was smiling as she said the words.
"You did it," I finally gasped out. "Look, he's all soft and relaxed," I added as I lifted my still semi-hard cock from where it was resting on my thigh.
"It's not that soft," Melissa said as she watched my penis.
"There's still a little inside," I said as I moved my fingers up my cock, squeezing out one last thick globule of cum. I slid a finger across my cockhead and captured it. "C'mon here," I invited as I held my sperm coated finger out towards her.
She shook her head. "I don't want to," she denied even as she watched the cream coated tip of my finger. I reached out with my other hand and circled her waist. I then slowly started to pull her towards me.
"Boys are so yucky," she said as she continued to watch my finger. I slid my hand up her back until it was resting on the back of her head.
"It's yummy," I lured as I waved my finger inches from her mouth. I continued to pull her forward. Her eyes were dancing pools of excitement.
"It's not!"
"Roberto's special cream, whipped up by his beautiful sister," I said as I rubbed my finger across her closed lips.
"I did not," she started to say but before she could add one syllable more I pushed my finger between her lips. She mumbled in protest. I slowly pumped my finger into her mouth. After seconds of resistance her tongue finally started to move. She licked the finger clean. Swallowed.
"You shouldn't have done that," she protested when I removed my finger from her mouth.
"There's much more," I said as I pointed to the pool of cum that had gathered around my belly button.
"I won't!"
I didn't answer, instead I simply held her eyes with mine. It took almost thirty seconds but she finally dropped her eyes.
"Why should I?" she asked as she dipped a finger in the creamy pool.
"Use your tongue. Lick it, I want to feel your tongue on my skin," I half begged, half ordered. "I know you use your tongue on Emmanuelle."
"I shouldn't," she said even as she lowered her head towards my stomach. But she purred like a contented cat as she lapped up her brother's seed. My cock, hard again, almost shot out a second load as her tongue cleaned me.
"That's the very last massage I'm ever going to give you," my sister promised when she'd finally finished.
"Next time I'm going to eat you," I told Melissa as I got up off the table.
"You are not!" I stuck out my tongue in answer. "Boys are hopeless at that anyway," she added. So I kissed her. On the lips. Hard. Hungrily. When I let her go she was whimpering. I could smell her need. Her bisexual side was showing.
****
The days passed. Parties. Family dinners. Trips to the beach with friends. Paloma visited me every morning to deliver her updates. And to check out her brother's cock. One morning, anticipating the timing of her visit, my cock was shooting out a thick strand of sperm just as she came through the door.
"Boys are so sick," my little sister said after I'd finished.
"Don't you dare think I'm going to let you become a lesbian too," I warned back.
"Hah! You probably love that. It'd give you a chance to take MEEEE to a nude beach. To see my breasts."
"What breasts? Those little bumps," I teased back.
Paloma didn't say a word. Instead she simply lifted the cut off tank top she happened to be wearing. Then she stared into my eyes, challenging me not to look. Of course I looked. Paloma had perfect breasts! And watching them I knew I wanted to fuck my younger sister as badly as I wanted to fuck Melissa.
9 - Miami Beach, Florida, Thursday, December 23rd 2010
I lightly tapped on the girl's door, then turned the knob gently and pushed it open. It was two-thirty in the morning. I was naked.
"Mom?" I heard whispered in the darkness as I walked into the room. It came from the left, from the direction of Paloma's bed.
"Shhhh," I whispered.
'Roberto?" Paloma's bedside lamp lit up. "What are you doing?" I held my finger to my lips as I approached Melissa's bed.
"Oh my gawd, you're naked," my little sister gasped.
"Shhhhhhhh," I instructed again as I continued towards my big sister's bed. "And turn out the light."
"She'll wake," sis whispered as she hopped out of bed. "You're not going to--" Paloma was wearing a white tank top over pink pajama bottoms. Her breasts danced under the thin cloth as she moved to my side. When I pulled Melissa's sheet back I found that she was wearing a satin, ivory colored sleepshirt. The top button was undone. All she had on under it were a skimpy pair of lace trimmed white panties.
"Undo the other two buttons," I ordered.
"You can't ... please Roberto, not like this."
I ignored Paloma's protests and instead bent over and undid the two buttons myself. Then I slipped the shirt off her shoulders and bared her.
"You can't, yours is too big."
I looked over at Paloma and found her eyes now locked on my cock. And as I watched her I realized that mine had probably been the first one she'd ever seen 'live'.
"They're all like this," I said, then moved my fingers to the lace fringed top of Melissa's panties. A second later my sleeping sister was nude.
"They're not all like that."
"Go back to bed. And turn out the light," I ordered. Paloma retreated until the back of her legs hit her bed. She sat. But she didn't turn out the light. Instead she watched as I climbed up on Melissa's bed and positioned myself on my knees between her legs.
"What are you going to do?"
I spread Melissa's knees and then slowly lowered my head until my tongue found her inner thigh. Paloma, her mouth gaping open, didn't say another word as I licked my way upwards.
I ate my sister. Afraid of waking her too soon I went slowly, gently at first. I wanted her right on the edge of orgasm when she woke.
A soft groan finally escaped my sister's lips. Her body below was already wet. In her sleep she'd splayed her legs wide open. My lapping, licking, sucking, kissing tongue had already roused her clitoris and caused the lips of her labia to engulf with blood and open.
"Ohhhh Manny," escaped my Melissa's still sleeping lips. I felt unconscious hands seek out the back of my head.
I lifted my head and turned to look at Paloma. She was sitting on the edge of her bed. I could see her hand moving inside her shorts. "Turn out the light," I hissed. For a second I could see the protest in her eyes. Then she leaned over and flicked the switch.



"Ohhh gawd Manny," Melissa groaned. She was slowly waking. I ran my tongue slowly over her clitoris before pushing it inside her. The smell of her sexual need was almost overpowering as I lapped up a first vaginal discharge.
Then I felt her stiffen as she realized it couldn't be her girlfriend. "Paloma?" she asked incredulously as I continued to lap up her juices. A small orgasmic spasm radiated out from her center.
"What do you mean by Paloma?" my younger sister demanded as she flicked on the light switch. Looking up from the pubic curls of Melissa I saw that Paloma's hand was still inside her panties.
"Roberto!" Melissa screeched. I lowered my head. I put my hands under Melissa's bum and grasped her firmly. She started to squirm, trying to escape. My tongue flickered over and around her sex. I slipped a finger through her anus and up into her ass.
"Don't... Paloma ... help me," Melissa pled. I ignored her. At first she tried to push my head away. But she couldn't deny her body. Soon her hands were tightly holding me against her as she groaned out her ecstasy. She came. Loudly.
When I finally pulled my drenched lips from the mouth of her sex Melissa was still trembling,
"You shouldn't have done that. It's not right ... and Paloma saw it too," Melissa complained.
"It's your fault! You shouldn't have encouraged Roberto like you did," Paloma accused in from across the room.
"My fault! How was it my fault?" Melissa demanded.
Paloma ignored her. Instead she threw out another zinger. "And Roberto did a much better job than that weird French girl ever did. You should have heard the noise you were making. I don't know how mom and dad didn't hear your shrieks."
"Tomorrow night I'm going to show you what else Roberto can do," I promised as I slipped out of Melissa's bed. "I'm going to give a very special Christmas present." I held my erection out toward her. Then I turned and left.
"He's sick Paloma ..." I heard Meli say to her sister as I walked down the hall to my room.
"What do you think Roberto's going to give me for Christmas?" Paloma asked back.
****
"She said what you did was wrong," were the first words I heard the next morning. "That she never would have let you if she hadn't been asleep."
"What time is it?" I asked as I opened my eyes. Paloma was again sitting on the edge of my bed. She was naked. Her hand was holding my cock.
"What do you think you're doing?" I asked as I tried to pull back from her. She kept holding me.
"I asked her why, if she was such a big lesbian, did she make so much noise."
"You did?"
"Uh huh. I told her it wasn't right that she and that French girl had taken you to the nude beach and shown you their bodies. I asked her what did she expect when she showed you her breasts and pussy."
"What did she say to that?" I asked. Paloma was still cradling my penis in her hand.
"I also told her I want to see you put your big Christmas present in her."
My present was getting big! "Sometimes you're a very bad girl Paloma," I chastised.
"I'm going to give Melissa's present a kiss for luck," she answered. Then she bent over and kissed my cockhead. She might have ended up doing more than that if mom hadn't chosen that exact moment to call up to her children.
Paloma was licking her lips as she backed out of the room. What was happening to my sisters?
10 Miami Beach, Florida, Friday, December 24th 2010
They were both still awake when I pushed open the girl's bedroom door the next night. A door they'd purposely left ajar.
It was two in the morning. It was Christmas Eve. Time to deliver Melissa's present!
I'd wrapped my cock and balls in bright pink Christmas wrapping paper. A large, white Christmas bow held the paper on. The only other thing I had on was a Santa hat. "Ho, ho, ho," I said as I walked into the room.
"Santa?" Paloma whispered. She flicked on her bedside lamp. She was in her PJ's.
I immediately saw that Melissa hadn't bothered to dress up for Santa's visit. She was naked. She had a red paper heart stuck in her dark pubic curls. She clearly wanted Santa to cum down her chimney.
"You shouldn't be here," Melissa said. I walked over towards her bed, only stopping when my knees hit the mattress.
"There's a card," I said as my brightly packaged penis bobbed in the air.
"You're a pervert," she answered as her fingers gingerly reached for the Christmas gift tag that hung from the ribbon. "A Special Present for my Favorite Sister in the World", she read.
"What about me? What am I?" Paloma asked from her perch across the room. I ignored her. So did Melissa. Instead she pulled the ribbon. A second later my cock was free.
"It's very big," my sister announced as her hand closed around him.
"That's what I said," Paloma announced.
"Shut up Paloma," Melissa instructed.
"Yes, shut up," I agreed as I climbed onto Melissa's bed.
There was no foreplay this time. No kisses ... no touching of breasts ... no probing fingers. Instead I simply pushed inside her. Meli groaned as I stretched her. But she was already wet.
"Don't hurt her," Paloma warned from across the room. "Lesbians aren't used to those things."
Melissa may not have been used to 'those things' but she certainly welcomed her present. Her legs curled around my back and then locked together as my hips started to move back and forth.
"Fuck me ... fuck me Rrrroberrrto," she demanded as she wrapped her arms around my neck.
A flash bulb went off! "She's a slut," Paloma announced when I looked up and saw her pointing her digital camera at us. Then I turned back to Melissa. Then we both started to go crazy. Wild. Noisy. Paloma, hovering in the background with her camera, was forgotten by both Melissa and I as we made love.
My sister hadn't had a penis in her for over eighteen months. But she certainly hadn't forgotten what to do with one! And quite simply it had never been anything close to as good for me with any other woman. As I knew it hadn't ever been for Melissa. We just fit.
Was it the element of taboo that took it over the top? The fact that my cock was in my sister. Maybe that was part of it. But most of it was the fact that we were two horny kids and we were both making love with someone we truly loved for the first time in our lives. It was impossible to hide our need. And Paloma's pictures, taken continuously as Melissa and I fucked, clearly showed it when we saw them later.
We both came quickly, easily, noisily. And as her orgasm rippled up and down my cock, thick, hot creamy strands of her brother's sperm, my sperm, pumped into her depths.
Panting, gasping even, it took us minutes before I finally rolled off my sister.
"I love you," she whispered.
"What about your French lesbian lover," Paloma demanded from the peanut gallery.
"Who said I was a lesbian?" Melissa asked back.
"Hah! And you shouldn't have ejaculated Roberto... not inside her," Paloma said as she aimed her camera at my now semi-hard penis. My sperm was dripping from the end of it as I rolled off the bed and stood up.
I bent down and lifted Melissa up into my arms. My cum was oozing out from between her legs as I spun around and started towards the door.
"Where are you going?" Paloma demanded.
"We need a little privacy," I said as I carried my naked sister out the door.
"That's not fair," Paloma complained to my back. "You've already given her her present. She doesn't need another one," my younger sister yelled at my departing back. "What about me?"
I gave my big sister's pussy three more presents that night. And then I deposited one in her mouth.
Melissa was not a lesbian when she woke up the next morning. She was her brother's lover.
11 -- Christmas Day
Of course it was Paloma who woke us just after nine-thirty the next morning. She was dressed. Melissa and I weren't. "Mom and Dad are waiting for you," she told us after she'd shaken us awake. "Breakfast will be ready in five minutes. We're all waiting to open the presents."
I didn't answer. Instead I leaned over and kissed my big sister. A second later I was inside her. "Tell mom we'll be ten minutes, that we have to shower first," I told Paloma as I turned and looked up at her. She ignored me; instead her eyes were locked on her sister's sex.
"Doesn't it hurt?" she finally asked Melissa.
"Roberto's a bad, bad brother ... he shouldn't never have done this," Meli answered. But her words couldn't block out the needy groan that followed them.
"You're the bad one," my little sister told Melissa. "Touching Roberto's cock like that, making him big."
"You don't know anything about it," Melissa answered.
"I know lesbians aren't supposed to suck penises," sis said haughtily as she turned toward my open bedroom door. Then, after yelling down to our parents that we wouldn't be long, she then turned and watched every second of our lovemaking. And she gave us a running commentary.
The thought that something was definitely going to have to be done about my little sister crossed my mind even as I stuck my tongue into Melissa's mouth.
****
It turned into a typical Christmas day at the Martinez's. The five of us ate a sumptuous brunch mom had prepared that included all the Cuban Christmas specialties. Then we opened our presents.
In the afternoon the five of us went on our normal Christmas Day tour -- a tour that took us first to Aunt Marisa's house and visits with her family and then on to the homes of just about every relative we had in Miami. And we have a few! Of course food and drinks were served at every stop.
Which meant that by the time we got home we were all stuffed and somewhat tipsy. And then, after what was supposed to be a refreshing siesta but which for Melissa and I simply turned into another opportunity to make love, we all trooped off to church for mass.
At just after ten that night, after we'd returned from church, we all sat down to dinner. Roast pork, rice and black beans, and plantain. Served with wine. We had it every Christmas.
Melissa saved her announcement for the dessert course. Which was bunuelos and turrones. And that was after dad had served us all mojitos, even Paloma. So we were all feeling pretty good when Melissa stood up and told us she had something to tell us.
"I just want to tell you daddy that I'm not a lesbian anymore," were the words she delivered towards the head of the table.
Dad's mouth opened in shock. So did mom's. "You're not?" he finally sputtered out after checking to see his wife and children's reaction.
"I'll be coming home as soon as I graduate. My room will have to be ready by then."
Father by then had leapt to his feet. And had taken Melissa in his arms and lifted her up and swung her around even before the last words had slipped from her lips.
"Of course it'll be ready. And so will your new car, your graduation present," dad said happily as he twirled her around.
Later, much later, after dad had proposed more than one toast to his beautiful daughter, Melissa and I found ourselves back in my bed. Paloma was again hanging around. "You pretend you're a lesbian and you get Roberto and a car," she groused to her sister. And since Melissa was engaged in performing fellatio on her brother she didn't answer.
"While I--"
"Go to bed Paloma," I ordered.
"Why do the bad girls always get the men?" she asked back.
"Out," I ordered as Melissa started to deep throat me.
****
When exactly did mom figure it out? It certainly wasn't Christmas Day nor perhaps even the day after. But I think she figured it out on the twenty-seventh. Two kids in love can't hide their love for long from someone as observant as mom. There are just too many clues. Smiles, touches, giggles, kisses ... things perhaps siblings do but not in the way we were doing them.
So she caught on. And both Melissa and I knew that she had. But Mom didn't say anything. Not at first at least. In fact she didn't say one word to me during all the time Melissa was home that holiday season. And knowing that she knew and that she hadn't done anything to stop it made us even more brazen in front of her as the days passed.
More blatant touches and hugs. A long kiss under the mistletoe while our mother watched. Having mom in on it somehow helped legitimize what we were doing.
Dad of course had known what Doctor Singh had recommended. That we should try to get Melissa laid while she'd be home. He'd even heard the suggestion that it might be up to us to perform the cocking. But he'd looked horrified and scoffed when I'd told him what the good doctor had said and he'd literally buried the thought somewhere deep in his subconscious. So it took dad a couple of days longer for the bulb to go off. But eventually even he couldn't miss it.
In fact I was watching him at the exact second I believe the truth finally penetrated his brain. It was Friday the thirtieth. Five days after Christmas. The whole family was sitting on the back patio. Melissa and I were lolling together on the swing chair. My arm was around her. We were laughing, almost oblivious to the others in our love. I just happened to look up at dad and I saw it as sudden awareness flashed across his face.
Dad didn't say one word. Instead, over the next hour, as he downed beer after beer, every once in a while I'd see his head nod. And I knew he was talking to himself. Somehow trying to grapple with the reality of his son fucking his daughter. Of wondering if the cure was worse than the disease. And perhaps even recriminating himself for leaving the job to me!
12 - New Year's Eve
New Year's Eve we celebrated together. Just the five of us. Paloma had ditched her latest only weeks before and my current girlfriend was up in New York with her family. So the five of us ended up dining and dancing at one of the most popular Cuban halls in South Florida.
I danced with Melissa. With Paloma. With mom. In fact I danced with just about every woman in the hall. As did dad. We were happy. In fact I think that we were as happy as we'd ever been. In spite of everything that had been going on.
Melissa and I celebrated the New Year in my bed. Loudly. With bells and whistles. When I woke the next morning I found Paloma curled up next to me. She was naked. She'd slipped into Melissa's and my bed sometime during the night.
Melissa pretended to be not pleased when she discovered her younger sister's presence. We kicked her out.
13 - Miami Beach, Florida, January
Melissa left on Saturday the eighth day of January to go back to school. I drove her to the airport. We'd been making love for fifteen days. Almost non-stop. In almost every conceivable position. I'd filled every opening in her body. We'd fucked. And sucked. And kissed. We'd laughed ... and cried. We'd paraded nude on the beach before a thousand pairs of eyes. I kissed my sister on Lincoln Road as tourists and locals streamed around us.
We knew our parents knew what we were doing and yet they said nothing. We'd let Paloma watch us.
We'd been shameless.
And yet we'd really never talked about the future. Just that she'd be coming home once she graduated. That eventually she'd settle down and marry and have kids. As I would.
We hadn't had to tell each other what we both knew. That we'd never stop now that we'd started.
"Luv ya," I whispered as we stood in front of the airport gate.
"You better," she answered, then captured my lips in hers. For minutes our hungry tongues probed. She felt my hardness grow against her stomach.
"And you better not let Emmanuelle do that anymore," I warned when our mouths finally separated.
"We live together," Melissa teased.
"You better not," I teased back.
"A cold, stormy, snowy New England night ... the power goes off ... two innocent coeds needing to stay warm..." Melissa was trying to keep her giggles in as she spoke.
"Well you can tell sweet little Manny that you brother is going to come up to visit you next month and that if she thought she could get away with taking advantage of a Martinez girl she's got another think coming."
"And what's my little, baby brother going to do about it?" Melissa asked as she squeezed her body even tighter against me. Her face was a glow with happiness.
"Oh I think daddy and I will think of something," I promised.
"Daaaaddy?"
"Yes I think your father is going to have to teach our French friend something about Latino machismo. I'm going to have a long talk with him when I get home."
"Hah! You are not." I smiled. I could see her nervousness. "You better not," she warned.
"He's going to put your pretty little lesbian friend over his knee."
"He will not."
"And then I think he's going to introduce her to a nice big Cuban-American cock."
"That is so disgusting!" My sister said. Then she leaned into me and pushed her tongue deep into my mouth. A second later she was gone...
****
It was just after ten at night when I got home. I found my father in his den.
He and I had been sitting in the den for over a half hour, sipping beer as we'd watched Lebron and D Wade make fools of the Lakers, before he brought up the subject I knew he'd been dying to broach.
"You know I love you Roberto," he finally said.
"I love you too dad," I answered, knowing much more was coming.
"You shouldn't have had to do that ... to do ... it wasn't really fair to ask you to do--" Dad was incapable of putting what Melissa and I had done into words.
"Doctor Singh said it was the only way."
"It's just that I feel I should have done something, that it was my job," dad said with a helpless tone in his voice.
"I knew you couldn't ... and I knew the family would never be the same if Melissa had married--"
"That bitch!" dad interrupted. He clearly hadn't forgiven the sexy Frenchwoman.
"You should have seen her naked dad," I replied with a grin, trying to lighten his mood.
"I don't know why the government lets them in the country," he answered.
"We should only allow French lesbians into the country if they come by raft, like we did," I agreed. Dad smiled, he knew I was joking.
"Well at least Melissa's cured," dad said, then after a moment's hesitation added, "thanks to you."
"Do you know what Doctor Singh said when I told him what happened?"
"You told him? That you--" I nodded. "Maybe you shouldn't have told him everything. He might think--"
"He's Indian dad, he understands." I really hadn't discussed it yet with Doctor Singh. I was making it up as I talked.
"Still--"
"He said it might not be over."
"But she's cured. You cured her."
"She's gone back up north. They'll be together for the next four months. That French girl--"
"That BITCH!"
"Doctor Singh said she'll never give Melissa up without a fight. That it was almost a certainty that she'll try to win her back. He told me about one case he had--" I let my words hang in the air. I waited.
"What case?" dad finally asked.
"Doctor Singh thought he had cured one of his patients. This was a couple of years ago. And then later he found out he hadn't. His patient's girlfriend actually drugged her and then handcuffed her to a bed. Then she did lesbian things to her ... for seven days straight..."
"I'll kill her," dad threatened. "I shouldn't have let her go back."
"We'll have to go up there dad. Doctor Singh said to wait a month or so ... then we'll go up there and make sure--"
"I'll have to go?"
"Yes! Doctor Singh said it would be imperative."
"Would I have to--"
I slowly shook my head yes. "And you'll also have to punish the French girl."
"I will?"
"She can't get away with what she's done to Melissa dad."
"No, she shouldn't," my father agreed.
"In fact I think a good spanking just might be in order," I suggested. "You could put her right over your knee."



"Like that Marquis de Sadism guy used to do," dad said. "He was French too wasn't he?"
"Someone has to make her pretty little lesbian bum burn. And then--"
"I'm married."
"Do you really think mom wants Melissa to end up in the arms of that lesbian?"
"And I'd be doing it for the family. For both our ancestors and our Martinez descendants," dad mused.
"I liked it dad. I love her."
"Liked it? Having sex with your--" My father couldn't finish his sentence.
"Yes," I answered.
We talked for another ten minutes before I finally got to my feet to leave. I'd told him exactly how I'd felt. How she'd felt. Then, just as I was about to go out the door, I stopped and turned back. "You know dad we may have another problem. Paloma said something to me the other day. Something that's got me worried."
"Paloma? Is something wrong with Paloma too?"
"I don't think it was that good for her to have seen Melissa and Emmanuelle together. Doing what they did." I could see immediately that my father was horrified. Paloma was his favorite. Heck, little Paloma, although no longer little, had, as the baby in the family, always been all of our favorites.
"At Thanksgiving? She saw them? Together? Doing things?" My dad certainly wasn't going to articulate 'what things' he was imagining. It was enough for my purposes that he was thinking them.
"I think Emmanuelle slipped into their bedroom one of the nights she was here. She heard them."
"That goddamn French bitch! I swear on the memory of my mother that she is going to pay when we get up there."
I let dad stew on his thoughts of revenge a few moments before I threw in the piece de resistance, "Paloma thinks maybe she's one too."
"One what?"
"She was far too young to see something like that. She's still a virgin."
"Of course she's a virgin," exploded from my father's mouth.
"She told me that her boyfriend wanted her to touch his--"
"That little bastard Rafael?"
"It was a couple of months ago. He rubbed his penis up against her as they danced. Whispered in her ear that he'd like her to kiss it. Of course she said no."
"I'll kill the little prick." Dad was fuming!
"Then it was Thanksgiving and she saw Melissa and the French girl in bed. Heard them. Paloma told me that Emmanuelle came into the bathroom one day when she was showering."
"When Paloma was naked? What did she do?" my father demanded.
"Nothing that time. Well, she sorta rubbed up against her. Pretended it was an accident."
"Accident my ass. That bitch is going to know what a Martinez cock feels like before I get through with her."
"It excited Paloma. She told me she's been dreaming of girls ever since. Naked girls."
"She'll need to be cured?" I nodded yes. "By you?"
I shook my head no.
"But how?"
"You'll have to do it. Doctor Singh agreed," I added as I saw the protest form on my father's lips. "He said our whole family could fall apart if you don't stop it once and for all. You're the head of the family."
"You told Doctor Singh about Paloma ...I'm married ... your mom..."
"Mom doesn't want another lesbian in the family dad. And she knows about Melissa and me."
"She does? You told her? She never said anything to me."
"Of course not. She just knew."
"Did she say anything to you?"
"No but she said something to Melisa."
"What'd she say?"
"Just to be careful. I think she knew I'd never hurt her. Dad, mom liked the idea of Melissa with that French girl even less than we did."
"Still."
"Do you think mom wants Paloma to end up in the arms of some foreign lesbian? Maybe a Bulgarian or a German. Do you know what kinds of things German lesbians get up to?" Dad may not have but he could imagine it.
"You're going to have to do it soon... before it's too late," I added. I left it at that. I knew I'd given dad a hell of a lot to mull over. Perhaps too much. He left the den shaking his head.
I heard them that night. Twenty minutes after dad had left the den it had started. I was sipping a beer and watching the news when I heard the first cry. Mom and dad. Making love. It was exciting to hear it. So much so that after a couple of minutes of it I got up off the couch and moved to the door of the den. Their bedroom door was open. I inched silently down the hall until I was just able to see inside the room.
Mom was on her hands and knees in the center of their king size bed. My father was fucking her doggie style. I pulled my sweatpants down to my knees.
My parents did it twice. The second time mom rode dad, her bum nestled on his thighs as he rammed his cock up and into her. I fondled myself the whole time before finally retreating back down the hall and into the kitchen. Minutes after having cut myself a piece of Cuban cake and sitting down in the dark at the kitchen table I heard someone approaching.
Mom! She was naked. I didn't say anything as she walked over to the refrigerator. I knew my father's cum was deep inside her. I watched as the refrigerator light lit up her body.
Mom didn't notice me until she'd filled a glass of milk and cut a piece of pie for herself and turned toward the table. For a second shock lit up her face. But she didn't do anything to cover herself. She watched me for seconds before sitting down at the table opposite me.
For second after second she watched me. Finally she said softly, in hardly more than a whisper, "I'll never blame you. You shouldn't have had to do it."
"I'm sorry mom," I answered. "About Melissa...about everything."
"It was our job, my job, your father's job," mom said, interrupting me.
"He couldn't. I couldn't ask him to do it. Doctor S told me one of us had to."
"We both love you Roberto."
"I love you mom," I answered.
"Do you want to talk about it? About ..."
And so I started to talk. I told my mother what Melissa and I had done. In excruciating detail. How we'd felt. How I'd never been with another woman who'd excited me so much. And as I talked I took in every detail of my mother's naked body. She allowed me to. And as I told her what emotions I'd felt when I'd pushed my penis inside of Melissa on Christmas Eve mom, almost certainly unconsciously, spread her legs and displayed herself to her son. Opened herself! An unmistakable invitation.
"You won't stop, will you?" she asked when I'd finished my recital. I didn't have to answer; mom saw the answer in my eyes. She stood up. "I guess its bedtime," she offered as she looked down at me bemusedly.
"Night mom," I said as I stood up, then I leaned over and gave her a kiss on her cheek.
"Your father said something tonight about Paloma," she said softly just as I was about to turn away. We were standing facing each other. Just inches apart. Mother was naked. Her nipples, lighter in color than her daughters, were erect.
"I watched ... watched you and daddy tonight," I whispered back to my mother. "Making love." I had an erection. Mom knew I did. She said nothing.
"Daddy's going to have to be the one to cure Paloma," I finally added.
"He is?" my mother asked softly.
"Yes," I answered one millisecond before my lips found hers.
It was just one kiss. A long kiss but only one. But there was a promise in that kiss. We both knew it. During that one kiss mom had pressed her body into my erection.
"We'll both have to be there when Paloma is being cured," I said as I looked deeply into her eyes. "They'll both need our support."
And then, just for a second, I felt mother's hand slide slowly down across the bulge in my pants. And then she was gone...
****
Paloma was in my bed when I finally returned to my room that night. I found her curled up naked and asleep when I pulled back the sheet that was covering her. I slid in beside her and spooned into a comfortable position next to her. Seconds later I felt her come awake.
She smiled as she stretched her body. "I thought you might be lonely without someone in your bed," she purred.
"Did you?"
"Melissa is probably in bed with that Frenchwoman right now," Paloma said. "Doing lesbian things."
I didn't take the bait. "Don't worry, I just told dad all about your problem," I whispered to my sister.
"What problem?" And so I told Paloma the made up story I'd told dad.
"You told dad I was gay?"
"Potentially gay," I answered with a grin. "That his lovable, innocent, little virgin daughter had been manhandled by a boy at one of your Christmas parties."
"You didn't tell him thaaat?"
"I had too. I even had to tell him how your boyfriend always pushes his little penis against you when you're dancing. That you hate it."
"I hate you!"
"I told him how seeing your sister and Emmanuelle making love excited you. How you've been dreaming of it ever since. How Manny touched you in the shower."
"She did not!"
"That Doctor Singh is worried about you."
"What did daddy say?"
"What do you think he said?"
And then the light went on in my little sister's brain. "You planned it! So he'll want you to cure me too? Is that it?"
"You'll definitely have to be cured," I agreed.
"You want to put this in your poor little virgin sister don't you? Your beautiful, teenage sister that you love so much." Her hand snaked down between our bodies until it found my cock. She didn't seem upset at the notion.
"Eventually."
"Eventually?"
"Doctor Singh told me that it's going to take a lot more than me to cure your problem."
"If you told Doctor Singh I'll kill you," Paloma threatened. But her soft, warm little hand still held my cock.
"He told dad and I that in this more difficult case that dad would have be the one to do the curing this time."
Paloma's eyes open wide in surprise. She's clearly never contemplated the idea. "Daddy? With me?"
"He's the head of the family."
For seconds Paloma's brain analyzed the idea. "And then you?"
"Of course then me," I told my sister. "Doctor Singh told me he'd found in his studies that girls like you were often much harder to cure than older girls like Meli."
"He did? We are?"
"Uh huh. That sometimes it can takes months to effect a complete cure on an impressionable young girl like you."
"So we might have to--"
"He said that it would probably be best if we spent most nights together for maybe as long as a year."
"Me in your bed? Just to make sure?" Paloma's eyes were sparkling.
"And of course daddy would have to cum and visit his baby girl every once in a while. To make sure the cure was still working."
"What about mommy?"
"Mommy understood about Melissa, she'll understand about you."
"But--"
"Of course it'll be best if she's there the first time."
"She'll watch daddy and me?"
"Both of us will."
"What if I want you to be first?"
"We can't! Not yet, daddy has to be first." Paloma continued to caress my cock with her hand.
"Is it going to be soon?" she asked in a wet whisper into my ear. "And where?"
"I suggested to dad that we take a long weekend on the boat. Maybe next weekend. Mom thought it was a good idea."
"But--"
"Now go to sleep." I tried to roll away from Paloma. She held on.
"Just because we can't do that Roberto doesn't mean there aren't lots of things we can do."
"Like what?" I whispered.
"Like this," Paloma answered as she ducked her head and captured my left nipple in her lips. "Or this," she added as she started to lick her way downward.
"We shouldn't."
"It wouldn't be fair to daddy if I didn't know anything," she said before kissing my cockhead. I groaned as my penis strained in her hand.
"I don't even know what sperm looks like ... or tastes like." A second later my cock was engulfed in her warm, wet mouth. Paloma soon got her first taste of cum. And seemed to like it! And I'd certainly enjoyed her having her take it.
"What'll we do tomorrow night? I've only got a few days to practice." She was lying on her stomach with her head arched up into the air. She was watching me closely. A strand of creamy cum hung from the corner of her mouth.
"You could do what you did to Melissa that first night. With your tongue," Paloma lured.
"You're going to sleep in your own bed," I ordered.
"Do you think I have a nice bum Roberto?" I couldn't stop my eyes from trailing down her body.
"For someone in high school?" I asked. Paloma had a perfect bum!
"I'm a virgin on both sides Roberto. One for both you and daddy."
"I don't think--"
"Put your hand on it Roberto." I couldn't stop my hand from obeying her. It was soft ... but firm ... perfectly rounded ... I slid my fingers between her cheeks ...
"Yes ... yes Roberto ... right there," Paloma moaned as I lightly fingered the puckered opening of her anus. A few seconds later I gave her butt a nice sharp slap.
"Tomorrow night, we'll do it tomorrow night," Paloma lured as she curled up against me. Within seconds she'd fallen asleep. It took me much longer before I did.
It's going to be a very busy 2012 I thought to myself as I watched my sleeping sister.
Paloma ... and Mom ... and Melissa ... and then of course that evil French lesbian will have to be cured...
THE END
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1- Kim's bedroom: Saturday January 7th 2012
"Ohhh myyyy gawd!" Almost shrieked. Coming from Sarah. I looked over.
"What?" Nikki asked before I could.
"He's sucking his own penis," Sarah said as she pointed at the computer that was sitting on her lap.
"Who is?" Megan asked, unable to keep a giggle from her voice.
"It's huge ... look," Sarah said as she turned the computer towards Megan and Nikki who were both sitting on the other side of my queen sized bed. I still couldn't see anything.
"What is?" I asked as I stretched and tried to peer around Sarah.
"His big cock!"
"Whose big cock?" What the hell is she talking about I wondered as I took another sip from my beer.
"That is so sick," Megan said as she stared at the screen.
"I mean how long do you think it is? Ten inches?" Nikki asked.
"More like twelve," Sarah answered, then started to giggle.
"That's like two of Tim's," my best friend said as she grabbed the computer from Sarah's hands. Tim was Nikki's boyfriend. Her latest anyway.
All four of us who were lounging on my bed that night were freshmen (or fresh women!) at Temple University.
Nikki and I, Philly locals, were still living at home while Sarah and Megan were roommates in Peabody Hall, a dormitory on campus. And definitely not the best one! School still hadn't started, we were due for our first class of the term on the following Monday morning. My parents and little brother had decamped for the weekend -- mom and dad were taking Mike on a tour of three upstate colleges -- so I'd decided to invite the girls to spend the weekend at my house. Sarah and Megan had gotten back to campus on Friday but none of our boyfriends were due to arrive back until Sunday.
So we'd been alone. A girls weekend! Which was the reason why four nineteen year old college beauties (we are!) found themselves lounging around my bedroom at one in the morning in our pj's. None of us were drunk but we were all feeling pretty darn good. We'd gone clubbing for a while earlier and then had broken out the beer when we'd gotten back to my place.
Music was playing. The TV was on. Four cell phones lay on the bed or floor. Megan had her IPad in her lap. Sarah had been checking out her computer as the conversation had echoed back and forth in my room. Which had brought us to the guy who was sucking his cock. Which I'd finally been allowed to see when Sarah turned her computer towards me.
And yes the screen did show a guy, a teenager, lying on his back with his cock in his mouth. My first thought was that it was impossible and the video was a fake. "They photo-shopped it or something," I said as I watched the guy pumping his penis into his mouth. "It's impossible!"
"He's going to dislocate his back if he keeps that up," Megan opined.
"Talk about a deep throat," Nikki added in a voice that didn't hide the obvious awe she was feeling for the feat she was watching on the screen.
"Look, it's called auto fellatio," Megan announced as she studied whatever she was seeing on her IPad. "Here's what Wikipedia says about it," she added as she started to read aloud: "Few men possess sufficient flexibility and penis length to safely perform the necessary frontbend. However, increased flexibility achieved via gravity-assisted positions, and physical training such as gymnastics, contortion, or yoga may make it possible for some. Biologists Craig Bartle and Alfred Charles Kinsey reported that fewer than 1% of males can successfully orally contact their own penis and that only 2 or 3 men in a thousand could perform a full autofellatio."
"I'm pretty sure your Kyle isn't one of the one percent," Nikki said to me with a laugh. My best friend was making fun of my boyfriend?
"Yeah like Toothpick Tim is," I responded, giving her a shot back.
"And the guy's not even black," Megan said with a sigh.
"Here's another one," Sarah offered as she held up her computer.
"He's a fucking contortionist," Megan screeched as we all watched the guy on the screen. He was bent like a pretzel.
"His cock's not as big as the other guys," Nikki commented as the guy manipulated every inch of his cock into his mouth and down his gagging throat.
"Here's something else," Megan said as she held up her IPad. Then she started to read from some web page: "Alfred Kinsey and his colleagues reported in Sexual Behaviour in the Human Male, that, 'a considerable portion of the population does record attempts at self-fellation, at least in early adolescence'. Sadly, given our species pesky ribcage and hesitant spine, only about one in a thousand are able to achieve the feat.
"I'm going to ask Tim if he's ever tried," Nikki announced.
"Here's something else," Sarah said as she looked up from her computer. "Young guys are more likely to be able to do it because they're way more flexible. It says here that once a guy hits twenty-five or thirty it's almost impossible. Only one in ten thousand can do it. The really big, big boys," she added with a laugh.
"We should all ask our boyfriends if they can do it," Nikki suggested.
"There's no way Sean can do it," Megan answered, referring to her boyfriend.
"Too small?" Nikki teased.
"Too much beer," Megan answered. Sean, at twenty, already had grown a beer belly.
"Zach?" I asked Sarah. He was her boyfriend.
"I don't think so," she answered. "He may have seven inches but he's not very flexible."
"Zach has seven inches?" I asked. I couldn't keep the surprise from my voice.
"Uh huh. How about Kyle? He's pretty athletic."
"Around six," I offered, shaking my head no, surprised that Zach, a nerdy type, and a Drexel student, was bigger than my boyfriend.
"So probably none of our boyfriends can do it," Nikki summarized as Sarah held up her computer. She'd found another video of some guy doing it.
"We've got to find somebody who can do it," Nikki said determinedly. "We must know someone who's got a big cock and who's flexible. Surely Temple's got some auto whatever you called it," she told Sarah. As it turned out none of us did. We'd all had more than one lover; in fact as we went over names it turned out that as a foursome we'd had sixteen total lovers over the years -- Nikki five, Sarah and I four each, and Megan three.
But we didn't think that any of them had had the requisite cock length required combined with the flexibility of a contortionist.
"Asian guys are flexible," Megan offered at one point. "Surely one of your guys must have been able to do it," she told Sarah. Sarah was a Chinese-American.
"I've only slept with one Chinese guy and he had a micro cock," Sarah answered, unable to hide her exasperation.
After that we sorta moved on to other things. We watched a few more videos. We talked. We laughed. We drank. Megan passed out just after two. Minutes later, out of the blue, Nikki said the fateful words. "What about Mikey," was all she said.
"Mikey who? And what about him, whoever he is?" Sarah asked.
"Don't you remember Kim's little brother?" Nikki asked. It was about then I started to pay attention.
"Little Mikey? The cute guy? He's like fifteen," Sarah scoffed. Sarah had grown up in our neighborhood. The third member of the Kim/Nikki/Sarah troika that had been inseparable in Junior High. Then her dad had been transferred to Chicago when we were all thirteen and we'd lost her. It was only when she'd come back for her freshman year that we'd been able to reunite. She hadn't seen my brother since he was eleven or twelve.
"Remember what a little scamp he was?" Nikki asked. "Remember when we used to take him to the park and he'd play on the bars? He was like a fucking monkey." We all laughed, even I. My brother had always been doing some crazy contortion or somersault when he'd been young.
"How old is he now?" Sarah asked.
"Eighteen! A high school senior," Nikki said with a gleam in her eye. The Nikster had always been the troublemaker in our group and I suddenly didn't like where she was going.
"Little Mikey's eighteen? No way!" came from Sarah.
"And he's mucho good looking. He's got teenyboppers following him everywhere," she added. "Which means..."
"Which means nothing!" I insisted.
"Which means he must have a big cock," Nikki finished.
"Mikey has a big cock?"
"He does not!"
"That's not what I heard," Nikki said with a leer. Which was bullshit and we both knew it. She didn't know anything about my little brother's cock.
"Have you seen it Kim?" Sarah asked me.
"Of course not! God, what do you think? That I'm sneaking around trying to check out my brother's penis? Besides, I'm sure it's not that big." I'd never thought of my brother's penis before that night. Never. He was my little brother for crying out loud. He was a boy!
"He's flexible too." Which came from Nikki who was ignoring every word I said. "All swimmers are flexible, they have to be. And they all also have to have big penises," she added. I was ready to strangle her!
"They do?" Sarah asked, clearly trying to encourage Nikki even if she didn't believe her.
"Do you think any self respecting, heterosexual, eighteen year old male is going to wander around in one of those little gay Speedo bathing suits if he doesn't have a big package? Nooooooooo way! I read somewhere, Sports Illustrated I think, that swimmers have the largest penises of all the athletes in the Olympic Games. Guys with small dicks always drop out of swimming because they're embarrassed."
I couldn't help but laugh. Nikki had never read a page of Sports Illustrated in her life. But the picture she was painting was funny.
"Really?" Sarah asked.
"And have you ever watched a race? At the start they bend right over and touch their toes. They're as flexible as orangutans. If they didn't have their little Speedos on they could all just stay on the blocks and have a cock sucking contest. Swallowing for gold." All three of us were giggling by the time Nikki finished her spiel.
"You are such a slut," I finally offered through my giggles. Visions of eight guys standing next to a pool and sucking their cocks were bouncing around all of our heads.
"Which means that Kim's brother Mikey is our number one prime candidate if we ever want to find an auto fellater or whatever Megan called it," Nikki concluded.
Soon after all of us fell asleep. Or passed out. Sometime during the night I got up to pee. And then detoured into my brother's room on the way back to mine. His door had been open. There were three girls sleeping in my bed. I jumped into Mikey's. Within seconds I was back in dreamland.
****
My head was throbbing when I woke up the next morning. The smell of coffee was wafting through the room.
"Wake up sleepyhead!" Nikki's voice.
"Leave me alone," I groaned as I slowly opened my eyes. Where was I?
"I've never been in here before ... not for at least ten years anyway," my best friend said as my eyes finally recognised my brother Mikey's bedroom. Somehow during the night I'd transferred myself from my bed to his. I had no memory of it.
"Coffee ... give me coffee," I pled as I reached for the mug in Nikki's left hand. She passed it over to me even as she took a sip from the mug in her other hand.
"So this is where the little self-sucker lives. We can investigate," she said as she walked over to my brothers desk and then opened the center drawer.
"Don't! It's his stuff, we shouldn't," I said.
"Hah! Brothers are always spying on their sisters. Why can't we?" Nikki asked as she opened another drawer.
"It's not right."
"Maybe we'll find a picture of him ... naked!" Nikki answered with a leer.
"You're such a slut," I accused as I tried to get up from the bed. My head was spinning.
"See if he really has a big, big cock," she added.
"He doesn't have a big cock!"
"You said you'd never seen it. Don't you remember, I explained to you last night that they all have big cocks."
"Which was total bullshit," I answered. Nikki continued to poke through my brother's drawers. First his desk and then his dresser.
"Would you wander around in one of these if you had a small cock?" she asked as she pulled a red Speedo from my brother's dresser and then held it up.
"Put that back," I ordered. As if Nikki could be stopped once she was on a roll. A second later she stepped into it and started to pull it up her legs. All she'd been wearing was a sleepshirt and as I watched her pull the swimming suit up her thighs I saw her pubic hair.
"Oh my gawwwwd! You don't have any panties on," I accused as she pulled them all the way up. "You'll get them--"
"Get them what? Do you think I have cooties or something?"
"Still," I answered. The thought of my brother pulling his bathing suit on after Nikki had worn it was more than troubling. Nikki pubic hairs mixing with my brothers? Gross.
"Look, if a guy has a small dick this is what you'd see," she said as she slipped a finger down into the suit and started to wiggle it. I couldn't help laughing. "A teensy, weensy little worm bobbing in the water."
"You're sick," I said through my giggles.
"Now let's try the Black Avenger. Where is he?" she asked as turned and headed for the bedroom door.
"Don't you dare," I squealed as I threw myself out of bed. Badly hung-over, I stumbled before I'd gotten two steps. "Don't you dare touch him," I yelled at the retreating back of my friend as I lay on the floor. A laughing guffaw was her only answer. The 'Black Avenger', a name Nikki had coined, was a dildo. My black dildo. My rainy day friend. My seven inch dildo that I only used occasionally. That's my story anyway.
"You are the biggest slut in the whole world," I accused when she reappeared a minute later. Sarah, giggling, was trailing after her. It didn't take a genius to figure out that it was the 'Black Avenger' that was clearly outlined through Mike's Speedo. You couldn't miss it through the thin cloth of the suit.
"See," she said triumphantly, "you can see the ridge, even the vein in it through the suit." The 'Black Avenger' was one hundred percent realistic!
"I'll kill you. Now take that out!"
"I think the three of us should all go to your brother's next swim meet," my best friend answered as she wiggled her hips at me. "See his big avenger"...
2- Kyle Murrays dorm room: Wednesday January 11th 2012
Before I go any farther with my story let me just say that I'm not a slut! I don't sleep around indiscriminately. I've had sex with four boys in my life. Just four in my whole life! My high school boyfriend. A guy last summer I met at the camp I was working at. One mistake my second week at school with a frat boy. And then Kyle my current boyfriend.
So I'm not a slut. In fact, outside of that one time, I've been pretty darn careful. But I do like sex! A lot.
I've been going with Kyle Murray since early November. Like me he's a freshman. He's from Dayton, Ohio. He's six feet tall and weighs about one eighty-five. He's nice. I didn't sleep with him until I'd known him for over a month and had gone out on five dates with him. Which shows you how careful I really am.
His penis is just over six inches long. It's a very serviceable penis. I like it. I hadn't had sex before that Wednesday afternoon since he'd gone home for Christmas break weeks earlier. So I was due. I was horny. Wednesday afternoons had sorta become a regular occurrence for us since we'd started sleeping together. It was the one time in the week that we had total privacy. Neither of us had classes that afternoon while his roommate did from one until five.
And that was why I was in my boyfriends bed that day. I'd just been fucked. It had been pretty darn good.
"I missed him," I said as I ran my fingers through his pubic hair and then onto the still semi hard, and now very sticky, shaft.
"You didn't miss me?" Kyle asked.
"You? No way, just this big guy," I teased as I leaned over and planted a wet kiss on the head of his cock. Boy's love being told they're big!
"You're bad," my boyfriend groaned as his cock stiffened.
Cocksucking isn't my favorite pastime since I have always had trouble getting much more than three or four inches into my mouth and I don't particularly like the taste of the stuff. But what the heck, Kyle had deserved a little Xmas present from his sweetie. So I gave him my best shot. Mind you I pulled away well before he came and mounted him. My pussy needed some attention too!
So he came for a second time that afternoon inside me. I didn't quite get there. But that was all right. My vagina was tingling and I liked the feeling of his sperm inside me.
"Do you masturbate a lot?" I asked as we lay on our backs recovering.
"Not with you around," Kyle answered, then leaned over and kissed me.
"Did you used to? Like when you were in high school?"
"Sometimes," he conceded warily.
"Every day? Rubbing your big cock," I encouraged as I leaned over and put my hand around him. Then started to pump him.
"Christ Kim, you'll kill me," he groaned.
And then I asked him! I actually asked him if he'd ever tried to suck his own cock. "Did you ever try to get this big fatboy into your mouth?"
"WHAT!" He denied it at first. Asked me if I thought he was some gay boy or something. But then I told him what Megan had read us, pretending that we'd stumbled across it accidently.
"They say every guy tries it at least once. That's its completely, one hundred percent normal," I told him. Then added, "the article even said that the guys who don't try it are the abnormal ones." It hadn't said that at all but I figured it would get him talking.
He finally conceded he'd tried. When he was younger. He told me that he'd almost touched it with his tongue. He was watching me carefully when he said it. I knew I'd better encourage him some more. "They said only one in one thousand can do it, the real freaks," I told him. "Besides this big guy is made for a woman's mouth." My boyfriend smiled. Later I asked him about sperm. Whether he'd ever tasted his...
3- Campus Coffee Shop: Monday, January 16th 2012
"He can't do it."
"Who can't do it? And what can't he do?" Nikki asked back. The two of us were sitting in the campus coffee shop.
"Suck it."
"Suck whaaa-" Nikki stopped in mid question. She'd figured it out. "Kyle?" I nodded. She looked around to see if anyone could hear us before asking, "Kyle can't suck his own cock? You asked him?" I nodded. Nikki started to laugh. I smiled. "And you accuse me of being a slut," my best friend said derisively.
"He has tried though. Like when he was younger. But he said he couldn't quite reach."
"That's because he's got a small cock," Nikki said dismissively.
"Hah! As if Timothy Grant is Mr. Well Endowed." Tim was Nikki's current boyfriend.
She laughed then said, "He can't either."
"You asked him?"
"What do ya think? Of course I did. I mean that's all you weirdoes were talking about the other night."
"We weirdoes? It was you that-"
"Hah!"
Nikki would never admit to anything. So I got back to the subject at hand. "So he's tried it?"
"He said he had a long time ago. He said the tip of his tongue almost touched it."



"Yeah, in his dreams," I scoffed. "Did he admit to ever tasting his cum?"
"Like I was going to ask him if he liked sperm?"
"I asked Kyle."
"No way!"
"I went down on him. The other day ... after we'd had sex," I told my friend.
"I thought you didn't like giving blowjobs."
"It was a late Christmas gift," I said with a grin. "Anyway, while I was doing it I turned my body so that my legs were over his face."
"A sixty-nine?"
I nodded. "But he wouldn't. Said he didn't want to lick me when I was full of his own cum. That it was gross."
"I hoped you stopped sucking him."
"It was a Christmas present," I answered. "Anyway, once I'd finished I asked him about it. Asked him if he'd ever tasted his sperm."
"They all do. At least once," Nikki said authoritatively. "I read about it in Cosmo or somewhere."
"He denied it at first. But then finally admitted it. Said he just wanted to know what it was like. But that he'd only done it once! And hated it. And then had rinsed out his mouth like six times."
"Yeah and we're supposed to like it," Nikki groused. "The little perv probably loved it." Nikki had never been a big fan of my Kyle...
4- Wilson Home: Tuesday, January 24th 2012 8:03 a.m.
Even though he's only one year behind me in school I'm almost twenty months older than my little brother Mike. He'd just turned eighteen.
My first class on Tuesday mornings is Soc 101 -- Introduction to Sociology. It's an 8:30 a.m. tutorial. It had been cancelled for that morning because the TA who ran it, a PhD student, had a dentist appointment. Which meant that I hadn't got up at my usual 7:00 that morning, nor had I left the house at 7:30 with mom like I usually did on Tuesdays. My parents left our house at the same time every workday morning, dad at 7:20 to drive to his job at the insurance company downtown and mom at 7:30 to her accounting job in the North Village. And seeing that mom worked less than a half mile from campus I always caught a ride with her on the days I had early classes. Which was Tuesday, Wednesday and Friday. Monday and Thursdays I got to sleep in.
Which meant that Mike believed he was home alone when he walked out of the bathroom at 8:03 that morning. Drying his hair as he walked. With nothing else on! Naked as a jaybird as they say. I was walking towards him. Dressed and on my way down to the kitchen to make breakfast. I stopped. Looked. Gasped. Looked again. Oh my gawd!
For ten seconds neither of us moved. Mike's mouth had popped open. My eyes had! For second after second neither of us said anything. I should have turned away. Or said something. I didn't. Instead my eyes locked onto the thing hanging between his legs. And stayed locked on it.
Mike should have said something. And he definitely should have quickly covered himself with the towel. But he hadn't. It was like the two of us were frozen in some slow motion tableau.
After what seemed like a minute, but was probably only ten or fifteen seconds, my little brother finally reacted. "Jeeesus," he finally muttered, then a quick, "sorry," before he rushed through his bedroom door and disappeared. But not before I caught a look at his naked butt. My brother was no longer a little boy!
****
Ten minutes later, as I was sitting at the kitchen table trying to swallow my morning cereal, Mike appeared. Fully dressed. Ready for school. My mind had been swirling with the images of what I'd seen for the last ten minutes.
"I didn't know you were still ... I thought you'd gone with mom ... I wouldn't have ..." my little brother spluttered out.
"It's okay, I didn't really see anything," I answered as a blush spread across my face.
"You didn't?" We both knew I'd seen everything.
"Anyway, you're my brother, it's normal ... it was bound to happen sometime. I mean we do share a bathroom," I said as I got up from the table and carried my empty bowl to the sink. I just wanted to get the heck out of there.
"Still," Mike offered as I headed for the door. I knew if I stayed one minute longer I'd ask the question that had been on the tip of my tongue since I'd seen him naked. The hair thing.
5- Wilson Home: Monday January 30th 2012
I didn't tell Nikki what I'd seen. No way! But don't kid yourself, what I'd seen was not easily forgotten. My brother had a large cock. I mean I hadn't seen it erect or anything but just hanging there it had been longer than Kyle's. And bigger around. And then there was the other thing!
It had been a strange week since I'd seen him. My brother's and my relationship with each other had been irrevocably changed. Knocked upside down. We hadn't mentioned the 'incident' once in the following days but it had been hanging over us every second we'd been together. I'd been nervous every time I'd run into him.
My brother was a man! He'd morphed from a cute younger brother, a pest at times but usually tolerated and even loved by his older sister, into this guy with a penis. A bald penis for crying out loud. And what the heck was with that I continually wondered as the days passed.
It will never happen again I tried to convince myself even while somewhere deep inside my brain I recognised that I wanted it to. That I wanted to see it again. I dreamed of it that week. Again and again. Both as I'd seen it and how I imagined it erect.
Monday was one of my regular sleep-in days. Days I didn't leave early with mom. My first class was only at ten. So Mike certainly couldn't use the excuse that he'd thought he was alone in the house when he exited the bathroom nude that morning. In fact I'm pretty sure he'd been listening for me, waiting for me to come out of my room. Had he wanted me to see him nude again as badly as I had wanted to?
"Sorry," he said when we almost bumped into each other. But he didn't sound sorry. Or act it. In fact I couldn't miss the insouciant pose he struck. Thrusting his hips out even as he pretended to be surprised. His cock was bigger than it had been the first time. It wasn't fully erect but it was certainly more than half way there. I couldn't take my eyes off it. Had he made it bigger purposely, rubbed it, before he'd left the bathroom I wondered as I watched it.
I stared. He caught me staring. Seconds passed. He finally turned and made as if to flee to his bedroom. I simply stood transfixed as I watched him. My brother's cock was beautiful. I mean it. It looked like the ones you see on the internet: big, strong, straight, the right color, the head perfectly shaped ... I snapped out of it just as he disappeared through his door.
Then, without conscious thought on my part, the words spilled from my lips. "Hey, can I ask you something?"
Mike reappeared. Still nude. Smiling. There was a look on his face that guys give girls they're trying to impress. It was a look he'd never given me before. "Sure. What?"
Don't ask him I tried to order my brain. It didn't listen. "Why don't you have any hair?" I didn't say pubic hair but he knew exactly what I was talking about.
"Here you mean?" as he held up his arms and exposed his hairless armpits. "Or do you mean my legs?" he asked.
"You're ... there," I said as I pointed at my brother's groin. He started to laugh. Then slowly ran his palm across his groin. A groin that sported only a light stubble of blond hairs.
"Do you really want to know?" I nodded yes even though what I really wanted to do was flee. "It was for the swim meet. The big one the week after Christmas. The State one."
"You're not supposed to shave down there."
"Just when it's a special occasion. For a big meet. We all do it."
"All? Who all? Surely not the girls..."
"It's sorta a team ritual. Just for the older members of the team. The night before the State meet. And only for those that qualified. We shave each other."
"What! Girls and boys together?"
"You can't tell anyone," my brother cautioned. I was having trouble keeping eye contact with him as my eyes continually darted downwards. "This year only Jennie Connors and Sue Graham and I qualified."
I knew my brother had gone to the meet. It had been held the second, third and fourth of January in Pittsburgh. "They shaved you? Your-" Mike nodded. "Where were the coaches? Christ they're supposed to be supervising you."
"You don't understand," he answered.
"Jennie Connors and Sue Graham shaved your prick and balls and I don't understand?" My brother raised his eyes in surprise at my use of the words prick and balls.
"It's for luck. To build team spirit," my brother answered.
"Team spirit! What about your girlfriend? What about Bonnie?"
"This has nothing to do with her. She's my girlfriend, this was sports." As he talked another wheel clicked in my brain.
"You didn't shave them?" he nodded. "Everywhere?" Another nod. And then Mikey launched into a full description of the group shaving. Two eighteen year old girls had lathered my brothers body. They'd shaved his arms, his legs, his stomach. Then they'd moved lower.
"Did you get an erection while they were doing it?" I interrupted. He nodded. For second after second the vision of two girls on their knees with razors in their hands facing my brothers cock bounced around my brain. "You didn't do anything else? Any sex stuff did you?" I finally asked.
"Of course not!" In a tone that asked, 'are you crazy'. "You can't have sex the night before a race. You can't waste the energy ... you'd never swim as fast. Everyone knows that."
Yeah right, I thought. You can spend all night shaving each other's private parts but you can't have sex. And I was about to tell him that when he said, "You only get to sleep with the girls if you place in your race. And only after the meet is over."
I knew Mikey had placed second in one of his races. "One of them had to sleep with you?" I asked.
He shook his head no. Then held up two fingers."You didn't," spat out from my mouth. He nodded yes.
My little brother had been involved in a threesome? And neither of the girls was his girlfriend. "You fucked them?"
"I had to. They both placed in their races too."
I just shook my head. But even as I did I couldn't help noticing that my brother's penis had reached full erection. And had to wonder how either of the girls had ever been able to accommodate the giant facing me.
"I've got to go ... I'm late," I finally stammered out. Then I fled. Who was this guy?
6- Campus: Wednesday February 1st 2012
"I saw it." I said it softly. It was two days after my second sighting of Mikey's penis.
"Saw what?" Nikki asked back. We were sitting in the campus coffee shop. We'd just finished our Wednesday morning English class.
"Mikey's penis," I whispered across the table.
"Whaaaaaat!" my best friend screeched. I didn't tell her that it was shaved. Or who'd shaved it. Or the fact that he'd slept with the two girls who'd shaved it. Girls who weren't even his 'real' girlfriends as he'd put it.
Instead I simply told her how by accident I'd seen him coming out of the bathroom. "It was just for a second, I hardly saw anything," I told her.
"Is it big?" Nikki asked eagerly.
"I'm not sure ... and it wasn't erect or anything. It was just hanging down, and I just saw it for-"
"How far did it hang down?"
I hemmed and hawed for a while as Nikki tossed questions at me. But finally, I conceded that, "it is bigger than I thought."
"I knew it!" she yelled triumphantly. "And we're going to see if he can suck it!"
"Slut!" I accused. But I was smiling inside. While wondering if he really could do it.
"When's his next swim meet?" my friend asked.
****
I spent that afternoon in Kyle's bed. And I tried as hard as I could to concentrate on my boyfriend. But even as he pumped his penis into me I couldn't keep my mind from thinking about the other penis I'd seen that week. Wondering what it would feel like inside me ... or if it would even fit!
7- Bathroom: Monday February 6th 2012
I thought about it for a long time before I decided to act. Considered the pros and cons. Which turned out to be all cons. My brother? Incest? Gross. But in the end that didn't dissuade me. So, on Monday the 6th of February, I let my brother see me naked.
No, no, I didn't just flounce into his room bare assed or anything. I planned it. And I had no intention of it leading to anything sexual. It was sorta payback. I've seen yours and I'm going to let you see mine. That's all. Period! Or that's what I told myself...
I waited until the following Monday, another of my late start mornings, so my parents had already left for work when I walked out of my bedroom door that morning. All I had on was a robe. A silk one. My sexiest. No underwear beneath. I'd heard the shower running just minutes before but Mike still hadn't appeared. I knew he was probably at the sink shaving.
I knocked. Then a second time harder. "You're taking all day ... I'm late," I shouted my complaint to the shut door.
"Hold your horses," my brother yelled back.
"You say that every day," I said in my most petulant tone.
My brother opened the door. His face was lathered up with shaving cream. He was holding a razor in his hand. He was naked. Beads of water glistened on his chest. A well developed chest. A chest that had been built up with hours of weight lifting that was a big part of his swimming training regimen. I'd never really realised before how ... how manly he'd become. Then my eyes slid lower. The cock! The perfect cock!
"The showers free in you're in such a big rush," he challenged. He had no idea that that was exactly what I'd hope he'd say.
"Don't look," I ordered, as my hands went to the sash holding my robe together.
"What!" Mike couldn't hide his surprise. "You're not going to-"
"I'm late and I told you not to look," I repeated as I opened my robe and gave him a quick glimpse of my body before I turned away from him.
"Jesus," he muttered as I let the robe fall to the ground. A second later I'd stepped into the shower and closed the door. The glass door! He watched me the whole time I showered. I watched him watching me. My nipples hardened as I soaped them. I did it slowly. My brother's eyes never left me. I paid special attention to my pubic mound. He watched as I cleaned it. As I spread my lips with the bar of soap. He gaped throughout. My pussy was on fire when I finally stepped out of the shower, and he, my supposed little brother, was sporting the largest hard-on I'd ever seen.
"You're certainly taking a long time to shave, and you weren't supposed to look," I admonished as I dried myself. We were about two feet apart. Mike mumbled something as he continued to stare.
"I suppose you're planning to shave down there again. Your balls," I said, stunned at how brazen I was being. It was like someone else had taken control of my voice.
"Would you like me to?" Mike asked, finally having snapped out of his stunned state.
"No I definitely would not," I answered. "It looks weird enough as it is." Since the meet and his pubic shaving Mike's groin had sprouted a thin, short head of hair. It still looked funny.
"Bonnie likes it like this," he answered. Bonnie was his girlfriend. The one who didn't get to shave him.
"And did you happen to tell her how it got that way?"
"Are you crazy?" he answered. Of course he hadn't told his girlfriend that two of his swimming teammates, girls, had been the ones who'd cleared his pubic forest.
"And you shouldn't have an erection in front of your sister. It's sick," I complained as I picked the robe up and slipped it over my shoulders.
"It's your fault. Besides I haven't masturbated yet."
"What?" Barked out by me.
"My morning masturbation. I haven't done it yet. I'm late. It's your fault. I would have finished by now if you hadn't barged in," he accused. The cocky attitude he'd been displaying towards me for the last two weeks was back in his voice.
"Like you masturbate every morning?" He nodded. "Every single day?" He nodded again. "No way!"
"All boys do it. Would you like to watch?" he asked as his palm circled his hardness.
"Are you crazy? NO!" Which was a lie. I edged towards the door. But then hesitated in the doorway. Watched as he grabbed the can of shaving cream with his free hand and then squirted out a thick line of foam across the top of his cock.
"What are you doing? I thought you weren't going to shave it," I said as I watched his hand start to move.
"Lubrication," he mumbled as the pace of his hand picked up.
"You're not going to do it here? Not in the sink are you?" I asked. "You're not going to shoot your ... your sperm are you?"
He smiled. His hand continued to move. I continued to watch it.
"Open your robe ... hurry ... please Kim," he begged. His hand was going a mile a minute. Shaving cream was flying off the end of his cock.
"But--" But I did it anyway. I opened my robe. I let him see my breasts. My pussy. I'd never been as excited in my life. My eyes were devouring him.
"You're beautiful. Fucking beautiful," he groaned. I knew he was seconds away.
"Not in the sink... not there," I suddenly pled. And knew as I said the words that I wanted him to spurt his sperm onto me. Onto my nude body. Onto my breasts ... my legs ... my... But he didn't! Instead, at the very last moment, he grabbed the glass that was sitting in the cup holder next to our toothbrushes above the sink. My water glass. That I drank from every day. Horrified I watched as he brought it to his cock and slipped it over his cockhead. Before I could utter one word of protest a first spurting strand of his cream exploded from the end of his cock.
"Don't!"
"Oh fuck," Mike screamed. Mesmerised I watched as a continuous series of contractions and ejaculations rippled up and down his cock and propelled thick gobs of sperm into the glass. The glass was almost full when he finally squeezed out the last drops from his penis. My knees were shaking and my thighs were trembling. I was sopping wet between my legs.
And then he handed me the glass. The glass that was brimming with my brother's sperm. Without thinking I took it. Then I rushed from the room.
****
"Hey, I'm off." I looked up. Mikey was standing in my doorway. He was dressed and had his school briefcase in his hand. I was still in my robe. The glass of sperm was sitting on my bedside table.
I wanted to say something. But I had no idea what. Then my brother hoarsely whispered out a 'thanks' and then was gone. I fought with myself to not call him back. I watched him through my window when he came out our front door of our house and started to walk down the driveway. Then he turned and looked up. And saw me. And I saw the question in his eyes. It was as clear as if he'd spoken. It asked, 'do you want me to stay? To come back?'. Shaking my head no I quickly turned from my window. When I looked back he was halfway down the block.
Then I turned towards my bedside table. Opened the drawer. Slipped my hand around the 'Black Avenger'. And I started to talk to him as I lay down on my bed on my back.
"Fuck me Mikey ... fuck me with your big, hard cock," I told the seven inch piece of plastic in my hand. Then I kissed it. And then I did something really sick. I grabbed the glass. Then I pushed the 'Black Avenger' down into the still warm cream. A second later the head of my dildo, now dripping cum, was in my mouth.
And it tasted good! Which it shouldn't of have. I generally don't like the taste of it. WTF? Had it somehow interacted with the dildo to make it taste better? Had sitting in the glass for ten minutes somehow improved it? Does sperm age like wine? Or was it the fact that it was my brother's cum that made it so palatable?
I definitely shouldn't have done what I then did next. But I couldn't help myself. I just wasn't thinking. My hands and arms were no longer under my control. My throbbing vagina had become the boss. I put my hand into the glass and scooped up gobs of my brother's sperm. And then coated the 'Black Avenger' with it. From its head to its base.



A second later the head of the dildo, a now cream covered head, was running up and down my slit. No foreplay was needed, my cunt was dripping in anticipation. The 'Black Avenger' slid in easily. I screamed. Pulled him almost all the way out. The rammed him back in. "Yessssssssss ... yes Mikey," I screamed as I pistoned the dildo in and out of me. Seconds later I came! Like I never had before in my life. And a piece of plastic had done it. A dildo covered with my brother's sperm... the stuff leaking out from between my legs had been produced by my brother's balls. How gross was that?
"You've been a bad, bad boy Mikey," I admonished the Black Avenger, then I gave him a kiss and dipped him back into the glass of sperm. And then I pushed him into my mouth. And I, someone who'd never been able to even get all of Kyle's penis into my mouth, somehow, in the aftermath of my super orgasm, was able to swallow every inch of the sperm coated Black Avenger.
I missed my ten o'clock class that day...
8 -- Kim's Bedroom: Thursday February 9th 2012
It was just after 7:30 in the morning. I'd just woken. I'd just heard mom's car as it exited our driveway. It was a sleep-in day I realised as I stretched my body languorously. I was thinking about what Kyle and I were going to do that afternoon when the wolf whistle shrilly pierced the quiet of my room.
Mike was standing in the doorway. Naked. Erect. Slowly he walked towards my bed. "Mom's just left," he said as he circled his cock with his hand. "Dad's gone too."
I licked my lips. "You shouldn't be here."
"I thought you'd maybe like to see me do it again," Mikey said as he grabbed my desk chair and pulled it over to my bed.
"See you do what?" I asked. As if I didn't know.
"Masturbate. You liked it last time," he said as he sat down on the chair facing me.
"No I didn't. It was gross."
"I'll let you shave me if you let me watch you while I do it," he said as his hand started to move in his lap.
"I don't want to shave you," I answered as I sat up in bed.
"Sit here ... no right here," he near ordered, his tone desperate, as he patted a spot right opposite him.
"Why should I," I asked even as I moved to do his bidding. A second later I was sitting on the edge of the bed facing him. Our knees were touching.
"Take off your nightie." I shouldn't have. But I did. "Spread your legs," he ordered as he slipped his knees inside of mine and pushed mine apart. I didn't say a word. Instead I just watched his cock.
"You're beautiful ... your tits ... your cunt ... look at my cock Kim ... look how big you're making him," he groaned out as he pumped his penis. And he was so close to me that with every stroke it seemed it would touch me. It didn't. But the sperm that soon exploded from its end certainly did!
I was left covered in his sperm. A strand hung from my left cheek. My breasts, my nipples still tingling, were splotched with thick, white gobs of cream. My stomach. My thighs. In my pubic hair.
My brother stood. Perspiration coated his body. He was still breathing hard. A final short strand of his cum was oozing from the end of his still semi hard cock. "Thanks," he said softly.
"We shouldn't have ... you shouldn't have. We can't do it ever again, it's so wrong," I said softly. But I loved the feeling of his cream on my skin, loved the male odor of his sex that permeated the room. My pussy was gaping open. I could smell my need. I rubbed the sperm into my pubic hair.
"Are you okay?" Asked with tenderness. With love. "You know I'd never hurt you," he promised as he ran his palm tenderly across my cheek.
Oh fuck! Just watching him had made me wetter than anything any of my previous boyfriends and lovers had ever done to me. I had to order myself not to lean over and lick the cum from the end of his cock.
"I gotta go soon ... I'm late," he said as his finger softly brushed across my lips. I kissed it.
"I know." Mike tentatively made to stand. "It's so big," I added without thinking. My brain had stopped!
"It's not that big," Mike said shyly. But with a large, proud grin on his face.
"Can Bonnie ... it's not too-" I stammered. How the hell does his girlfriend, and Bonnie was a petite girl, ever have room for it I wondered.
"Big?" he shook his head, then added, "I think she likes it better than she does me."
"Hah! She's lucky to have you," I answered. And knew as I said the words that she didn't deserve him. Why the heck should she have him?
"She's not even close to being a nice as you," my little brother answered. "Or as beautiful. If you weren't my sister I'd-"
"But I am your sister!" I didn't want him to say the words. Once out I knew we'd be changed forever. "Now get out of here," I ordered.
In response he leaned over and gave me a kiss on my lips. It was the first time we'd ever kissed like that. It lasted a little longer than it should have. My nipples started to tingle. I knew I had to break away, if I didn't I knew things would happen. Things that shouldn't. Bad things. Incest things.
"Sorry," he said as he stood up and then started to back towards the door. I couldn't help but notice his penis was again erect. Heck, how could I miss it, it was huge bobbing in the air just feet from me.
I started to giggle. And knew I was going to ask him even as I told myself not to. I couldn't help myself.
"What?" he asked as he edged back towards me.
Don't say it you idiot I tried to order myself. To no avail. "It was just something Nikki said. About you," I said through my giggles.
"Nikki? She was talking about me?"
"It's weird."
"What is?" he asked as he came back sat back down on the edge of the chair.
"I shouldn't tell you." But of course I did! "Do you remember the weekend you and mom and dad went to look at colleges," I started. Mike nodded. "And you know I had a girl's weekend here." My family had known all about my friends staying with me. Mike nodded again.
So I told my brother how we'd gone out clubbing and then had ended up in my bedroom listening to music and watching videos and drinking beer.
"That doesn't sound that weird," Mike interrupted at one point. That's when I asked him if he knew what auto fellatio was.
"Italian cars? You girls were watching videos of cars?"
I shook my head no. "Sarah found the video. By accident. I mean none of us look at that kind of stuff normally."
"Porn? You guys were watching Italian porn?"
Ahhhhh! Why the heck didn't he know what the bloody term meant I cursed to myself. "Hand me my IPad," I ordered.
Clearly bemused my little brother leaned over and grabbed my IPad from the top of my desk. "Are you going to show your little brother a dirty movie?" he teased. He had no idea what he was about to see.
"Afterwards Megan looked it up on Wikipedia and we found out that just about every teenage boy tries it," I said as I typed 'auto fellatio' into Google videos.
"Try what?" In answer I turned my IPad so he could see it. For seconds my brother didn't say a word. Clearly shocked his mouth hung open.
"It said on the Internet that only one guy in a hundred can even touch the tip of his penis with his tongue. And only one in a thousand can properly auto fellate. Like that guys doing."
"It's gross," my brother finally said.
"None of our boyfriends can do it."
"You asked your boyfriends if they could suck their own cocks? All of you?" Mike clearly couldn't believe what he'd been hearing.
"Uh huh. And they all admitted they'd tried it. You know, like when they were young. But they couldn't reach." Mikey was shaking his head when I asked, "did you ever try?"
"Of course not," was shot back at me.
"Nikki said you were the only person she could think of who might be able to do it."
"Why'd she say that? She's never seen me ... you didn't say anything did you?"
"This was before I'd ever seen you. It was because of what Megan read us from the Internet. You have to be very flexible as well as having a big cock. Nikki remembered what you were like when you were young. How you used to hand upside down on the monkey bars."
"That was a long time ago. Besides she still didn't know how big my penis was."
"She said all good swimmers have big penises. That you must have one. She wants to ask you. But she was too shy."
"Ask me if I ever tried it?"
"You did, didn't you? Probably when you were young, that's when they say all boys try it."
"I didn't!"
"Hah, you're just saying that because you couldn't do it either."
"I coulda if I'd tried," my brother said.
"I'll tell Nikki she'll just have to look for someone else if she wants to see it."
"She really wants to watch some guy doing it? She wanted to watch me?" There was a glimmer of interest in my brother's eyes.
"It doesn't matter. We'll find somebody else. I told her she was crazy, that you couldn't do it." I knew that boys hate being told they can't do something.
"Why'd you say that? You should be defending your brother. Besides, I can."
"Hah!" Said scornfully.
"I did do it once," Mikey then claimed.
"Liar!"
"I did. Like you said ... when I was young."
"You're just making it up." My brother was falling into my trap.
"I touched it with my tongue. I'm serious."
"Yeah right! Next you're going to claim you got the whole head inside your mouth."
"I did!"
"You did not! Only one guy in a thousand can do it."
"I did so." My dear brother was starting to get excited.
"Then show me!"
"No way."
"I'll bet you can't," I challenged.
"How much?" He'd risen to the bait.
"Twenty dollars."
"You think I'm going to suck my cock for twenty dollars?"
"I knew you couldn't do it."
"A hundred dollars," he challenged back. "If I can't do it I'll pay you one hundred bucks."
Which was a lot of money for a college student. "That's stupid, you don't have a hundred dollars. And neither do I."
"Yes I do. And if you lose you won't have to pay me a hundred."
"Why not?"
"If you lose you'll have to do something else," he said, the gleam back in his eye.
"Something else? What?"
"It won't cost you a penny. You'll just have to finish what I started."
"Finish what you--" But I understood what he meant before I finished my question.
"If I can suck it then you have to too."
"Unh uh. No way. I'm your sister."
"Chicken!"
"Am not," I said. "You can't do it anyway."
"You'll never know," Mikey said with a grin as he stood up. "Besides it wouldn't be worth it for me, you're probably not very good at it," he said as he grabbed his penis and brought it toward my mouth.
"Don't you dare," I squealed the second his cockhead, still sticky from its recent ejaculation, touched my lips.
"Maybe I'll just try Nikki instead," he said as he stepped back from me.
"She's a slut! And I know you can't do it," I exclaimed angrily.
"Wanna bet?" he asked with a grin. What could I say? I had to take the bet didn't I? Of course I did. Who'd fallen into who's trap I wondered as I agreed.
"You'll have to get it into your mouth, not just touch it with your tongue to win," I finally conceded.
"How far?" Mikey asked back.
I looked at my brother's penis. Then reached for it. "At least this far ... halfway down the shaft. I'll put a mark on it"' I told him as my fingers circled him. Touching his cock for the first time.
"How many tries do I get?"
We spent the next five minutes arguing and negotiating. Finally agreeing that If Mikey could somehow get half of the shaft of his penis into his mouth (and that wasn't counting the big head on it) he would win the bet and I would have to finish the auto fellation. It would become a sister fellation. He'd be allowed three tries over a fifteen minute period. We scheduled it for the morning of February 14th, Saint Valentine's Day because he insisted on having a few days to prepare and practice. We swore each other to secrecy...
****
I just made my eleven o'clock class that morning. Then I went to Kyle's room after lunch.
At about two fifteen my boyfriend, gasping and panting, asked, "what the hell's got into you today?" We'd just completed our third penile/vaginal encounter. I'd been very demanding. I'd been on top for the second and third fucks. The whole time I'd been imaging what my brother's penis would feel like inside me...
How the hell was I going to get it into my mouth?
9- Valentines Day: Feb 14th 2012
"You have to get this much into your mouth," I instructed as I made a mark on his penis.
"That's more than halfway, that's not what we agreed to," he complained, but with a twinkle in his eyes. I knew he thought he could do it. I still wasn't sure.
"It's exactly halfway down the shaft," I answered. It was nine a.m. Mom and dad were long gone. I'd thought he'd insist on starting the instant they'd left the house. But Mikey instead had taken his time.
"I have to do some warm-up exercises first," he'd said when I'd gone into his room at just after eight. So I'd watched him for twenty minutes while he went through a stretching routine on a mat on the floor of his bedroom. Naked.
Then he'd insisted on taking a shower before his big attempt. But not before telling me he had a job for me.
"What job," I'd asked.
"You'll have to shave me. I don't want to get hairs in my teeth."
"I am not going to shave you! Period. Besides you'll never get it near your mouth," I answered even as he grabbed his shaving cream and razor and stepped into the shower. He left the door open. He said nothing, simply looked me in the eyes. After a few seconds my eyes dropped. I knew that if I didn't shave him he'd walk away from our bet. And I didn't want him to do that. So I reluctantly joined him in the shower. Of course I had to disrobe before I joined him. And then, once he'd turned the water on, he washed me from head to toe. My nipples hardened. My legs trembled. Then I reciprocated. And then, after I'd cleaned him, and on my knees in the shower, I shaved every last pubic hair on my brother's body. Every hair growing at the base of his cock. Every hair on his balls.
And as I shaved around his massive erection I knew I was hoping he'd win our bet. Even if I had to somehow try to get it into my mouth.
Mike failed on his first attempt! Didn't even touch the end of it. After returning to his room and after having his cock marked by me, he'd simply sat down on his bed and tried to bend over. Watching him I knew there was no way he'd be able to reach in that position. None of the guys in the videos I'd seen had done it like that.
Mind you he got awfully close to the tip of his cock with his tongue. And quite honestly he didn't seem to have tried that hard. Which was strange.
"That wasn't very good," I scoffed when he finally gave on up his first attempt. "I hope you've got your hundred bucks ready." He just smiled as he stood up. Then, for the next three or four minutes he went through another series of stretching exercises before sitting back down on the bed. Then he lay down on his side. Smiled up at me. Blew me a kiss.
The second attempt, this one utilizing a much different position, brought him a somewhat better result. His tongue made contact! Then made a complete, wet circle around the head of his penis. I gasped. Then picked up my video camera.
"You're going to love it, love sucking my big cock," he said with a leer.
"Hah, you've hardly got any of it in your mouth, you'll never do it," I said as I started to film him.
And then he dipped his head again and pushed his cockhead through his lips. Then made a slurping, sucking sound.
"You still have at least four inches to go," I said contemptuously. But I was licking my lips. I wanted to taste him. For about another minute he tried without getting much more in his mouth before finally giving up. But he was still smiling.
"You've only got one more try at it left Mr. Big Guy. Where's that hundred?" I challenged, taunting him. In answer he got back up off the bed and did a few more stretches. He was completely at ease, a confidence in his eyes that belied his first two attempts. And I knew suddenly that he'd been playing with me. That he was going to be able to do it.
And he did! With another new position. One he'd obviously practiced. He simply got back on his back and then lifted his legs up vertically and then slowly brought them down over his head.
And then the head of his cock was in his mouth. And then, with his hands pushing down on the back of his thighs, the shaft of his penis slowly disappeared. One inch. A second. A third. Another inch and his lips slipped over the line I'd magic marked on his penis.
"Oh my gawd," I gasped even as I aimed my camera at the vanishing penis. Another inch. Another. Then another. It was impossible! And then with a little twist of his body it completely disappeared. My brother hadn't just won the bet, he'd actually swallowed the biggest cock I'd ever seen. Then, as I watched mouth agape, he slowly pulled back and released it.
His cock reappeared. Then he licked his cockhead. Then his cock disappeared again. And all the while his eyes were zoomed in on mine. They were smiling eyes. He pumped his cock in and out at least ten times before finally completely letting it escape from his mouth.
"Your turn," he said softly as he let his legs fall back onto the bed. His huge erection was pointing angrily up at the sky.
"I can't." Suddenly afraid. But I did climb up on the bed and then knelt between Mikey's legs. "It's too big."
"Kiss it first," my little brother ordered as he lifted his hips up off the bed. My left palm tentatively closed around the saliva covered shaft. I bent over and kissed it. Kissed my brother's cock. Then opened my mouth as wide as I could and lowered my head. One inch. A second. A third. I was full and still hadn't reached the line. I pulled back for a second. Kissed the head again. Then licked the underside of the shaft. Mike groaned. I looked up and saw he was now the one with the camera in his hand. I smiled at it and then dipped my head again after taking a big breath. Gulped in a mouthful of air and then gulped in his penis.
And was able to swallow more the second time. I reached the line. Just. Then retreated. Then lapped at his cock before pushing downward again.
"Turn around. Kim..."
I looked up. Slowly let his penis out of my mouth. "What?" I asked.
"Turn around. Your body," he instructed when he saw I didn't get it. Then he reached out and grabbed my leg. I finally understood.
"A sixty-nine?" I asked as I swivelled, letting him pull my legs up over his face. "Boys don't usually like that," I said as I felt the tip of my brother's tongue start to slide up the inner thigh of my left leg.
"Don't stop what you were doing," he ordered as he transferred the moist tip to my right leg. I couldn't help holding my breath as it inched upward, as it slid toward my now straining clitoris.
A hard quick slap. Delivered to my derriere. "Owww," I squealed.
I lowered my head back onto his cock! And then my whole body twitched the second his tongue found my clit. His hips thrust upward off the bed. I swallowed. Gasped. Choked. Then would have screamed if my mouth hadn't been full when his tongue probed inside of me. A second later I felt a finger pushed into my bum. I started to bob my head. My brother did things with his tongue that I'd only ever dreamed about.
I did not get all of my brother's penis in my mouth that day. But I got a hell of a lot of it in. The head and at least another six inches. Turning around had improved the angle and allowed me to swallow more. A better trajectory. And as my brother licked and sucked me I reciprocated. To the best of my ability. Which in the end proved more than adequate. As my orgasm hit me, as the spasms radiated out from my vagina to every part of my body, as I trembled in need, Mike's cock started to spew.



I swallowed. Gulped some air in and then swallowed some more. I fondled his balls and squeezed out every last drop of his cum. Then licked his still hard cock from top to bottom.
"C'mon here," he finally rasped out hoarsely. I slid up my brother's body. Cuddled against his chest as his strong arms held me. We kissed. Again and again. Pushed our tongues into each other's mouths. My brother's hands roved over my body. Exploring. Exciting. Opening me. His cock was huge between our stomachs.
"We can't," I finally panted out, knowing that I was seconds away from total submission. "It's wrong. I'm late," I pled as I tried to escape his arms.
"You're not going anywhere."
"I'm not." Mikey shook his head. "We can't."
"I haven't given you your Valentine's Day gift yet have I?" he asked with a smile. His fingers moved over an aching nipple. My body arched against him.
"What is it?" We were both panting.
"It's right here," he answered as he grabbed my wrist and directed my hand down between our bodies. I closed my palm around his cock. Then moved it so his cockhead rubbed against my slit. Spread my legs. It was too late!
And then it was inside me. And my world changed forever! Everything else that I'd ever experienced before that second in my love and sex life, everything I'd thought I'd known, everything I'd been told, was washed away by the tsunami of feelings Mikey's cock awoke in me.
"Fuck me," I breathed into his mouth as his cock entered me. "Fuck me with your big cock." Which he did. In the standard missionary position. I started to scream after about he'd taken about three strokes. My body thrashed under his as he took me. It was that eureka moment people always talk about. The moment of total understanding.
My brother owned me. And I knew he always would as my orgasm, an orgasm unlike any I'd ever experienced before, rolled through my body.
Outside of an hour taking a bath together, and a quick trip to the kitchen to grab some food, my brother and I didn't leave his bed until just before four in the afternoon that day. We did things I'd never imagined. There was a wantonness in our need that was totally foreign to the life I'd lived up until that day.
My brother was indefatigable in his lovemaking. I was his slave.
I could hardly walk when we finally got out of bed that afternoon. And we'd stopped not because he was incapable of continuing but only because our parents were due.
Nikki called at about five-fifteen in the afternoon. "Where were you? I tried to call you all day," my best friend demanded.
"I was sick."
"You shoulda at least answered your phone," Nikki chastised before asking me what was wrong. And if I was okay.
"Monthlies," I said softly, then added, "I'm feeling better now."
"It's Valentine's Day. The guys are supposed to pick us up at eight. Will you be able to..."
"For a while maybe," I answered. And yes I was washed, perfumed, dressed and ready when Kyle showed up at my door at just after eight. Nikki and Tim also came in for a moment to talk to my parents before we left. Mikey watched Kyle the whole time. Then whispered in my ear that he wanted me home by midnight.
****
"What was with Mikey, he looked all wired up when we were there?" Nikki asked once we were back in Tim's car and driving away.
"I think he has girlfriend problems," I said noncommittally.
I was home before midnight. Kyle had been a bit pissed that the evening was ending so early but what could he say? The second I'd started discussing female health issues with him in the bar we'd gone to he'd blushed and turned away. Guys do not like discussing certain things!
10 -- Phone Call: February 15th 2012
There were a dozen red roses strewn across the top of my bed when I got home. Mike was sitting on the loveseat opposite my bed. Naked. The second he saw me he stood. I threw myself into his arms. "What about mom and dad?" I whispered into his ear between kisses.
Instead of answering he simply lowered the zipper on the back of my dress. Then slipped the straps down off my shoulders. It slid softly to the floor. A second later my bra was unclasped and joined my dress at my feet.
"They'll hear," I said as he crushed my breasts against his chest.
"You'll have to be very, very quiet," he said as his fingers found the top of my panties. And then before I could say another word he was inside me again.
"Don't you ever get tired?' I asked as he duck walked me back to my bed. A second later I was on my back. Mike was on top of me. His cock was deep inside of me. He owned me. And I knew he always would.
"Fuck me, fuck me master," I pled. Mike needed no further urging. His hips started to move. And then my phone started to ring!
"Don't answer it."
"It's Nikki," I said without even checking as I reached for the phone lying on my bedside table.
"Why's she calling now?"
"Shussh," I said, then pushed TALK. "Nikki, it's late, I'm busy," I scolded down the line.
"You are not."
"I'm studying."
"Yeah right. The only thing you could be studying at this hour is the Black Avenger. It's not your time of month at all. I just remembered when I got home. That was an excuse wasn't it?"
"No, it was just a little fib. I just wasn't up for a night out with Kyle."
"That's because he's dull. And he's not as big as the Black Avenger. You've probably got him pushed up inside you as we speak," she accused. If only she knew! Mikey was grinning. "You need a new boyfriend."
"What do you want anyway?" As I asked the question my brother ran his tongue around one of my nipples. I groaned.
"I knew it, you do have him inside you," Nikki exclaimed after hearing my groan.
"I do not." But I giggled.
Then Nikki got pensive. "I need a new one too. Both of us do. Guys with great big cocks."
"You're such a slut," I accused my friend as my brother fucked me.
"I'm going to run an ad in the student newspaper. 'Two beautiful, sexy, horny coeds seek two macho guys who can suck their owns cocks'."
"You're crazy!"
"But before I run the ad I think we should address the Mikey question." My brother, all ears, perked up when he heard her words.
"What Mikey question?" I answered in my most exasperated tone of voice. My pussy was on fire.
"We have to see if he can do it."
"He cannot do it!" I said but then couldn't stop a gasping, double moan from escaping my lips. Mike was fucking me with long, deep, hard, slow strokes.
"You are using that dildo! Take it out. Now. Gosh Kim, I'm trying to have a serious conversation with you."
"Yeah right. Talking about guys sucking their own cocks," I said dismissively. I smiled up at my big brother. Then gave him a quick kiss.
"What was that," Nikki asked suspiciously. I'd had enough!
"Listen, if you really want to know if he can do it you'll just have to ask him. All you do these days is talk, you never do," I accused. Which was completely untrue.
"That's not fair!"
"Well then ask him."
"He's your brother.'
"I knew you were a chicken.'
"I am not."
"I can't talk any more. The Black Avenger needs my full attention."
"Kim!" I pushed END. Nikki did call back but I didn't answer. My body was thrashing wildly as Mike brought me back to the edge. Then over it...
I'm amazed I didn't wake my parents.
****
"Would you mind?" Mikey asked the question as we lay side by side on our backs next to each other. We were both breathing heavily. My brother's cum was oozing out from between my legs.
"Nikki? You fucking her?" He nodded. I looked my brother in the eye. Then I whispered, "Not if you let me watch."
10 -- Today: Saturday February 25th 2012
Nikki has still not seen my brother suck his own penis. In fact, ten days after our telephone conversation, she still hasn't discussed the subject with Mike. But she did come over last Sunday when Mike was home and all three of us did hang out together. And we discussed subjects we'd never really discussed in front of him before. Girls. Drinking. Parties. Girlfriends and boyfriends. Mike and I had planned it before she'd got there.
"Next time I'm going to ask him," Nikki promised me this week. "Maybe after the swim meet."
Yes, Nikki and I are going to watch Mikey swim today. So we'll see him in his little Speedo. With his penis sticking out. Mind you my brother probably won't do very well in his race. You see he had sex last night. Which he's not supposed to do before a race. Especially five different times. I'm afraid my brother is going to be swimming virtually spermless.
"Once we've seen him in that I'll be able to bring it up when we get back to your house," Nikki theorised. "And from there..."
Mikey does want her to ask him. And he does want her to watch him doing it. And he does want to fuck her. "Growing up I always wanted you two," he admitted to me the other day when we were talking about it. "I used to dream of you two."
"You did?" I asked. My little brother's wanted his big sister for years and I hardly knew he existed. Not in a sexual way anyway. And now I'll do anything he wants. Anything!
"We should probably make her wait just a little longer ... tease her a bit more," I'd told Mikey last night. I'm not sure if he's willing to wait. We'll see how it goes after the meet. Mom and dad are going to be out tonight so maybe we will do it tonight.
"You're going to have to be there too if he agrees to do it," Nikki told me on Thursday as we sat in the campus coffee shop.
"Gross!' I muttered back with a grimace on my face.
"I'm not going to be there alone! You have to."
"He'll never do it. And you'll never ask him," I said dismissively.
"Wanna bet?' Nikki challenged. As I knew she would. So, in the end, I agreed that I'd accompany her to the big event if it ever occurs. And if she doesn't ask him, and she's only got a very limited time frame to ask him in, she's going to owe me big time.
I don't think I'm going to be jealous. I mean I know Mikey and I can never marry or anything. And there's something exciting, something kinky, about the idea of watching my brother having sex with someone else. All the while knowing that just about every night we crawl into each other's beds and make love. Fuck.
And no one knows! We went out to a movie last week. To a cinema complex across town where no one would know us. I didn't wear any panties. We made out like crazy during the movie. People saw us. It's hard to explain how exciting it is too make out with your brother in public and have no one suspect. If only they'd known...
And we're planning more public excursions. So, if you're out at a bar in Philly some night and you see two good looking college kids making out, kids that kinda resemble each other, look like siblings in fact, they might just be siblings. They just might be Mikey and me.
It's not that rare you know. I mean I thought it was but I've looked it up since we started. On the Internet. Checked some books on human sexuality at the Temple Library.
Brothers and sisters do make out together. Thousands and thousands of them every day. They fuck. They make love. Some even get married. Some have children. And you'd never know looking at them. Who's hurt by it?
What about you? Did you ever want to sleep with a sister or a brother? Did you ever kiss a sibling. Dance close. Make out? Have sex?
I'll bet you did. Or at least you wanted to...
I hope you have a great Valentine's Day. And if it happens to be with a sibling you love so what?
THE END
February 2012: Thanks for reading my story -- I hope you enjoyed it. And seeing that it's a St Valentine's Day story I hope all of you readers will just take the few seconds required and take the time to send me a heart shaped vote. A VOTE might not sound like much of a gift but to we authors hearing back from you is our greatest desire.
While I like 5 votes, frankly I prefer any vote (high, middle or low) as opposed to you not voting. For your information my most recent story received votes from some 1800 readers -- thanks! And I encourage you to vote for other stories you read on this site.
I'd also love to receive your comments and ideas. You can comment below or send me an e-mail. Let me know what you'd like to see next.
And if you like my work why not designate me one of your FAVORITE AUTHORS. It takes just a second. After voting just click the Favorite Author button. Thanks, I'd certainly appreciate it.
Coming up next (and hopefully quite soon) is the second chapter of "My Girlfriends Mom Shrieked". Then a story for Earth Day that explores (sexually) one of our planets most pressing problems.
james (jim) r scouries
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Hi! It's been a while. In fact it's been some ten months (according to my #1 fan lovergirl) since I've submitted a story to this site. Sorry! I promise to do better next year.
Since this is my official Winter Holiday Contest story I'd like to take this opportunity to wish all my readers a great holiday season (spent hopefully with someone you love). And may you have a healthy and happy 2013.
This story is dedicated to LAUREL, the woman who's most responsible for all of us being able to enjoy this site. Thank you ma'am! And have a wonderful 2013. And yes, LITEROTICA'S main woman is reputedly wild and crazy in bed...
FYI: Approximately 4 LITEROTICA pages long (13,000+ words) the following is an Incest category story. It describes consensual sex between siblings over 18 years of age. It's a love story. Enjoy! And hey, remember: it's you the reader who decides the winners of these contests with your votes. So please take the time to cast your ballot.
Wednesday, November 21st 2012 -- Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A.
"I want you to be very careful what you say to your sister Katrina when she gets home," mom instructed. Dad looked up from his paper.
"Careful in exactly what way?" I asked back.
"She's broken up with Philip," mom answered.
"Yes!" my little sister Anna shouted as she threw her left arm up into the air.
"Finally!" I said happily as I looked over at dad. A small grin had appeared on his lips.
"Not one word! From any of you. And that includes you Charles Williams," mom ordered.
"I didn't say a word," dad protested. No one in the family had ever really liked Katrina's beau. And that included mom.
"When did she dump the jerk anyway?" Anna asked. At fifteen sis wasn't worried about the niceties.
"She didn't really say. There might have been another girl involved," mom said tentatively as she glanced over at her younger daughter, clearly unsure what she should tell her fifteen year old.
"I told you he was an idiot! That just proves everything I ever said about that--" I left off the 'asshole' but everyone in the room was able to complete the sentence.
But it was Anna who delivered the best line. "It couldn't have been for another girl, I don't think that weirdo even likes girls," she said. An opinion I'd held since the first time I'd seen the wimpy looking, beret wearing Philip Danson.
"She was crying when I talked to her on the phone so I don't want any of you to say one word," mom ordered.
That prick had made my big sister cry? I was boiling inside. If Philip had been in the room at that instant he just might never have left it.
Katrina Astrid Williams, twenty-one years old and a junior at Carleton College in Minneapolis, a blond who put lie to every dumb blond joke ever written, a lovely girl who was as nice as she was beautiful, was due home the next day for Thanksgiving weekend with the family.
And I, her eighteen year old brother, had been eagerly awaiting her return from school for weeks. I was in love with her! Always have been. And I'm pretty sure I always will be. In every possible way! In ways I shouldn't be. And Katrina didn't have a clue about my real feelings.
I was just the little brother. Cute maybe but also a pest!
Thanksgiving Day - Dinner
It was just after four in the afternoon when Katrina arrived home the next day -- she'd caught a drive from a friend at school who also lived in Chicago. After a more than four hundred mile trip, sis looked pretty bedraggled as she trooped through the front door.
"Honey," dad said happily as he engulfed his eldest daughter in his arms. The hug seemed to last minutes and when dad finally released her we could all see the tears running down Katrina's cheeks. For seconds none of us knew what to say. I think all four of us were stunned; Katrina had always been the strong one in the family.
"So," I finally ventured as I held out my arms, "you don't have a hug for your favorite brother?" Then, without giving her a chance to say a word, I wrapped my arms around her. A second later mom and Anna and dad had joined us in a family hug.
I knew my sister was crying as I held her, heck I could feel her chest heaving. But even as I held her in my arms I couldn't help but think of her breasts, even though covered with a bra, a shirt and a sweater, that were pressing into my chest. My nose, buried in her blond curls, inhaled the intoxicating scent that was Katrina. She was home! My big sister was crying but I was happy!
Thanksgiving dinner at the Williams, even with one member clearly hurting, was always a loud, happy, raucous family affair. Jokes and laughter and an endless repeating of old family stories as we all waded through the mountains of food. Looking at us, all relatively trim, would have made anyone wonder where all the food was going to.
And Kat, although mostly quiet during the meal, a spectator more than a participant, still graced us throughout with shy smiles and grins. Sad grins that near broke my heart. And although sis had tried to valiantly hold up her end during the dinner, as soon as the desert dishes had been cleared just after seven, Katrina fled to her room.
"Should I go up?" dad asked.
"I'll go," Anna offered.
"She's tired," mom cautioned, "maybe it's best to let her rest for a while."
So dad and I settled down on the couch in the den -- then watched a bit of the College football game before switching to the NFL at just after eight. Mind you I couldn't keep my mind on the Jets-Patriots matchup, instead I was thinking about my sister upstairs.
I hated to see Katrina sad but at the same time I'd immediately recognized the opportunity. And I knew that if I didn't act soon I'd never act. I'd never have the courage to let her know the real feelings I had for her. The incestuous feelings!
Anna split almost as soon as she and mom had finished cleaning up the kitchen -- she was spending the night at one of her friends. A Thanksgiving night sleepover for five or six fifteen year olds! I pitied her hosts; dad and I had suffered a similar fate a couple of months earlier. And worse still was the fact that the fifteen year olds were planning on waking up by three in the morning and then trouping out on a Black Friday buying spree.
Mom didn't reappear in the den til just before ten. She'd been up to see Kat. "She had a nap. She's feeling better now. We talked a bit," she told dad and I as soon as she'd settled herself down on the couch between us.
"I'll go up later," I offered casually. "Maybe she'll want to watch a flic or something."
"Would you?" mom asked hopefully. I nodded. "Just make sure you don't mention Philip," mom cautioned some minutes later when I lifted myself up off the couch and told her I might as well go up.
"I'll look in later," she answered as she snuggled up against dad. Perfect I thought to myself as I slowly climbed the stairs. My mind was racing. Planning. Plotting. Thinking. Wondering. Was this the 'now or never' moment?
Thanksgiving Night
"I'm sleeping!"
I knocked again. I was standing in front of Katrina's bedroom door. I'd just showered and shaved. Slapped on deodorant and after shave. All I had on was a tee shirt and sweat pants. It was ten-thirty. Dad and mom were still downstairs in the den.
"Who is it?" A barked out demand. I simply waited without replying. I knew my sister's curiosity would eventually get the better of her. I knew her weaknesses.
"Anna?" she finally asked. No answer. "Mom?" again sis received no answer. A second later the door was pulled open. "Oh it's you. What do you want?" she demanded when she saw me.
"Forget it, you probably wouldn't be able to help me anyway," I answered and then started to turn away.
I'd taken only three steps before her peremptory command rang out. "Robert, you come back here!" So I did. "What do you want anyway?" she then asked as I slipped past her into her bedroom and sat down on her bed.
I was still trying to figure out my best course of action when she added, "And I don't want to hear one question about Philip. Not one! Do you understand?" Her words had given me my opening.
"Hah! It's always about you isn't it? Always about Katrina! Even though you're the smart, beautiful one. The favorite," I accused angrily. Perhaps the least fair thing I'd ever said to sis. I hated starting that way but I knew that I had to get her out of her funk and fast. "If Anna was just a little older I'd ask her. She'd help."
"Me! I'm the favorite? Since when? And ask Anna about what?"
"I can't tell mom. She'd have a fit. I was hoping that maybe you'd help me but I should have known better." I knew Katrina wouldn't be able to refuse the bait.
"I've always been there for you," sis answered, a hurt look on her face. "Is something wrong? Why can't you tell mom? What is it?"
"You've got your own problems ... I shouldn't have bothered you ... sorry," I answered as I started to stand up.
"You're not going anywhere. Now talk," she ordered as she pushed me back down. A second later she'd grabbed her computer chair and had plopped herself down on it facing me.
"What do you think of Sarah?" I asked once she'd settled herself. "I mean really think of her." Sarah was my current girlfriend.
"Why?" I said nothing. "Are you two having problems?" I could see that Katrina had totally forgotten Philip. I still didn't answer. "She's not pregnant is she?"
Jesus! Pregnant? That was better than I'd hoped for! I shook my head no in answer. "Of course not! It's something else."
"What?"
"You can't tell anyone ... not mom, not dad, not--"
"Tell them what?"
"Promise."
"Okay, okay, okay, I promise," sis finally conceded.
"Cross your heart," I demanded. Glaring, she quickly crossed her heart.
"It's sorta weird," I started.
"What is?" Katrina demanded when I didn't immediately go on.
"You might get mad at me ... maybe I shouldn't--"
"WHAT ...IS ...IT!" Katrina, although she could be as kind as anyone, and had been to me the whole time I'd been growing up, also could be impatient with someone who didn't get to the point. Which of course I knew.
"Well, do you like Sarah?" I asked again.
I could see for just a second Katrina wasn't one hundred percent sure how to answer. She clearly didn't want to commit herself before she knew where I was going. "She's not a blond," she finally offered with a smile, restating an old running family joke.
No one was as blond as the Williams. We were all blonds! Light haired blonds. Mom and all us kids anyway. A golden hair color inherited from mom's Swedish ancestors. My mom, first name Ingrid, and born a Pederson, had grown up on a farm in Wisconsin. She was the daughter of Svend Pedersen and Astrid Olsen, dairy farmers whose parents had immigrated to America in the nineteen twenties. I'd inherited Svend as my middle name while Katrina had gotten Astrid as hers. We'd inherited our blondness from generations of Olsens and Pedersens.
Even dad, of Scottish stock, was light skinned and light haired, a sandy red, clearly some Viking raider hundreds of years ago had injected some Scandinavian genes into a highland lass.
All our lives we'd been subject to blond jokes and had responded in kind. An inside family joke had always been we 'blonds' against the world.
So I chuckled dutifully in acknowledgement of Katrina's blond line and then asked, "And what do you think of Mrs. Thompson?"
For a second sis looked confused but then asked, "Sarah's mom?"
I figured it was time to ratchet up the conversation, to give my sister a little shock. "She hit on me," I said, then quickly looked down shyly.
It took a few seconds for my words to register. Then, as comprehension dawned, a shocked look appeared on her face. "Mrs. Thompson hit on you? Like ... like ... sexually?" she finally stammered. I nodded. "Her daughter's boyfriend?"
"Emily has needs," I said softly.
"Emily? Who the fuck is Emily?' sis demanded. My sister never uses swear words. In fact I don't think I'd ever heard her use the "f" word even once. Which demonstrated to me just how excited Katrina was. And how bad an influence Carleton College had been on her. She should never have gone up there.
"Mrs. Thompson, her names Emily--"
"What did she do?" A demand. An imperial demand in fact.
And so I told her. And it was a true story. Oh I glossed over some parts and embellished others but essentially what I told sis over the next ten minutes was true. Mrs. Emily Thompson, my girlfriend's mother, forty-two years old and with big tits, had hit on me. In fact she'd done a lot more than that! It had started slowly, just a slow, growing realization on my part that my girlfriend's mom was looking at me differently than she should.
It had come to a head early last summer. When I'd been up spending a week at the end of June with the Thompson family at their cottage on Lake Michigan just north of Sheboygan. School had just finished for the year.
"It was just little things at first. Maybe it even started before we got to the cottage, during May and June," I said shyly.
"What little things?"
I blushed. Looked down. "I don't know. Touches. Little smiles. Bumping into to me. You know ... her breasts," I stammered.
"She pushed her breasts into you?"
"I mean it wasn't obvious or anything. Just little things. Looks. Smiles. Words. I wasn't sure at first if--"
"What words? What did she say?" sis demanded as she interrupted.
"I don't know... just words." I pretended to think for a minute. "Like one day when I was washing the dishes and she was drying ... after lunch. Sarah and her dad and sister were in the other room. I only had my bathing suit on ... no shirt."
"And?" Katrina encouraged when I didn't immediately add anything more. She was clearly interested in my story.
"It's embarrassing," I told my sister, then pretended I couldn't meet her eyes. "She said I had a good butt," I finally sputtered out. "Not exactly those words but something like that. Then she said my arms, my upper body looked great. She ran her fingers over my biceps. Then touched my bum."
"She touched your bum?" Sis was outraged. "What a slut!"
"That was all she did that time but... and then the next day."
"What happened the next day?"
"She showed me her breasts ... her nipples."
"She what?" Kat was clearly flabbergasted by my recital. She jumped at least six inches out of her chair when she heard the word nipples.
"She asked me to put suntan oil on her back. We were on the beach. Lying on towels. Sarah and her sister were swimming in the lake. Her dad was in town. She told me to undo the strap of her top before I started. And then when I started to rub the oil she sat up a bit. 'On the sides too', she ordered, I saw the whole side of her breast, then her nipple. Then when I started to oil her side she turned so that my fingers touched her breast. I tried to pull back ... I didn't know what was going on ... I was worried Sarah might come back any time. When I looked up to check, Emily, I mean Mrs. Thompson, grabbed my hand." I was shaking my head as I told Katrina my tale.
"But she's married!" sis protested.
"The next day was worse," I promised ominously.
"Worse than that? What happened?" Katrina might have been angry at Mrs. T but she was certainly curious to hear all the details.
"Everyone was going to town except me that day. To visit some old aunt or someone. Then at the last minute Emily remembered that she just had to stay for some reason or another. I don't even know what she told them. I was down on the beach and all of a sudden she was there. In her bathing suit."
Katrina was on the edge of her chair. In fact so close that our knees were touching. "Did she want you to put the oil on her again?" Sis was clearly imagining the scene.
"She said she'd do me," I said softly. "Said she didn't want me to get a sunburn. She told me to lie down. On my back."
"She touched you?" I nodded. "Where?"
"She took her time. My shoulders. My chest. Then my legs. My calves and then she moved higher. She talked the whole time she was doing it."
"What'd she say?"
"Just things about my body. About my muscles. How I was so strong. Then she said she wished she was eighteen again. As she ran her palms over my thighs."
"Eighteen! She's over forty! Doesn't she have any shame?"
I ignored Kat's outburst. "Then she did my stomach. Slowly. She circled her fingers around and around. Each time they moved lower. Like caresses. I got excited."
"She didn't--" I nodded yes. "She touched you? Through your bathing suit?" Up til that second I don't think Katrina had thought it had gone beyond mere flirtation.
"She pulled my suit down."
"Ohhhh myyyy gawd!"
"I know. I didn't know what to do. I mean it was really weird."
"Then what happened?"
"My ... my thing ...it ... I had an erection ... I couldn't help it," I stammered out, clearly trying to let sis know how embarrassed I'd been. Actually, Mrs. T's pulling down of my shorts and grabbing my cock had been one of the most exciting things that had ever happened to me! "She kissed it," I added before Katrina could say anything else.
For seconds she simply mumbled out some incomprehensible words. Then finally asked semi coherently, "She performed oral sex on you?" I nodded. "In public?" I nodded again. "And you let her? You betrayed Sarah?" I looked away from sis's steely gaze.
"I know," I conceded, a guilty look on my face. "But what could I do?"
"Did you cum? Ejaculate?" she asked.
"I couldn't help myself. She was..."
"She was what?"
"She was able to ..." Again I gave Katrina a sad, abashed look before continuing, "... swallow ... to get all of me in her mouth."
"Your..."
"My cock. She swallowed it all." Kat started to mumble again. "Sarah can't. Can't get all of me in. She says I'm too big. No one's been able to before. But Mrs. T..."
"How many girls have you been with?" Outraged. Angry. "You're just a boy. Fuck!" sis was not happy. But Philip was definitely no longer at the top of her agenda. And she also now knew that her little brother was neither as young nor perhaps as small as she'd always assumed. Her cute little eighteen year old brother was a man? Part one of my plan had been a complete success.
"She was much better at it than Sarah," I started.
"Better? At--" Sis clearly didn't want to say the words but I was quite happy to wait her out. "—at blow jobs?" she finally finished. I nodded. "Isn't that fucking wonderful," my sweet sister muttered. "You know she should be put in jail don't you? That there are laws against things like that." Katrina clearly wasn't impressed with Mrs. Thompson's performance. Or mine for that matter. But I could see that Mrs. T was taking most of sis's blame. But then she asked, "It was only the one time wasn't it?" Sis could see the answer in my eyes even before I shook my head no.
"You didn't have real sex with her did you?"
I nodded. "The day before we left. On the beach. Outside."
"And where was your supposed girlfriend?"
"What could I do? I was at their cottage. I couldn't leave. I hated it," I told sis, a semi whine in my voice. In fact, although I'd been nervous as hell those few days at the cottage, worried about not only Sarah finding out but also about her dad, they'd also been extraordinarily exciting. I'd been living on the edge and I'd loved it.
"At dinner she'd twine her leg around mine. Run the bottom of her foot up my leg. And Sarah and her dad were right there."
"She's a pig!"
"You don't know how happy I was to get out of there," I told sis. A small lie. "I didn't know what to say to Sarah. I knew it'd kill her if she found out. And her mother was so--"
"So what?" she asked when I didn't continue.
"She likes it better." Katrina's eyes crunched up. "She made noises ... she was wild," I told my sister even as I remembered my afternoon on the beach with Mrs. Thompson. I'd never experienced anything like it before.



"Wild? Wild?" Kat looked ready to explode.
"She talked dirty. When we were doing it ... it was like a porn movie or something." Smoke was coming out of sis's ears. "She kept saying, 'fuck me baby ... fuck me with your big teenage cock. Give Sarah's mommy your big cock. Make mommy cum'. Things like that. What could I do?"
For the next five minutes Katrina bombarded me with questions and observations. I happily described my encounter in excruciatingly graphic detail. Sis was clearly pissed off but at the same time couldn't keep the prurient interest she was feeling out of her voice. She finally asked: "Did she try anything more when you got home?"
"I was up north. I didn't see either of them all summer. Sarah and I just texted, phoned... but I was embarrassed. And worried Emily might tell her."
"What about when you got home in the fall? Did she start again?" I nodded. "You let her?"
"By then the other thing had happened. When I was up north. At work. The Jewish girl," I said quietly. Time to take it up a level!
"The Jewish girl? What Jewish girl?"
"Miriam. It was her birthday. She was twenty-three."
"You went out with a twenty-three year old?" Kat asked in a mystified tone.
"She was the barmaid. At Luigi's. Where I was bussing in July and August," I told Katrina. After my June vacation with the Thompsons I'd almost immediately started the summer job one of my uncles had gotten for me up north at a resort/bar in the summer resort town of Sturgeon Bay.
"Did you sleep with her?" Katrina certainly wanted to get to the gist of the story right away! But I wasn't going to go at her speed, instead I was going to lead her by the nose through every single, sexy detail.
"She's studying for her M.A. at Northwestern. In psychology. Dad's school."
"I know where dad went to school," Kat said impatiently.
"She was different. Strange. She had long, curly hair. Reddish brown," I added as I remembered the way Miriam's mass of curly hair had bounced on her shoulders as she'd walked. And I couldn't help remembering the matching triangle of thick, curly hair between her legs. Miriam hadn't been a shaver!
"She was always laughing. And her breasts were--" I left the sentence hanging.
"Her breasts were what?" Kat demanded. I answered by cupping my palms in front of me and then I slid them through the air in an imaginary tracing. A tracing that suggested very large breasts.
"She was fat?"
"Unh uh. Rubenesque," I denied with a smile.
"What, you're an art expert now? And why was this Rubenesque model sleeping with a boy anyway?" I could see that Katrina, though still curious, was clearly also getting impatient.
"We were all staying in the staff cabins behind the resort. She'd been living all summer with some guy from California. But then he left a couple of weeks before the end of the summer. They caught him screwing one of the guest's wives. That's why Miriam was alone on her birthday."
"So she decided to seduce some innocent boy? To cradle rob?"
"We just went for a drink. After our shift. We weren't planning anything. In a little bar in the town. We talked. Danced."
"You're not even supposed to be served ... you're too young," Katrina said huffily.
"Then she asked me if I was a virgin?"
"She asked you if you were a virgin?"
"Yeah, when we were dancing. I told her I was."
"You lied to her?"
"She said I was cute. That if she was sixteen again she she'd have been first in line."
"Sixteen?"
"That's how old she said she thought I was. Which was bull. She knew I was eighteen. Anyway we danced a bit and then, when we'd finished our beers she suggested we go back to her place. She said that she had a birthday cake we could share. That maybe we could round up some of the others and have a party. She didn't want to be alone on her birthday."
"And of course my eighteen year old supposed virgin brother who's sleeping with his girlfriend's mother went," Katrina said sarcastically.
"It was her birthday!"
"And then what happened."
"Well when we got there Miriam opened a couple of beers and put the cake on the table. Then she went for a pee."
"And..." Kat encouraged when I didn't immediately continue. I was lost in the memory of what came next. An absolute total fucking surprise!
"She came out of the bathroom naked ... with nothing on."
"No way. You're lying, I do not believe it."
"It's true! I couldn't believe it either. I'd just thought we were going to hang out. Talk ... you know, listen to music. Maybe have a beer. And there she was. In her birthday suit!"
"You shoulda left. As soon as she came out with nothing on," sis pontificated.
"But it was her birthday! I couldn't just leave her there alone. Besides, you should have seen her."
"So you slept with her?"
Sleep with her! Jesus, that was putting it mildly. I'd been overwhelmed. Stunned as she'd engulfed me in her nudity.
"She near raped me," I told sis as the memories of that night continued to echo around my brain. "We did things that I'd never imagined ... I mean she took it and me to another level."
"What things?" Katrina wanted details.
Miriam Rosenberg had been a revelation for me. She loved sex. She hadn't been interested in any silly seduction games. And although I'd been chosen by her simply by chance, simply because I'd been handy on her birthday when she'd been alone and perhaps feeling sorry for herself, once she'd heard I was a virgin and then seen my penis, she set about enjoying herself.
While making sure that yours truly also enjoyed himself. Immensely!
"She said I had the most beautiful cock she'd ever seen."
"She said what?"
"She only said that the next morning. Then she put him in her mouth."
"But what did she do the night before?"
I tried to explain to Kat what we'd done but it was near impossible to describe the total passion Miriam and I had shared. The animal like couplings that had seemed to go on and on.
When I finally started to wind down my description of the night Katrina asked, "You had sex with her five times in one night?" I nodded. "You ejaculated five times?" I nodded again. "It's impossible," my sister proclaimed.
"She said I was better than the guy she'd been sleeping with all summer. That if she'd known--"
"Did you use a condom?" I shook my head no. "Are you crazy?"
"She said a virgin should always ride bareback his first time."
"Yeah right! Is that what they teach at Northwestern these days?" Sis wasn't happy.
"Anyway the next morning when I woke up she was talking to my penis. That's when she said he was the most beautiful penis she'd ever seen. Then she sucked me."
"And I suppose she was better at it than Mrs. Thompson?" sis asked sarcastically.
"Unh uh. Just different. That's part of my problem. They're both good in their own ways."
"Meanwhile your girlfriend, the girl you supposedly love, is sitting at home twiddling her thumbs."
"That's my problem! I like Sarah but I like the others too. That's why I came to see you tonight. To hear what you think... I mean you're the person I trust most in the world."
"Yeah right. After whatever woman you're sleeping with you mean. Somebody needs to cut it off."
"My penis?" I asked in a shocked tone.
"Shut up!" came back at me. "Now tell me what else happened with this Miriam slut."
Which was going to be tough to do if I followed her shut up order I thought even as I launched back into my tale. "We didn't leave her bed all that weekend. Neither of us wanted to stop. She kept saying she wanted her virgin's big cock inside herself. That she loved it when my hot cum burst inside her cunt."
"She talked like that?"
I nodded, then added, "You shoulda heard some of the things she said! She said I had biggest cock she'd ever seen. That no one had ever made her feel that way. She made me fuck her tits."
"She did what?" sis asked. And I knew what her next question was going to be. "How big is your penis anyway? You can't be that big..."
I wasn't quite ready to answer that question just yet. "Miriam taught me a lot that week."
"That week?"
"Every night I went back to her place. As soon as our work finished. We did everything. She taught me--"
"Taught you what?"
"Oral sex, things like that."
"You'd already done that ... with Mrs. Thompson," Kat interjected in a petulant tone.
"She taught me how to do it to a woman. To go down on her. What women like. And anal stuff."
For just a second I could see that Katrina was thrown by the anal reference but then I saw comprehension dawn. "In her ass?" Almost horror on Kat's face.
"I'm oversexed."
"No you are not!"
"She told me I'm the most oversexed man she'd ever slept with. That no man had ever been able to satisfy her like I had. That I'd given her more orgasms in a week than her boyfriend had in a year. And she said her boyfriend was pretty good."
"She's a slut."
"She laughed when I finally admitted I hadn't been a virgin. I told her about Sarah. About her mother. She told me I should just keep fucking both of them. That I should try to get them both in bed together."
"That's the stupidest advice I've ever heard anyone give. Do you want to break Sarah's heart? Ruin her life." Kat demanded.
"I told her about the other girls. About you."
"What other girls? MEEEE!!!! What could you have possibly have told her about me?"
"I blamed you."
"Blamed meeee! How can I be blamed? What did I do?"
"Miriam agreed with me. She told me that it's normal for young boys to be led astray if their older sister acts like you did." Katrina was ready to explode! "That's probably why I've slept with so many girls. Why my libido's so high. She says she's studied it, that it's pretty regularly encountered in her field."
"Libido my ass. And what fucking field?" Not happy at all!
"That's what she's doing her M.A. thesis on. Teenage sexuality and the influence of family members on it. In determining how you turn out."
"What a load of crap! How many girls have you slept with anyway?"
"Up until the end of last summer?" I asked back.
"How many!"
"Five."
"FIVE!"
"Well how many have you?" I challenged back. We'd finally gotten to the next stage. And I knew I had my sister where I wanted her. I knew she'd lie. And I knew it would really get exciting when she found out how I knew she was lying.
"It's none of your business. We're talking about you now."
"Well Philip must be one," I said ignoring her. "And then you must have slept with Kenny Bridges when you were in high school." Kenny had gone to the prom with Katrina.
"I did not," Kat denied even as the blush spread on her lips.
"And probably Graham Sinclair," I added. He'd gone out with Katrina when they'd both been juniors. In fact I knew for a fact that he'd been her first. That he was the boy who'd popped her proverbial cherry. I'd never liked the prick!
"Are you crazy?"
"And everyone wondered about you and that English teacher."
"What English teacher?" But Katrina knew exactly who I was talking about. She'd had a crush on one of her teachers her senior year.
"So that's four," I answered as I held up four fingers, still ignoring her outbursts. "And you must have slept with someone your first year and a half at Carleton. Mind you, up there, who knows?"
"And what does that mean?"
"Everyone knows about that school," I said disdainfully.
"It's one of the highest rated Liberal Arts Colleges in the country."
"Yeah," I scoffed, "for male homosexual studies."
"I'll kill you."
"Anna looked it up. After you'd brought Philip home last summer."
"Anna? Our sister Anna? You involved her? She's only fifteen. What did you tell her?"
"I didn't involve anyone! She just spat it out at dinner one night. Said that she'd looked up Carleton on the Internet and found that the GBLT Alliance of America had named it the most gay friendly college in America."
"They did not!"
"That's what she said anyway. Dad asked her where she'd heard that."
"Dad and mom were there?"
"Apparently the male student body at Carleton is thirty-seven percent gay and another forty-one percent bisexual or transsexual. That's what the GBLTers say anyway."
"You are soooo, soooo wrong."
"Anyway, stop trying to change the subject. We were talking about your lovers. We were up to four if I remember correctly."
"We were not up to four! And you're the one changing the subject."
"So there had to be at least two or three at Carleton. The prettiest girl at the College had to have been able to locate some of the few straight guys there. And then you probably slept with one of your professors too. So that's at least six. Probably seven. You're definitely ahead of me," I finished smugly.
"Two! Just two! I have only slept with two boys in my whole life," Katrina denied. But she had caught the compliment about the prettiest girl I'd thrown her.
"Liar," I accused. I was moving in for the kill. Then I gave her a knowing smile. Just when she was about to say something else I turned my head slowly towards her dresser. Towards the third drawer of her dresser. The drawer that holds her underwear. Her panties.
It finally clicked! I saw it in her face when the truth finally registered. There was no way I could have known unless ... "If you ... I swear if you--" she sputtered.
I interrupted. "Hah! It's your fault. Just like Miriam told me."
"Myyyy FAULT! How could it possibly be myyyy fault?" Katrina screeched. She was near cationic.
"You knew I'd look there. You wanted me to read it."
"I knew you'd look there?" Total incredibility in her voice. "I knew that my brother would skulk around in my underwear and find my personal diary?"
"Every teenage boy in the world checks out his sister's panties. You knew that."
"No Robert, every boy in the world does not check out his sister's panties."
"Maybe not the weirdoes that go to your school but every normal boy does. How do you think boys learn about those things," I added nonchalantly.
For seconds Katrina was incapable of speech.
"You've slept with seven guys."
"I have not!"
"If you don't want to talk about it that's okay,"
"I hate you."
"And reading about it when I was young had a profound effect on me. Miriam says that young boys who are exposed to a big sister's wild sexual proclivities invariably become highly sexed themselves. Especially when the sister is blond."
Katrina seemed to count to ten to herself before she responded. And when she did she started slowly, calmly. "Robert, first of all I'd just like to say that Miriam is full of shit." Sis was smiling as she talked but it was a pained, unwelcoming smile. "Second, I don't care what Anna found on the Internet, Carleton College is one of the finest schools in the land. A school that, unhappily for you, you'd never be accepted into." I could have responded to that last line but I figured I'd let sis run with the ball for a while.
"Third, mucking around in your sister's underwear is about the lowest of the lows." Again I shut up. "Perhaps the only thing lower would be to read your sisters private diary. A diary that was hidden and locked." The lock on her diary had been a piece of cake! "And what does being a blond have to do with anything?"
"Finally betraying your girlfriend like you've done indicates a depravity and level of sexual perversion that is almost unheard of. I'm ashamed to have you--"
Enough is enough I thought to myself, then cut into Katrina's speech, "So you won't help me?"
"Whaaaaat!"
"Well that's why I came tonight. To get some advice. I mean I knew you had lots of experience so I thought that maybe you, my favorite sister, someone who's always been kind to me even if your behavior did lead me astray, would be able to help me with my little problem."
"LITTLE PROBLEM! Little bloody problem? Your problem sounds to me that it's quite a big problem and one that should be kept in your pants."
Just then we heard a knock on the door. A second later mom's head peeked in.
"Robert, you're not bothering your sister are you?"
"She's been helping me," I answered as I flashed mom my best boyish, innocent smile. "I'm lucky she's home this weekend."
"She has?" Mom couldn't keep the surprise out of her voice. She'd clearly imagined something much worse when she'd heard Katrina's raised voice.
"I just had some questions about girl things. Sarah and I..." I left the sentence hanging.
"You're having problems with Sarah?" Mom asked.
"I'm lucky Kat came home."
"You can always talk to me Robert," mom said.
"Teenage girls are weird these days mom. That's why I needed to talk to someone like Katrina."
"Yeah right ... girls are the weird ones," sis said sarcastically as she raised her eyes to the ceiling. But she didn't give me away.
Mom, after checking her daughter's reaction to my words, flashed a small grin. She could tell by our tones that her children were in a teasing mode.
"Don't stay up too late," mom advised as she backed towards the door. "Your dad and I are turning in."
"We're probably going to watch a flick. A good one comes on at eleven-thirty," I told mom.
"I could make you some popcorn," mom offered back. "Before I go to bed."
"Would you?" I said with a smile and then popped up off of sis's bed. "I'll come with you. I gotta pee and then I'll help you," I told my mother as I grabbed her hand and started to lead her out the door.
"I think I'm too tired for a movie," Katrina yelled at my departing back.
"Oh no you're not," I said as I danced back to her and gave her a kiss on the cheek. "You promised to help."
"You should change into your jammies dear. The popcorn will be ready in no time," mom advised sis. Then mom walked over to Kat, gave her a big hug and said, "It's so nice to have you home honey. Seeing you two together brings back such good memories. And helping your brother even though you're hurting -- you make me so proud honey."
What could sis say to that? "I'm going to have a shower first," she finally said when she realized she wasn't going to escape. She tried to sound a bit reluctant but I knew with one hundred percent certainty that she wanted to continue our little talk.
****
"You know you can always talk to me Robert." Mom and I were standing side by side in the kitchen. The popcorn was in the microwave. I was pouring the cokes. Mom clearly had been hurt that I'd felt I couldn't discuss my problems with her.
"I made it up mom."
"What?"
"I just wanted to get Katrina talking. You know how she loves helping others."
"So you made up a problem with Sarah?"
"You don't mind? You don't think it was too underhanded?" Mom was elated at my subterfuge!
"Did she say anything about Philip?" she wanted to know.
"A bit. I'm leading her to it slowly. But from what she's hinted so far I think she's starting to realize that losing Philip might have been the best thing that could have happened to her. And she hasn't admitted it yet but I think maybe Philip didn't leave her for another girl."
"He didn't?"
"I think Anna may have been right about him after all."
Mom didn't say anything for seconds. "He's gay?" she finally whispered.
"I think so. I think that's what really got Kat. Apparently the College is rife with them."
"Anna is definitely not going up there for college," mom promised.
"I'll talk some more with her tonight. I think all she needs is a shoulder to cry on."
Mom immediately hugged me. "You're a good son," she whispered as she held me, then gave me a quick kiss on the cheeks.
"I love you too mom," I answered.
Five minutes later she went to bed happy. I knew dad would soon be getting the good news. Meanwhile, I, a tray carrying a large bowl of popcorn and a couple of drinks in hand, climbed the stairs up to Katrina's room.



"You're such a liar," sis said as I came through the door. She'd showered. Her long blond hair, still damp and now unleashed, rode down her back and over her shoulders and down across her breasts. There was a hint of perfume in the air. She was sitting cross-legged on her bed, her sleepshirt tucked modestly between her legs. I couldn't help wondering which pair of panties she was wearing and whether I'd ever used them...
"And I'm not letting you off the hook about my diary," she promised as I plopped down next to her.
"I told mom you're okay now, that you're glad to be finally rid of him. That it was just the shock of you finding out he was sleeping with his roommate. His male roommate."
"You better not have," sis warned. But there was no real anger in her voice. In fact she had a little grin on her lips as she shook her head in exasperation.
Meanwhile I was surreptitiously checking out sis. Sleepshirt doesn't sound that sexy. I mean they're not some flimsy, see through negligee or something. They're not made with a décolleté cut that displays lots and lots of breast. Heck, they even cover a girls arms and hang down almost to her knees.
But even so, on the right girl, and Katrina was the right girl for just about any women's fashion ever designed, there can be something quite enticing about a sleepshirt. The one she had on was a white cotton, buttons up the front style shirt that had a pocket and a subtle pink vertical stripe pattern.
And with the top button left casually undone each movement sis made flashed a hint of her breasts. Alluring hills that promised so much even as the shirt masked and protected the nipples that protruded from their centers.
"Okay I've told you all about my problems, now it's your turn. Give."
"I ... don't ...have ... any ... problems! Now what movie are we going to watch?" Kat asked grumpily. "And don't you think for even one little second that we're finished talking about little brothers who read there sister's private diaries," she warned.
"You know you're not that bad a writer," I said as I picked up the remote, propped a pillow against the headboard and then sat down next to her. "I mean that scene where you describe wearing red, silk panties to your English class and then sitting in the front row and letting--"
"Shut up! And don't say another word," exploded from sis's lips as the unmistakable blush spread across her cheeks.
I started to scroll through the pay-per-view offerings even as I put my arm around sis's shoulder. "Lots of young girls fantasize about their teachers. Then try to seduce them. Then--"
"I did not sleep with Mr. Jennings!"
"This one looks like a good one," I said, interrupting my pretty sister.
"What's it called?" sis asked as I clicked the title. "Stuffing or Muffing?"
"It says it's a family Thanksgiving story. Probably a chick flick. Perfect for you," I added as I started to order it.
"Oh my gawd, it's triple x rated," sis squealed when the blurb for it came up on the screen. "Porn? Are you crazy? It'll show up on the bill. Dad or mom might see it." I continued to click away on the remote.
"They'll understand," I said as I pushed the final button, okaying the payment. "In fact, knowing what they now know about Philip they'll probably be relieved to see you're back watching hetero erotica."
"You're terrible," sis chided, but she was smiling and snuggled even closer to her little brother. Then gasped out an, "oh my gawd!" when the opening scene of the movie flashed on the screen facing us.
"Was Philip that big?" I asked as I nudged Katrina. The guy up on the screen was sporting a super sized boner and two girls were on their knees facing it.
"That's disgusting. And so are you," sis accused as we both watched open mouthed as one of the girls took the cockhead into her mouth.
"She's as good as Mrs. Thompson," I answered as we watched super cock disappear between the actress's lips.
****
"What'd you do with my panties?" Sis's question came about five minutes into the movie. Both of us, sitting side by side, with our legs touching and my arm around Kat's shoulders, had been watching the movie wordlessly. I'd had a more than noticeable hard-on since about thirty seconds into the movie. Sis would have had to have been blind not to have seen it. But she hadn't said a word!
"Just the normal things," I answered.
"It's not normal." I didn't reply to that observation. And it took another minute or two before Kat's next question was issued. "You just looked, you didn't--"
I gave her the old 'are you kidding look' in reply then said, "All my friends did it. Checked out their sister's or their mother's underwear."
For a minute neither of us said anything, both suddenly caught up on the action going on in the movie. Then sis turned and looked into my eyes. "You didn't allow anyone else to see my panties did you?"
I shook my head no. "Nope," I said but then, after a seconds thought added, "except for that one time." Now while it is true that throughout my teenage years I had availed myself of Katrina's underwear drawer I have to admit I'd never really let any of my buddies experience the pleasure. I'd made that part up!
"Who? What'd he do? Or what did they do?"
"Just Rickie. And just once," I lied.
"Rickie Andrews? That little prick," sis spat out angrily. I'd chosen Rickie because he was a guy I hardly saw anymore and so wouldn't likely run into Kat anytime soon.
"He wanted to see blond panties," I said nonchalantly.
"You're lying. I know you're lying. Now what did you do with my panties?" she demanded.
"Masturbation," I admitted with a grin.
"You masturbated into my panties?"
"Usually your dirty ones. Ones that were in the laundry. When I told Miriam about it she said it was perfectly normal. That all boys love running a girls panties over their cocks."
Sis didn't want to hear anything more from Miriam. "You ejaculated into my dirty panties?"
"Sometimes you're clean ones too," I corrected.
"Just once or twice, right?" sis asked hopefully.
I shook my head no. "Almost every day," I said cheerfully.
"You masturbate every day?"
"Of course! Most days two or three times. Its normal."
"Normal? Three times a day?"
"I do it at least two anyway. But not always with your panties."
"But not on the days when you've slept with your girlfriend... with Sarah... or her slut mother--"
"Every day! When I wake up just about every morning. Then later in the day. I know girls don't do it as much but--"
"But what?"
"Some do. Miriam told me she masturbated every day. She has a vibrator. Like that one," I exclaimed as I pointed to the TV screen where a young beauty was inserting a big, purple colored, plastic penis substitute up between her legs.
"I do not masturbate every day," sis proclaimed loudly as we both watched as the actress somehow accommodated the plastic monstrosity. "And that's gross," she added as she pointed to the screen.
"She's double jointed I think," I opined as the actress started to push the thing into and out of her gaping pussy.
"Nor do normal boys masturbate three times a day."
"How often does Philip?" I asked.
"Shut up!"
"Have you ever seen a guy masturbate," I asked back.
"No!" sis replied.
"Never?" I was surprised by her answer. Although she'd never written about it in her diary I figured she must have seen a guy do it sometime.
"I said NO!"
We both turned our eyes back to the screen. Then watched silently as the guy with the 'supercock' penetrated a latina. After a few minutes I asked, my eyes still on the screen, "Haven't you ever wanted to see a guy do it?"
"NO!" Blasted out from Katrina's mouth in response.
"Miriam let me watch her ... it was neat. And she watched me do it."
"When did she have time to watch? I thought you two were making love twenty-four hours a day," Kat said angrily.
"So I guess you don't want to watch me when I do it later tonight?" I put my hand lightly on my crotch.
"Certainly not," Kat answered even as her eyes zoomed in on the bulge in my pants my hand had highlighted. "Why would I want to watch my brother touch his penis? How gross is that?"
"That's okay," I answered nonchalantly, "I'll do it when the movies over. When I'm back in my room. Maybe I'll Skype with Miriam when I'm doing it."
"Skype with Miriam? She'd watch?"
"We've done it before that way," I answered. "She says mutual, over the internet, masturbation is very healthy."
"She's a slut!"
"She says you have nice panties," I answered with a grin.
"You masturbated into my panties and let her watch?" I nodded. "Which ones?" I knew that if I told her sis would never wear them again so I didn't answer. Instead I turned back to the TV.
Kat didn't say anything for what seemed like minutes. But as we sat shoulder to shoulder and thigh to thigh on her bed I could feel her anger while also sensing her excitement. Finally she spat out, "You know you don't have to do it. You could show some self restraint for once. That would at least be a first step." In answer I slipped my left hand, my free hand, under my t-shirt and then under the elastic waist band of my sweat pants.
"What are you doing?" sis demanded even as I moved my cock, letting him jump upward as I pulled my pants slightly away from my body. Then I let them snap back, trapping just my cockhead outside my pants even while holding the shaft of my prick tightly against my body. My t-shirt hid him from her view but sis couldn't miss seeing the head of my cock outlined against my t-shirt. After watching for seconds she said hoarsely, "that's disgusting, put him back."
"He needs some air."
"You're a pervert."
"He wants you to look at him. He wants to see you."
"He does not. And he's definitely not going to. What's gotten into you?"
"Just lift up the edge of the shirt," I lured as I took her left hand in mine and placed it on the bottom edge of my shirt.
"No! And why do you have an erection anyway? I'm your sister."
"Duh! Look at the screen for crying out loud." The hero of the film was by then engaged in a sixty-nine with a really hot, big breasted, black eighteen year old nympho type. Neither of us had really been following the film, in fact we'd turned down the sound as we'd talked, leaving both of us somewhat in the dark re plot development. "God, her breasts are as big as Mrs. T's," I said as I watched, knowing the words would get a rise out of sis.
She didn't say anything. Nor did she move her fingers from my hip where they were slowly, and perhaps unconsciously, playing with the hem of my shirt. And then, when the girl on the screen started to scream out her pleasure, Kat's fingers started to move. A second later my cockhead was bared.
"I didn't mean to do that. Cover it up," she ordered as she stared at it. My penis was held in place against my stomach by my waistband even though it was clearly straining to escape.
"He's looking at you. Using his one eye to--" I whispered in Kat's ear.
"It's ugly," she answered. But her eyes were locked in a stare with my cock's eye.
She watched wordlessly for seconds before I finally asked, "Do you want to see more ... to see all of--"
"No!" Said quickly and forcefully.
"Touch him?"
"NO! I said no!" Panic and excitement were in her voice.
"Push down the edge of the pants. On your side, I'll push on my side," I lured as I put my fingers on the waistband of my pants. Then I said, "Christ, look at that," as I lifted my hand and pointed at the screen. The film's hero was sitting on his ladylove's stomach and slowly pushing his big cock between her breasts.
"That is so disgusting," sis grunted but her eyes quickly returned to my penis.
"I think I'm bigger than he is," I offered smugly as I pushed my pants downward. Just an inch or so. With only me pushing on one side not much more of my cock was exposed to sis's view.
"You're not even close. Look at him ... he's a horse." And the guy up on the screen was big. And yes probably he was bigger than I was.
"Mine's pretty big," I answered. Then I watched as Katrina, trancelike, eyed my penis. Slowly her fingers started to move, pushing my pants down my right hip. I immediately matched her movements with my left hand. The shaft of my cock was slowly bared. When about three quarters of its length had been exposed it simply jumped up free, the tension of its erection freeing itself from the last restraints of my waistband. Kat gasped.
"Put it away," she finally whispered after having watched it bob in the air in front of her for seconds.
"I told you he was bigger than the guy on the screen," I said as I pushed my pants completely down my legs and then kicked them away after I'd freed my feet.
"No it's not. God look at that guy," she ordered but her eyes never left my penis. "Put your pants back on. Hurry, what if mommy or daddy comes?" Real panic was in her voice. But I was pretty sure she wasn't worried about our parents.
"Is it bigger than Philip's?" I asked, ignoring her request and then I circled my shaft with my hand.
"Don't," she pled as I started to move my hand.
"Miriam said it was very healthy, sexuality wise, to watch a man masturbate. That a woman learns..."
"I hate Miriam! And she certainly didn't say it was healthy to watch your brother do it."
"That's where you're wrong," I answered confidently. I was taking my time with my hand, simply keeping my cock interested with long, slow strokes. "In fact her studies show that over fifty percent of girls see their brothers masturbate sometime in their growing up years. That it's a great way for a young female to be introduced to sex."
"I'm twenty! And she's an idiot!" But sis continued to watch my hand as it moved up and down my shaft.
"I could call her," I offered. "I've got her cell number. We could both talk to her."
"Don't you dare!"
And then, as I sped up my hand, I grunted out, "Give me your panties ... hurry. Hurry Kat."
"What?"
"Please Kat ... hurry ... I need them," I pled. I was faking just a bit.
"Nooooooo--"
"The ones you're wearing. Hurreeeeeee."
"The ones I'm wearing?" But even as she spoke the words her hands moved to the hem of her sleep shirt and then under it. It was like she'd been hypnotized by the cock that was dancing in the air before her eyes. "Don't look," she ordered and then seconds later her hands reappeared. Grasping her panties, a pair of cotton boy shorts. Pink ones. I grabbed them from her hands the second she'd cleared her feet with them.
"What are you going to do with them?" she asked. I didn't answer. Instead simply brought the soft cloth to my nose and mouth. "That is sooo, sooo gross," sis said in a hoarse voiced exhalation. A second later I rubbed the crotch of her panties across the head of my cock. And wiped away the big drop of precum that had formed at its tip.
"Don't get them dirty," sis gasped.
"I've used them before," I answered.
"You masturbated into these ones?" I nodded. "Ejaculated?" I nodded again. "What if I'd gotten pregnant from them?" sis asked irrationally. Even she knew that would have been impossible.
"Oh gawd, I need help," I groaned as I dropped her panties on my thigh and recircled my shaft with my left hand. My right arm was still around Katrina's shoulder.
"Help?" she asked even as I released my cock for a second and put my fingers on her wrist. Slowly I lifted her hand and brought it toward my waving cock. "Don't!" A plea. But without much force in it. There was a resigned tone in her voice. "You're my brother." Said as her fingers touched my shaft. "We can't!" Said as her fingers closed around my hardness.
"Move your hand."
"Move my hand?" But she obeyed even as she asked. She was acting almost as if she was in a trance. "Like this?" she finally asked.
"Give it a little twist each time. When your hand nears the head," I instructed. Meanwhile, my right hand, which had been draped around Kat's shoulder, slowed started to move down her arm.
"Put some saliva on him."
"What?" Sis was mystified by my request. My fingers found the side of her breast!
"Spit on him. Lubricate him. With your mouth," I told my big sister.
Almost mechanically she bent her head toward the end of my cock. An excited cock that was bucking in her small, soft hand. "Spit on him?" she asked even as her mouth opened and saliva slid out and dropped onto my penis.
"More. Then rub it. With your other hand," I instructed as my hand clamped onto her breast. Totally preoccupied I don't even think she even noticed that her brother was now in possession of her tit.
"Like this?" Of course like that! My cock was in heaven as Katrina's two hands worked on him.
"Yes," I gasped. My fingers had found her puffy nipple and were stretching it through the cloth.
"You're not going to ejaculate are you? You'll stop before then won't you?" she asked.
As if! My penis was already far too long gone. A process had been started that would have been impossible to stop. Seconds later I felt the first spasm deep inside my balls.
"I can't stop," I groaned as the first explosive, sperm laden charge rushed up my cock. Her face, only about eight inches away from the end of my penis when the eruption occurred, was splattered by the first ejaculation.
"Oh my gawd," she squealed as the string of cum landed on a blond curl hanging down over her forehead and then slid down onto her nose. Her hands released me as she reared back. Another string exploded from my now freed and rearing cock and arched through the air before landing on her thigh. By the time the third spasm rippled along my penis I'd covered the end of my cock with Katrina's panties. The rest of my ejaculation, a large one, ended up coating them.
"You weren't supposed to cum," sis chastised as I sat panting beside her. There was a tinge of hysteria in her voice. "You promised." Of course I hadn't promised anything of the kind. "It's in my hair."
Freeing her breast, yes I'd kept a hold of it all through the excitement, I reached up and ran my fingers across her forehead and captured most of the hanging strand. Then brought it to her lips.
"No ... don't ... please ... you're my brother." I painted her lips with cum. "I don't even like the taste of it," she protested as I pushed my laden digit between her lips.
"I'm not Philip, you'll like mine," I promised. And even though she shook her head she did manage to clean my finger with her tongue.
"Was Miriam right? About watching a man masturbate?" I asked after we'd both calmed down a bit.
"They should expel her from Northwestern. They should never allow someone like that to--"
"You know that you're my first blond don't you?" I said, interrupting her.
"What?"
"Didn't you ever wonder why I never dated a blond?"
"No." Said with a pout but I could see she wanted to know the answer even if the question hadn't ever occurred to her before.
"It's because none of them are nearly as pretty as you," I told her.
"I'm not that pretty."
"Miriam told me it's perfectly normal for a teenage boy to be attracted to his sister."
"There are plenty of pretty blonds."
"You know, I've never seen a blond one before."
"A blond what?" But she knew. And she saw my eyes were locked on the hem of her sleepshirt. A hem that was sitting mid thigh high. "Anyway," she added, "the movies over, we should both go to sleep. I'm tired."
"You won't let me see it?" I asked as I got up on my knees and then moved so I was kneeling between her ankles. "You're not completely shaven down there are you?"
"No you can't see it! And for your information I'm not shaven," sis answered as she grabbed the hem of her skirt and tried to push it farther down her thighs.
"Please!" I pled as I placed my hands on her knees and gently, slowly started to push them apart.



"We can't... I'm your sister... it's against the law... please Bobby," she pled even as she released the hem and allowed me to spread her legs.
"You're beautiful," I intoned as I pushed her shirt back up her thighs.
"You can only look, nothing else," she begged even as she lay back in submission.
"Don't you want me to do to you what Miriam taught me?" I asked as my eyes feasted on the glistening pink slit of Katrina's sex.
"Do what?"
"With my mouth. My tongue," I answered as I let the fingers of my left hand slide up her inner thigh.
"Oral sex?"
"Uh huh," I agreed as my other hand slip up her other thigh.
"Boys don't like doing that," she protested. "They never want to--"
"I do," I answered as I started to dip my head. My fingers had already found her blond curls and were in the process of pulling her nether lips apart. Her clitoris, popped into sight as I opened her. And the aroma of her sexual need was unmistakable as it wafted out of her sex.
"You do?" In answer I licked up her slit and then lightly flicked the tip of her clit with my tongue. "Ohhh my gawd," she gasped at the exact instant I touched it. Her whole body was trembling.
"Did Philip do it like this?" I asked as I continued to tongue her.
"Noooo!"
"Is it okay? Should I continue?" I asked between tastes.
"Yesssss! But just tonight." Moaned.
"You're sure?" I asked as I slipped my hands up under her shirt and then slid them upwards until I found her breasts. Her nipples were hard, arching pebbles. She groaned out as I played them.
"Pleeeeeease Bobby," she pled. She was gasping, panting, trembling, arching her body upward off the bed. I felt her hands at the back of my head, holding me against her. I knew she was close. I pulled my right hand back downward until it was resting between her legs. And as my tongue found Katrina's clit I pushed two fingers inside her. Deep, forcefully into her vagina. Her sopping vagina. She screamed. Then her body started to buck as her orgasm pulsed outward.
We were damn lucky Katrina's bedroom was at the far end of the house from mom's and dad's!
****
"Do you always react like that when a man goes down on you?" I asked in wonder minutes later. The power of her orgasm had stunned me. Kat shook her head. "Just sometimes?" Kat was still panting. Her pussy was dripping. She shook her head a second time. "But what about--" She shook her head again. But wouldn't meet my eyes. I suddenly understood.
"No one has ever gone down on you? Never?" She shook her head no. "Fuck, I knew it! They are all gay up there at Carleton, that proves it," I said as I pushed my fingers back inside her.
"Most boys don't like doing it. Everyone knows that. They don't like the taste."
"Then they haven't tasted you," I said as I pulled my fingers out of Kat's vagina and brought them to my mouth. She watched almost spellbound as I licked them clean. Then I put them back between her legs and recoated them with her spending.
Then brought them to her lips. Let her taste herself. Kat took her time sucking my fingers.
"You're beautiful," I whispered. We were lying side by side on the bed, facing each other, our lips just inches apart. "I've always loved you. Can I see you? All of you," I asked as she licked my finger.
When she'd finally finished she asked, "See me? Naked?" I nodded. "Why?" I didn't answer. For seconds she said nothing. Then slowly she pulled her shirt up until her breasts were bared. A second later the shirt was over her head and then thrown down onto the floor.
"You're so beautiful, you've always been my dream girl," I whispered into her mouth.
"I am?"
"But you're probably not a very good kisser," I said lightly, a tease and challenge in my voice. "Good looking girls are almost always poor kissers, especially blonds. That's what Miriam found in her research anyway," I added with a smirk.
"She's an idiot. I told you that," sis answered a millisecond before her lips found mine. We kissed. Again and again. Full, tongue filled kisses. Wet kisses. Hungry kisses. Kisses exchanged while I let my hands explore her back and rear end before they slipped around her body and found her breasts.
"It's hard again. He's poking me," Katrina mock complained between kisses. I was pretty sure she didn't mind feeling my cock as it bumped into her thighs and mound. "He's a bad, bad boy."
"He loves you," I answered as we both looked down the space between our bodies and watched my cock as it attempted to bridge the gap between us.
"Apparently he loves every girl he meets," Kat answered disdainfully even as she adjusted herself so that my cock was perfectly positioned at her gate.
I brushed a strand of blond hair from Kat's forehead, gave her a quick, soft peck on her lips and then said, "It looks like he wants to explore".
"Well he's not going to do any exploring in me," shot back from Kat but there was an invitation in her eyes.
"You mean he can't even duck his head inside the door and look around?" I asked as I moved my hips and pushed the head of my cock into her crack.
"Don't!"
"You're wet." My cockhead continued its slow advance.
"I'm not!" she answered as it popped inside her. Her lips closed behind it.
"He says he's never seen anything like it... that it's the most beautiful cavern in the world," I said as sis and I stared into each other's eyes.
"What, that stupid thing talks to you?"
"Of course," I answered with a laugh. "Doesn't your pretty little pussy talk to you?"
"Well, you just better tell him not to go any farther."
"Not even one more inch?"
"No! And he'll have to leave soon."
"Okay, if that's what you want," I replied. But there was no way mr. cock was going to leave anytime soon. I simply left him cockhead deep in my sister. And then, after a couple of seconds of silence Katrina adjusted her body, an adjustment that just happened to push about three inches of penile shaft into her.
"Don't! I told you not to move," she ordered. We both knew it was she who'd caused the further impalement.
"Sorry," I apologized. "He just got excited for a second." I started to pull my penis back.
"Well okay then. And you don't have to take him all the way out, not yet anyway," she added.
"Not yet? You're sure?" I asked, then dipped my head and captured her lips. "Should I move him, just a little?" I asked when our tongues finally separated.
Katrina nodded. "But not too far ... just to where he was before," she instructed as I pushed slowly back inside.
"He says you're beautiful, that he's never seen one like yours," I said as I gave Kat slow, short, three or four inch strokes.
"He's certainly seen a lot of them," she mock complained as her vagina started to respond.
"He wants to go a little deeper."
"He's already pretty deep," Kat answered as we both looked down between our bodies and watched my cock as it slowly moved in and out.
"Look how much is still outside."
"It's his fault! He's too big," sis answered as she adjusted her body so that another two inches disappeared inside her with every plunge of my hips.
"You should hear him now," I exclaimed.
"Tell him to shut up," Kat instructed with a smile. My cock was getting bathed in her juices with every stroke.
"He says your pussy is starting to make noises... to talk to him ... she wants... more."
"She does not!" Said with a soft groan. But of course she did. Her cunt had become a welcoming oven.
"Can I?" I asked. It was both a plea and a statement.
"We can't!" A sad denial.
"We have just one night. We'll never have this chance again. No one will ever know." I was still moving my hips but I hadn't yet filled her.
"It's against the law."
"Can I?"
"Just tonight? Never again, right?" In answer I rolled my sister onto her back without completely decocking from her.
"You don't want someone else to be my first blond do you?" I settled myself so that I was on my knees between her legs, most of my weight carried by them and my elbows. Just my cockhead was inside her. It was covered in her sexual juices.
"He's so big," Katrina whispered as she peered down between our bodies. I started to thrust. The air whooshed out between her lips in a deep moan as I filled her.
"Are you okay?" I asked when every inch of my hardness was inside her. She was tight everywhere... her vagina was like an oiled vise as it struggled to accommodate me.
"You won't cum, not inside me will you?" she asked as I started to move my hips. Her cunt was already starting to spasm around the shaft that was violating her.
"Not right away anyway," I answered I moved my hands to her breasts.
"You're an animal," Kat complained even as she lifted her hips in unison with my thrusts.
"Little blond slut," I teased. "Turning your poor little brother into a sex maniac," I answered.
Then it got noisy. And physical. Animalistic. We fucked. Hard. Eagerly. And since I'd already ejaculated the next one took a heck of a lot longer to cum.
Her orgasm, when it finally came, astounded me. Her spasms of orgasmic bliss lovingly squeezed my penis, drawing every thick dollop of her brother's cum deep inside her. We both screamed as our orgasms engulfed us.
****
"You weren't supposed to come inside me." Kat's soft words reached me somehow through the panting of my breath and the pumping of my heart.
"I love you," I answered as I ran my fingers through my sisters blond curls and then caressingly across her cheek.
"Still, you better go now." Said even as she curled her body even closer against mine.
"He says we're not finished yet," I answered as I pointed down at my cock which was lying across my thigh. Sticky with Kat's juices and with a thick drop of cream leaking from its eye.
"He talks too much."
"He says a blond has never kissed him before," I teased back as I lifted him from my thigh.
"Well one isn't going to kiss him tonight," Kat denied, then brought her lips to mine. And as we kissed her hand slipped down and found my hardness. A minute later I was again inside her!
Katrina Astrid Williams was the first girl I had sex with that I truly loved. It's hard to explain the difference but it's there. My cock was in the Promised Land and both he and I knew it.
****
I turned her over for the third coupling. Fucked her doggie style as we watched each other in the bedside mirror.
Her ankles, draped over my shoulders, were lifted high in the air, her pussy full of her brother's cock, when I came inside of her the fourth time.
Later my sister did kiss my cock. At some point we fell asleep. In each other's arms.
Kat wasn't in her bed when I woke up just after noon hour!
**** Mom and Katrina were sitting at the kitchen table when I finally wandered downstairs at quarter to one in the afternoon the next day.
"Hey," I said as I walked through the door. They were both smiling.
"So Mr. Sleepyhead finally decided to get up, did he?" were mom's first words.
"It's your daughter's fault," I replied, "she kept me up half the night watching chick flicks and listening to her weird stories."
"My stories! Hah!" Katrina protested. But the smile on her lips was as wide as the one on moms.
"What weird stories?" bounced in from the doorway behind me followed immediately by the arrival of Anna. Laden with parcels. Clearly her Black Friday shopping expedition had been successful.
"You should have heard what she told me about what goes on up there in Minnesota at that school," I told my younger sister as I raised my eyes to the sky.
"Is it as bad as they say on the Internet?" Anna asked back. She had sensed immediately that somehow we'd got Katrina back to somewhere near normal and that it was now okay to tease her.
"It's a lie. And you never should have told mom and dad that everyone is gay up there," Kat protested.
"It was on the Internet!"
"So, do you really believe everything you read on the Internet?"
Anna, ignoring her sister's admonition came back with, "I'm going to Notre Dame. Where men act like men."
"Yeah right. You're not Catholic you idiot," Kat replied. But there was nothing angry in either of their voices.
I smiled across the table at her. For