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"B-Becca, please... Stop..!"
I had my lips wrapped around her sensitive little clit, swirling and sucking and teasing. My fingers were knuckle deep inside her tight pussy and Talia's hips buckled against me every time the pads of my fingertips teased that spongy spot inside her.
Her mouth begged me to stop, but her hand said otherwise, twisting into my hair and pulling my face hard against her core. God, she tasted so damn good. Musky and sweet as a clean teenage pussy should.
Korean pop music played in the background. Loud enough to mask her moans as her parents were downstairs, but not so loud that I could hear her sweet whimpers.
"I'm so sorry, Ben," she cried out, clamping my face tight between her fleshy thighs.
Her nails dug into my scalp and she closed her hand over her mouth, struggling to contain her cries as she climaxed.
I chuckled, relishing in the effect I had on her and savouring her sweet nectar as I dragged my tongue over her cunt.
Talia shuddered and pulsed a few more times before she collapsed against her bed.
I climbed up to join her, cuddling her.
Her forearm covered her eyes, as if it could hide her from what had just happened.
"That was insane."
"But so fun," I purred.
Post climax clarity was a bummer. Our naked bodies pressed against each other and I gently caressed one of her huge breasts. Her not pushing my hand away was a good sign, even if she was feeling the guilt churning in her gut.
"I'm a terrible person," she murmured. 
"If it helps, it was me who seduced you."
"What should I say to Ben?" 
"If it was me, nothing. Besides, most guys don't consider it cheating if their girlfriend plays with another girl."
"You think so?" 
"I know so. It's a huge male fantasy. It's different when it's with another man. Hits different. Like an ego thing."
Talia considered that for a few moments.
"This is definitely a fantasy come true for me, amongst many others."
"What else have you done?" 
"What haven't I done?" I said, smirking. One thing that drawn me to the curvy beauty in front of me was how inexperienced she was. We're similarly aged, both twenty. Whereas I was sexually experienced, Talia was relatively pure. Untainted. She was dating Ben for a few months and it didn't seem like he was exactly showing her the time of her life in the bedroom. 
If she did, she wouldn't be craving the way I made her cum.
A smile spread across my face at the thought. Her sweetness tingled in my mouth.
"Can you tell me other things you tried?"
"I'm happy to. I enjoyed being tied up, spanked, degraded, free use, CNC... I could go on for ages."
"I don't know half the things you mentioned."
"I had a great guy showing me, helping me learn that side of myself."
I could see in her eyes she was curious. The way her eyes sparkled like a guiding star. The underlying curiosity under that mask of innocence that I used to guide her into bed with me.
"Do I know him?" she asked.
"Yeah. But I can't tell you who it is."
We cuddled, and I waited. The stereo barely finished playing halfway of a K-Pop song before she pounced.
"I need to know. The curiosity is killing me."
I gave a meaningful pause. I was going to tell her, but I was still nervous about doing so. 
"Swear you won't tell anyone?"
"Cross my heart."
"Well... It's my big bro."
"Seriously?"
"Yep."
"But that's your brother. I mean, that's-" 
"Yes I know."
"How did that even happen?"
"I suppose there was always an attraction on both sides. We were drinking, chilling out one night and lines were crossed. And it's been that way ever since."
"That's mad." 
I smiled, and we listened to a few songs.
"I suppose it's kinda hot. I wouldn't wanna do anything with my own family, but I can see how the taboo aspect of it makes it so hot."
"I agree," I said, leaning in and giving her a kiss. Talia moaned as I cupped her pussy, delighted how soaked she was.
"Did you like the thought of my brother fucking me?" I whispered into her ear.
"Yes..." she moaned as I slipped a finger into her pussy. 
"Would you like to see that? I'm sure I can arrange it."
"W-what? N-no I... But what about Ben?"
I delved another finger into her cunt, pumping my fingers in and out of her.
"There's nothing to worry about," I purred. My heart pounded as she rocked her hips, feeling her edging close to another climax. "You can just watch. You won't have to do anything you don't want to."
My fingers were a blur now. I played with her enough to know how hard I should go to draw that climax out of her.
"You're going to make me cum again!" she cried. B-Becca!"
My friend shuddered and rocked as I embraced her. I savoured the feeling of the inner walls of her pussy tightening around my invading fingers.
She fell back onto the mattress for the second time.
"I need to go," I said, after she was sufficiently recovered.
"Why?"
"I am really horny, and I need to cum or it's going to stress me out all night."
"I have toys her if you want."
I grinned. After Talia's head cleared from her orgasm, guilt would invariably take over. That was why she hadn't offered to get me off.
"I'm okay, thanks. I need cock. And there's nothing like a nice big fat one waiting for me back at home."
"Is he... There right now?" 
"Maybe, maybe not. But we have an open door policy. As long as we're discreet, we agreed we can fuck each other whenever we feel like it."
Talia swallowed. No doubt she liked the idea of free use.
I put my clothes back on and gave her a peck on the cheek. "Have a think about my offer, okay?"
She nodded meekly. 
***
It didn't take long. A few days later, Talia texted me, asking if we could 'study' over mine. I told her everyone was out Wednesday evening so that would be ideal.
She came over, looking as nervous as a girl going on her first date. I told her my brother wasn't home for another hour - he was at the gym, and we got comfortable with some drinks. We even had textbooks out on the coffee table in my living room just to make the lie more believable.
We joked and giggled, and the wine really helped loosen Talia up.
"I know what you're here for, but I want to make sure there's absolutely no pressure, okay?" 
Talia nodded. "Okay."
"Have you dressed up for Ben yet?"
"No."
"No naughty school girls or slutty outfits for him?"
"No."
"He ever asked you to dress up for him?"
"No."
I bit my tongue. That guy didn't sound very fun in the bedroom. "Hmm, well, I have an idea. Let me show you what Jonah bought me the other day."
"Your brother buys you stuff?"
"Of course! He gets off on me sending him selfies in them. Couple of times he'd send a photo or video back of him jerking off at work. So hot."
Talia's face flushed.
I excused myself for a moment, went upstairs and brought down a box. I opened it up in front of her, revealing a pink lace babydoll, complete with matching crotchless panties.
"Oh my," Talia said, holding up the flimsy garment. "This looks very risque."
"It's so fun. You wanna see?"
"I don't mind."
"Good. Then strip."
"I thought you were going to wear it to show me."
"Heh. Nah, it's more fun if I see you in it instead. C'mon, it'll look great on you."
She flustered as I undressed her, clearly not used to wearing such clothes. But fucking hell, it looked amazing on her.
The outfit was for me, after all, and it was several sizes too small for Talia. Her huge breasts struggled to stay inside the thin fabric, making her look even more erotic. I loved how her pussy was exposed when she stood in front of me.
"I look like a freak."
"Nonsense, you look absolutely fantastic." I cupped her breasts, feeling her nipples harden against my touch. "I know you're here to watch me and my brother play, but I want some fun with you, too. Come here."
I guided her down to the sofa and disappeared between her legs. After seeing how slutty and innocent she looked, there was no way I wasn't getting a taste of that cunt. 
I lapped along her puffy slit, drawing her sweet nectar along my tongue. She moaned and whimpered and cursed softly as her body.
And that was how Jonah found us when he walked in. 
"Damn, that's a sight to see."
Talia tried to shrivel away, her arms instantly covering her breasts. She wanted to run away and hide, but I held her in place with a steady hand. "It's okay. Jonah knows the rules."
"Don't worry about me. Becca is getting all my attention today," Jonah added, pulling his top off and exposing his hard, muscled body.
A slight pang of jealousy coursed through me as Talia's eyes lingered on his body.
"Bit rude to stop, sis," Jonah grunted as he came up behind me. I chuckled and dived back between Talia's legs and lapped at her pussy. Sweet stifled moans escaped her lips as I teased her clit and speared her hole with my tongue. She was still a little uptight, but when my hands found hers, I pulled them away from her breasts.
"Talia, you're fucking gorgeous," Jonah said behind me. His hands disappeared under my skirt and found my panties, and he peeled off of me.
It was hard focusing on my friend's pussy and also aching for my brother's cock. I heard his belt buckle unclasp and him shuffling his jeans down.
A loud, audible gasp from Talia was all I needed to hear. I smiled to myself while drawing in her scent.
"It's..." she whimpered.
"Is it bigger than your boyfriend's?" I heard Jonah ask. 
"Y-yes..."
My fucking brother. He loved an ego boost as much as sex itself. I reached back with my hand until I felt his cock, and couldn't help but sigh with glee. Thick, girthy and throbbing with need. I guided to my entrance and his tip pushed into me right away, making me moan into my friend's cunt.
I glanced up and Talia was wide eyed, watching for real that I was indeed being fucked by my own brother.
"Fuck, you always feel so wet and tight for me," Jonah grunted as his hands gripped my hips.
"You got my body well trained," I moaned, feeling my brain fog with bliss as his cock filled me. 
My brother didn't waste a moment, lifting his hand and driving it down hard on my buttocks.
"Fuck," I groaned, savouring that sharp, sweet pain.
"You like that, don't you, my naughty little slut sister? Shall we see what happens if I force it all the way inside you at once?"
"No, wait- "
Jonah thrusted his hips forward and gave out a low animal grunt. God, I loved that sound. So feral and primitive. But at that singular moment I couldn't focus much on anything other than his fat cock completely filling me, stretch the inner walls of my pussy to the limit.
Usually he'd take his time, because he wouldn't want to hurt me like that. But Jonah knew me too well. He knew how fucking excited I was for it, for his cock to be buried deep inside me like this.
"Oh fuck!" I cried out. One big thrust was all it took to push me over the edge. My body tightened as a white hot explosion bloomed from my core and radiated through my body. I screamed against my friend's wet cunt, watching her as she watched me climax all over my own brother's cock.
"Heh. You liked that, don't you?" Jonah said, grinning. "You liked it more being watched by Talia. Watching you enjoy your brother's cock."
He thrusted his hips, making his cock stimulate me further.
"Y-yes," I cried out weakly. 
"I'm no where near done with you. Now be a good little slut and make sure you treat our guest right."
I felt Jonah's hand on the back of my head, forcing my mouth over Talia's pussy. She whimpered as I snaked my tongue out, obeying my demanding brother.
It was hard to concentrate on licking and sucking Talia's pussy with Jonah's cock plunging in and out of me, though.
The thick sweet scent of my best friend's nectar, coupled with my brother's cock driving in and out of me again, made me cum a second time.
It was hopeless. Jonah had boundless stamina, and I couldn't ignore Talia. 
As my brother continued to fucking me, I slid my finger inside Talia. She was so silky and wet. She was heavenly. By the time I had two fingers inside her, she was in the thick of it, humping my fingers and curling her fingers into my hair, grabbing my head and forcing my mouth back over her clit.
Talia gave into her inhibitions, drunk on the pleasure, drunk from being watched by my brother.
It was rather exciting having someone bear witness to the taboo union I shared with my own brother. Especially when it was a girl as innocent as Talia.
"Fuck," Jonah grunted. "I swear your pussy is tighter than usual. You like being watched, don't you?"
"Y-yeah," I admitted.
"You'll be glad to know I'm going to cum soon. Where do you want it?"
A shudder coursed through me, causing the inner walls of my pussy to tighten around my brother's shaft. He let out a chuckle.
He slammed his cock harder into me. "I said, where do you want it?"
"You know where," I cried out.
"I want to hear you say it. I want your pretty friend to hear what a nasty little slut you are."
"I-in me," I whimpered. "I want your cum inside me, big brother."
"Fuck yeah, let's cum together. I'll do that thing you love." He drew up a gob of spit and drawn out a long rope of saliva, letting it land on my asshole.
My eyes went wide. "No, wait..!"
Too late. Jonah amped up his thrusts, which made my mind go blank with bliss.
And then he jammed his thumb into my tight little asshole. Spit wasn't as slippery as lube, but it gave just the right balance of friction that triggered all those nerve endings by the entrance of my puckered hole.
"Oh, God!!!" I yelped. My body spasmed violently as another orgasm coursed through me. Somehow, my hands found Talia's and our fingers intertwined. Our eyes met, and it was as if she was gazing deep into my soul. 
She was watching my expression with awe. Watching the face I made as I came from my brother's cock.
"Fuck, take it, you dirty little slut," Jonah growled.
Another desperate cry escaped my lips as I felt my brother's cock swell up inside me.
"T-Talia..." I moaned out.
"It's okay, Becca. Let it go. It's fine."
Her hand reached out and stroked my hair as I continued to ride the waves. I relished in the feeling of helplessness as my brother's hands dug in at my hips, not letting me go until he finished emptying his thick load deep inside me.
God, I loved that feeling. So full and complete. My womb was his to fertilise...
Jonah pumped his hips once, then once more, making sure every drop of his cum was emptied out inside me. He slowly withdrew, making me gasp as the feeling of emptiness replaced the feeling of being so stretched.
Jonah gave my ass a playful slap and held his dick in his hand. It was softening but still looked big and thick.
"Fuck me, I needed that."
He walked around the bed until he stood beside Talia. 
"You want to help me clean this up?" he asked, giving his cock a casual jiggle.
Talia looked around, but her eyes were mainly glued to my bro's dick. "I can't see a towel," she mumbled.
"We don't need a towel, just use your mouth," he said, grinning.
His dick was inches away from Talia's face. But she didn't pull away.
"I-I have a boyfriend..."
"Yeah? Is he as big as me?"
"No, he isn't," she admitted.
"Can't knock him too hard. Not many guys are my size. But christ, look at it. It's covered in my sister's juices. I would love for you to help me with it."
"I... I dunno..." 
He inched closer. Any closer and his tip would bump against her nose. I swallowed as I watched her nostrils flaring, drawing in the mixed scent of my pussy juices and my brother's cum slathered all over his dick.
He reached out, gently placing it on Talia's head. 
"It's just helping out, Talia. Why don't you just try it? You can stop if you want." 
He didn't wait for an answer. He tugged and his cock slid against her lips, smearing her with our juices. Talia opened her mouth and moaned. She didn't push away, though.
"Are you good at sucking cock?" I asked her. 
"I don't know," she breathed.
"Well, here's your chance. Think of it as practice to be better at making Ben feel good."
I watched as the lust glazed over in her eyes. I knew the all too familiar desire when being offered my brother's amazing cock. 
"I suppose that makes sense," she said.
With that, she opened wider and let her tongue out, tentatively pressing it against Jonah's shaft.
To his credit, he wasn't being pushy. He just stood there are my best friend explored his cock for the first time, running the tip of her tongue along his shaft, feeling the ridges and thick veins along the side. It wasn't long since he came, but his cock was hardening again from her touch.
"How's the taste?" Jonah asked.
Talia moaned. "Its so musky and sweet..."
"Do you like it?"
She nodded.
"I'm glad. Now come here, sis. You're not shirking off your cleaning duties."
I smiled and joined Talia. We were like two naughty little sluts cleaning my brother's cock with our tongues. He had a hand on each of us, caressing us lovingly as we worked. It wasn't long before he was fully erect and pulsed against our lips.
"Do you want to try cleaning the tip?" I asked my friend. It was my favourite thing to do. Copious amounts of precum leaked out of my brother's tip and ran down the underside. One time, we were chilling on the sofa as he played on his PlayStation and I was just there, casually teasing and kissing his hard on. He rewarded me with a good fucking after.
I smiled as Talia moved over until her lips were pressed over Jonah's tip. It took some effort to get her mouth to take in his tip. She had a look of determination burning in her eyes, though. Our shy little Talia wanted to prove she could take his cock.
"That's it, good girl," Jonah grunted.
She moaned, and I watched my brother's face scrunch. I watched as her nostrils flared and saliva and precum seeped out from the corners of her mouth. Fuck, it was so messy and hot.
I couldn't help but reach under and cup her pussy, feeling how hot and soaked she was.
"Mmph!" Talia cried around Jonah's cock as I circled her clit with my finger.
"Thank you, Talia," Jonah said. "You got my cock nice and clean." 
He carefully eased his tip out of her mouth and she gasped for air.
"But I got somewhere else for you to clean," he added.
He got her to lie down flat on the sofa.
"Go on, you know how I like your pussy nice and clean," he said to me.
I nodded and knew what he wanted. 
I climbed on top of Talia and lowered my pussy over her face. Talia whimpered, but the moment my cunt rested over her mouth, I felt a moan against me and her tongue darted out, lapping up my cum filled pussy.
I stifled a moan and furrowed my brows. It was the first time I had my cream filled pussy eaten out. My hands gripped her thighs, and I watched my bro casually stroke his rock hard erection.
"Don't forget her, too."
I reached down and started stroking my friend's inflamed lips. My fingers glistened with how excited she was.
God, it was such a strange feeling. I felt so exposed and turned on at the same time. I loved how Talia's tongue was greedily lapping up my brother's cum out of my pussy.
I was glad my fingernails were sanded down. I eased my fingers in and out of her, working up a rhythm. It wasn't long before her legs started clamping together.
"Do you want to cum?" I asked.
She broke away from my pussy to answer. "Please make me cum, Becca. I'm so close."
I giggled and worked my fingers even more, teasing that spongy area inside her.
Talia squealed. "That's it. God, I'm almost there..!"
I pulled my fingers out, making her whimper and whine. 
"Please don't do this to me," she begged. "Please make me cum." 



"You're going to cum, but not with my fingers. If you want to cum, you're going to use Jonah's cock." 
My brother simply smiled at her, stroking his cock.
"I-I can't," she groaned, desperation laced in her weakened voice.
I climbed off the sofa and Jonah took my place. He didn't try to fuck her. He was just there, resting his enormous cock on her pubic bush. 
I couldn't help but touch it, wrapping my fingers around it and feel it pulse in my palm. "Just pretend it's a dildo. A big, thick, hot fleshy dildo."
She let out a raspy sigh. "I... I won't stop him if he enters me..."
I laughed, pressing my brother's cock over her pussy. Jonah flexed his hips a little, making his shaft grind against her pussy. 
"Fuck..." she moaned.
"It doesn't work like that," I said, using Jonah's cock to slather her juices and his precum all over her sensitive clit. "Jonah isn't going to make you do anything. You want his cock, you gotta take it yourself."
I took her hand and wrapped her fingers around my brother's cock.
"Go on, I know you want to," I purred. "Feel how big and thick it is inside that tight little pussy of yours."
She whimpered.
Jonah hissed through his teeth as I helped her guide his tip around her sensitive little clit, then down to the entrance of her pussy. Her hips quivered, grinding against him, making his tip kiss the entrance. 
"Fucking hell," my brother growled.
She held my hand as I felt him ease inside her. Her body was tensed up, so I used my finger to rub her clit in circles.
"B-Becca..."
She gritted her teeth as he slowly fed his cock into her. 
I kissed her sweat shone forehead. "It's okay, baby. It'll feel really good soon. I promise."
She let out a small shriek as half of his cock disappeared into her. He slowly withdrew it and pushed it back in, in a slow, continual tempo. To help her relax, I played with her clit as I lowered my mouth to her nipples and began sucking on them.
"Ah... Oh, God!" 
It didn't take long for her cries to turn into moans of pleasure. She gripped me tight as I felt her tense up from her orgasm.
"Did you cum?" Jonah asked. 
She nodded weakly.
"Good girl. But we're just getting started."
My brother lifted her up like she weighed nothing, and sat himself down. His cock still buried partway inside her, he got her to turn and face away from him, in reverse cowgirl. Talia alternated between panting helplessly and moaning out as he impaled himself into her. 
Veins bulged in his arms as he lifted and dropped her down in slow controlled strokes, until finally, he was buried all the way up inside her, all the way to the hilt.
"That's amazing," I said. "It's your first time, and you took my brother all the way in you."
Talia smiled, her eyes glazed over.
"Can you move?" Jonah groaned into her ear.
"I think so," Talia replied.
She used her hands to hoist herself up a little on my brother's muscular legs and started bouncing slowly. It was mesmerising to watch his cock disappear into my friend's cunt like this. 
Like a cat, I crawled up between her legs. I got the perfect view of his thick cock balls deep and stretching her tiny cunt over and over.
Instinctively, I reached under and teased my own pussy.
"Do you want to feel him cum inside you?"
She looked down at me and her eyes went wide. "W-we can't. Not even Ben had cum inside me yet. We always used condoms."
"Fuck, you can't say things like that," Jonah growled. "It'll just make me want to do it even more. To be the first to fill this pussy up with my seed."
"N-no..." she moaned, yet I could tell she was driving her hips down even harder on him. 
"I'm not going to force you. I can alway use Becca's cunt. Her pussy is perfect for filling."
Talia let out a desperate, needy sound. I could tell she was close to cumming again. "I want to feel it... I want to know what's it's like to be filled with that much cum deep inside me." 
"There's nothing else like it," I purred.
I took her clit into my mouth as she drove hard up and down on my brother, pistoning his cock in and out of her.
I groped my brother's heavy balls and felt them tighten.
"Fuck, I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum so much inside you!" Jonah said. 
"Give it to me! Please!"
Jonah let out a primal growl and grabbed her breasts. I sucked on her clit to really push her over the edge.
It did the trick. Her hands shot out, digging her nails in my scalp, yanking me hard against her as she climaxed. My brother's low guttural groans were music to my ears as he emptied his cock inside my friend. 
When he was done, he lifted Talia off his cock and placed her gently beside him on the sofa. Spent, Talia just lay there, breathing hard.
I cleaned my brother's cock off, moaning at the taste of her before prying Talia's legs and licking her pussy clean. The taste of them together was intoxicating. 
"You're such a good little slut," my brother said, stroking my head as I lapped up the creampie leaking out of Talia's pussy.
It tasted amazing. I think I will make this a regular thing.
Jonah left shortly for a shower. He thanked Talia for the fuck and told me he'd give me my reward later. 
Talia and I spent the rest of the evening giddy and glowing with that post sex bliss. She didn't say no when I suggested we had to do this again. 
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I dragged our luggage up the path as my wife went on without me.
"Come to granny!" she exclaimed, the moment our daughter opened the front door, holding our grandchild in her arms. I couldn't help smile, either. Billy was the cutest little bundle of joy I had ever laid eyes upon.
The last time I felt that way was when Sam was a newborn, twenty years ago. Now she was a mother herself. A fully grown woman. That dark pulse buried inside me crawled up, poking the surface of my brain. Fuck, Samantha had an amazing teen body, further accentuated from giving birth. The dress she wore still hugged the curves of her hips and exquisite legs.
What really got to me, though, were her breasts. I couldn't help but check out the deep valley of her cleavage, made sexual and obscene by how full and engorged they were with milk.
I swallowed as we hugged, her feminine scent invading my nostrils and making my dick stir with need.
"Thank you for coming, daddy. I appreciate it."
I smiled. "I wouldn't leave my babygirl in the lurch."
It was a three hour journey to Sam and her husband's new home.
Paul was a welder. He recently landed a job an offshore oil rig welder, and the pay was too good to ignore. But it meant Sam was left home alone to look after Billy for a few months.
I knew Sam could handle it. She was a tough little thing. But Linda wouldn't have any of it. Besides, she relished the chance to spend some quality time with her grandson.
"I'll show you guys to your room."
The plan was to stay for a couple of months. Linda would help look after Billy and I would... Well, potter about like an idiot, I guess. I ran a small renovation business, but I had a good team with me. I spent years in the trade but as I got older, I was relegated to more administrative duties. It gave me plenty of flexibility. I probably would have to pop back now and then, but most of the time, I could manage things with my phone and email.
The itch to get my hands dirty was there, though. Sam shown me where Paul's tools were in the garage and I went around the house to see if there were any small jobs I could do. Change a tap here, and see about mending the garden fence. It was kind of fun planning these mini projects in my head, and it made me feel useful.
It happened on the third night. I was twiddling about under the bathroom sink and needed an extra small spanner. Paul didn't have one, so I went to check out my own toolbox in my car. In the unlit hallway, I passed by Samantha's bedroom and the slice of light coming out of her bedroom door stopped me in my tracks.
It was wrong, I knew it. But something at the base of my spine compelled me. I knew Linda was downstairs with Billy. Just fifteen minutes ago, Sam had fed him in the living room, and her mother sent her up here to rest. Linda was more than happy to cradle Billy and watch over him.
A strange, illicit thrum of excitement washed over me, my eyes on my daughter's body. She was on the bed, asleep in her nightgown that was partly undone.
I swallowed. I could just about make out the curve of one of her sizable breasts. I knew she expressed earlier, but they still looked so full...
Eyes still closed, she yawned. She casually scratched at her chest, catching the fabric. The movement pulled it aside, exposing a breast.
I groaned and clamped my hand over my mouth. The air suddenly felt thick with tension.
Her breast was so soft and pillowy, like a water balloon. My lips felt dry as I gazed longingly for her gumdrop sized nipple. Her areola was tanned a few shades deeper from pregnancy. Even from the door, I could make out the tangerine texture of her areola.
"Oh, daddy," she moaned under her breath. The word shook me to the core. And then her hand drifted up to her exposed breast, and she gave it a casual squeeze.
"Fuck..." I gasped in near silence. Drops of milk beaded out and ran down the side, making me lick my lips. What a waste.
My cock hardened, demanding relief.
Sam's other hand disappeared between her legs, and a low purr escaped her lips. Her face went tight, and she brought her hand up to the light, showing off how fucking soaked she was.
"A-ah, no... Stop daddy..." she moaned. My god, she must've been having an erotic dream.
And I was in it.
She splayed her legs and pulled her soaking wet panties aside and started running her delicate fingers along her inflamed pussy lips.
I groaned again, fishing my painfully erect cock from its confines, choking it in my desperate grip, milking my need.
"Fuck," she cried out as her fingers disappeared in and out of her sopping wet cunt. Her breaths came short and stuttered, and she kept calling for me.
It was such a sexy sight, watching my daughter kneading her breasts, making milk leak out and teasing her cunt to oblivion. My own orgasm welled up inside me, like a kettle boiling over.
"Ohhh, daddy. Give me your cock, she begged, her face taut with pleasure. Her hips curled against her invading fingers and I knew she was getting close. Her other hand tugged at her nipple painfully, forcing more and more milk to spray out.
"Daddy, you're making me cum," she moaned.
And then she yelped. My hips bucked and shuddered against her hand riding the waves of her taboo fantasy.
"Sweetheart..." I groaned. I gritted my teeth, fighting the urge to cry out. My cock jolted violently, spraying cum all over the doorframe and dripping onto the carpet.
Sam collapsed back onto the bed and seemed to settle back to sleep.
I waited for a few minutes, catching my breath and watching her half exposed, gorgeous body, before I snuck away.
My heart thundered in my chest. Knowing what type of taboo fantasies my beautiful daughter harboured made staying here a hundred times harder.
***
"You not eating? You've been pushing that bloody piece of toast around for the last ten minutes."
"Just tired," I said.
My wife wiped her hands and leaned in. "You better not be watching those x-rated movies on the television late at night. I know those improper channels are available. This isn't our house, so I expect you to have some restraint."
"Damn it, woman. What do you think I am? A monkey in heat? I was doing no such thing."
"So, why were you going downstairs multiple times last night? It was disturbing me."
"I- I couldn't sleep. The not used to this place."
I couldn't very well tell her my dick was getting hard thinking about our daughter masturbating over me. My dick twitched under the table over the fond memory.
"Morning, dad. Morning mom," Samantha said, with little Billy in tow. "Sleep okay?"
"I'm fine dear. Your father, not so much."
"You okay, dad? Had a hard one last night?"
"W-what?"
"A hard night? I know it's hard settling in a unfamiliar place. Took me a while to get used to here, too."
I felt my cheeks got red. "I'll be fine. The bed was quite comfortable."
"I'm glad. I hope I didn't disturb you. I swear I sleepwalk or something. Paul complains that I'm always talking and doing things with my hands when I'm sleeping, so I hope I didn't startle you."
"O-oh, not at all. I didn't see anything."
Linda picked up Billy and started bouncing him in her arms. "I think Billy would like to go to the park with grandma, and then maybe he would like to go do some shopping! What do you think, Billy?"
My baby squealed nonsensically and wiped his drool all over his grandmother's shoulder.
"I think that's a yes!"
"I'll get my hat," I said.
"Oh bosh to that, Harry. I know you don't really want to come watch me burn a hole in your wallet. I'll spare you the torment."
"Can't you just not burn it at all?"
"And what will we do with the money? It's there to be used. Isn't that right, Billy?"
He goo-gahhed in agreement.
"Why don't you make yourself useful and help Sam around the house? God knows you don't do enough of that at home."
I sank back into my chair. Shopping wasn't something I enjoy. "I'll make sure to be useful."
"Would you like me to come?" Sam asked.
"No, I want you to rest. I remember vividly how tiring it was to constantly look after a little one. You rest."
"Thanks, mom. I appreciate it."
***
The minute the door closed, Sam looked at me. "Don't worry, dad, you can just put your feet up and take it easy, too. I'm just glad you and mom are here to keep me company."
"Your mother is a natural with Billy. But I'd like to do what I can around the house, too."
She relented and rattled off a list of things her husband didn't get around to doing. Then she winced.
"You okay?"
"I need to go sort something out."
"You're not in pain, are you?"
"Oh, dad. No. It's just my boobs are aching. They're full and I need to pump."
"Oh," I said, my face flushing red.
She giggled and went upstairs.
A few minutes passed, and I barely got out to the shed before Sam called for me.
"Dad? Can you come here a second?" she called out of the window.
I went upstairs, and a knocked on the bedroom door and entered. The moment I saw her, my eyes went wide, and I spun around.
A machine was attached to her breast, whirring away and drawing the milk out and pumping it into a bottle.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to walk in on you like this," I muttered.
She giggled. "This is rather embarrassing, but can you lend me a hand?"
I scratched the back of my head. "I--I never helped your mother out with this sort of thing. I don't know if I'll be any good."
"It's not complicated," she said over the whir of the pump. "It's a lot easier with two people. Please, daddy."
I licked his lips. "I--I suppose I can't leave you in the lurch."
I sat on the edge of the bed. My nerves frayed. Christ, I didn't know where to look. I swore I could sense amusement in her eyes.
She grabbed my hand and placed it over the cup. "Just hold it tight against me."
With her hands, she cupped the sides of her lactating breast and applied more pressure. A moaned escaped her lips, as milked flowed freely from her nipple. I let out a breath as I watched, mesmerised by the sight of my daughter's milk being extracted.
"You have no idea how good this feels," she sighed. "Its just so tight and full and you're making me feel so good. Thank you, daddy."
"N-no problem," I swallowed.
We sat there as the machine worked, filling the bottle. Eventually, the milk flow started to ebb and slow down.
"Is that everything?" I asked.
"We still have the other boob."
"Oh."
Sam pulled the cup away and undid the bottle. She placed a cap on it and replaced it with a fresh bottle. She pulled aside her gown, exposing her other breast. She didn't bother trying to hide away her drained boob.
"Can you see the difference between the two?" she asked as she rigged the machine up to the other breast. "I can't believe how much milk I make!"
"I suppose there's quite a lot," I swallowed.
"Give it a squeeze."
"What?"
Sam grabbed my hand and placed it over her free breast. "Give it a squeeze, daddy. You won't believe me otherwise," she purred, smiling innocently.
My cock pulsed in my trousers.
Tentatively, my hand clasped over her milky white flesh. Sam moaned as her rock hard nipple grazed against my palm.
"If it feels fatty, not squishy like a water bed, you know the breast has been adequately expressed," she said.
"I-I see."
I squeezed a bit more, maybe out of reflex and milk shot out all over my hand.
"Sorry, there's still a trace amount in me," she chuckled. "Would you like to taste it? It's good for you."
There was a pause between us.
"I don't know. Would that be weird?"
"Well, do you want to taste it?"
I swallowed. "I am curious."
"Then do it," she whispered. "I won't tell mom."
I looked at my hand. The sweet white liquid was just there. I licked my lips and brought my hand to my quivering mouth.
And licked.
"It's very sweet."
"It is. A lot of guys drink it nowadays. It's completely natural. Just a lot of people still find it strange. Taboo, even."
He simply nodded, possibly because he didn't know what to say to that.
"Would you like some more?"
"Oh, no. I couldn't possibly take Billy's milk away from him."
She laughed and gave my thigh a playful squeeze. The fact that an erection was visibly pushing against my trousers did not seem to bother her. "I hate to admit it, but I make far too much milk. I throw away most of it. Or sell it. Why let it go to waste, right?"
"That's very smart of you. I-I guess if you have plenty to spare, I wouldn't mind a taste."
She pulled the freshly filled bottle off her teat and I reached for it, but she pushed my hand away.
"Oh no, the bottle is for Billy."
"What should I do then?"
She looked at her breasts. "There's still some milk in me. I can feel it. If you don't mind, daddy, would you like to drink it straight from the source?"
"I'm not sure if that's appropriate," I rasped. Despite my words, my heart fluttered with joy. I wanted to attach myself onto her teat and never let go.
"Please, daddy," she begged, tugging on her nipples. "It still aches."
"O-okay. I'll help you."
Sam smiled and shimmied up the bed, and I joined her. I felt my blood pulsing in my ears, as I felt like I was about to cross a line.
"Um, how do we do this?"
She grabbed her breast, the one that she just finished expressing, but still had some milk in it. With a squeeze, fresh milk dripped out. "Simple. You put your mouth over it and suckle."
I swallowed and simply nodded.
I must admit, I felt a little silly, being a grown man crawling up to a woman like a baby waiting for milk, but all that evaporated the moment my mouth latched over her nipple. Hot milk shot into my waiting mouth and I moaned around her teat.
Her hand reached up and cradled the back of my head. "That's it, daddy, drink it up."
I moaned again and swallowed down her delicious milk. Now and then, I would lash out my tongue and tease her nipple, making her moan and squirm with pleasure.
"God, this feels so wrong, but so good," my daughter gasped. "Don't you think so, daddy?"
I didn't let go of my nipple. I feared if I so, I wouldn't get it ever again. Instead, I moaned in agreement.
Sam grabbed my hand and placed it over her other breast. I sighed, kneading it greedily, tugging and yanking on her leathery nipple.
"Oh, my," she mewled. "I can't fault your enthusiasm, daddy."
We were like that for a few minutes, her just lying there and enjoying me sucking her breasts. My cock was hard as an iron rod, pressing against her inner thigh.
She chuckled, reaching down and taking it in her hand. "Daddy, what is this? Are you getting turned on from helping me out? Shame on you."
"I'm so sorry," I groaned out. Despite that, my hips thrusted against her touch in reflex. "Just ignore it. God, just ignore it and please just let me drink your milk."
Sam unbuttoned my trousers and pushed them down, along with my underwear. My painfully erect cock sprung out, soaked in my own precum.
She grabbed my shaft, enjoying how hot it was against her palm and how it pulsed desperately as she wrapped her fingers around it.
"Oh, God," I grimaced.
"I can't ignore this. Look how hard it is. When was the last time you emptied your balls? Doesn't mom take care of you?"
She pumped it up and down. Her hand was so delicate and soft, and the slightest movement threatened to be my undoing.
"I can't remember the last time we made love," I stammered.
"You poor thing. I know a thing or two about being sexually neglected. Paul doesn't have much interest in my post-pregnancy body," she sighed, making a pouty face.
"Impossible. If you were mine, sweetheart, I'd be enjoying your body every day."
"I love that enthusiasm of yours," she laughed. "But can you keep a secret, daddy?"
"Y-yes. Of course."
She guided my cock until it pressed against her soaked panties. I could feel how wet and eager she was for my cock. She was totally off limits. But that made me want her even more.
My hips lurched forward as if it had a life of its own, trying to force into my daughter's teenage pussy, separated by a thin sheet of material.
"What do you say to two frustrated adults helping each other out? No one else has to know."
"I think that's a great idea," I agreed.
"Good," she purred. My daughter yanked her panties aside and my hard cock plunged into her instantly.
"Ohhhh, daddy," she cried out from the sudden feeling of her pussy being filled with my cock. It felt so hot and tight, and the look of absolute bliss on my sweet daughter's face was priceless.
"Oh God, oh fucking God," I whimpered.
It was as if I lost all sense of reason. An animal need consumed me and I slammed my cock in and out of her like a rabid beast. I was going a little mad with lust. I couldn't focus on anything other than the forbidden tightness of my daughter's neglected pussy.
Sam looked at me, and suddenly, she leaned up and kissed me on the lips. That set off another hunger inside me and I returned the kiss with a desperate fervor, snaking my eager tongue into her mouth.
Sam moaned, crossing her legs behind me and digging into my back, urging me to fuck her harder.
"Don't stop," she begged. "Make me cum, daddy. Make your daughter cum all over your dick."
My cock swelled up in response. "God, Samantha, you're one wild, sexy woman. I can't possibly resist you."
"Don't resist," she mewled. "Give in. Give it all to me. Give me your milk. Empty your balls in my pussy."
"Oh, God."
Bad hip or not, I drove as hard as I could into her, driven by the singular need to fill her with my seed.
"Don't stop. Don't fucking stop," she begged. Her fingers were a blur over her hard little clit.
"I'm cumming, honey. Oh, God, I'm cumming," I whimpered.
"Cum!"
With her free hand, she grabbed her breast and squeezed. Milk shot forth, hitting my face, neck and shirt as I roared, shooting hot, thick ropes of cum into my own daughter.
"Daddy!"
Her body shuddered and writhed with white hot pleasure as she orgasmed all over my cock. I held her tight as she came again and again.
And then I collapsed on top of her, a sweaty, sodden mess.
I sucked in deep breaths, feeling my weight on her, drawing in the scent of her feminine sweat and spent energy, feeling her pulse around my softening dick.
As our eyes met, I smiled. "Do you think you want daddy to help you out again tomorrow?"
"Absolutely."
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My heart thrummed with quiet excitement. Tanya's bedroom smelled amazing. It carried her scent and her perfume she wore daily. Her bed felt so soft and bouncy, and mad thoughts coursed through my mind. I wondered if we were going to take it to the next level in a moment.
Tanya and I had only dated for a few weeks. I took her out to see movies, walks along the park and even bought her some gifts.
Maybe this is how she will deepen our bond... I mean, I didn't come to her house just to expect sex. Okay, maybe I was hoping for it, but it wasn't my sole motive. You can't blame a healthy eighteen-year-old virgin guy for being a bit excited.
Tonight, I might finally become a man.
The door opened and Tanya came in. She smiled and brushed a lock of hair back.
"Hey."
I smiled. "Hey, you."
She pushed the door behind her until there was a satisfying, secure click.
"So, what's going on?"
"I was hoping you can do something for me."
"Yeah?" I asked, trying to contain the anticipation bubbling up inside me. "You know I'd do anything for you."
She opened her wardrobe and reached in, which I was hoping was a good sign.
"I was hoping you could help me with my history dissertation."
She dropped a stack of folders on the bed.
"Uh, okay?" I flipped through the folders and frowned. "You barely begun."
"I know right? Malcolm, baby, you're the only person who can help me with this," she said, flashing me the puppy dog eyes. I'm not going to lie, the moment she did that, my resolve crumbled faster than a sandcastle bracing against a tornado. I knew I shouldn't essentially do her entire assignment for her, but... Those eyes.
Her hand clasped over my kneecap, giving me a squeeze. "Please?"
I sighed. "Okay, I'll give you a hand."
"Great! Oh Malcolm, you have no idea what this means to me. I promised Sandy I'd go to the Furious Boys concert with her this weekend! Now I better think about getting the right outfit together."
"But what about your dissertation?"
"You don't mind, do you? I mean, if you did it for me just this once, I'll make it up to you."
Okay, so I sucked. She gave me her folders and while she was out partying with her friends this weekend, I had to cram her dissertation for her. Good thing I already did mine, so it'll be a lot of naughty paraphrasing and she have something ready for class on Monday.
I quickly said hi to mom as I got home, determined to get the project done. She asked me if I was going to have dinner with her, but I didn't even want to waste that precious hour.
I literally burned the midnight oil from Friday through to Monday morning.
My mind and body tired, I was on the brink of total exhaustion. But it was cool. It was totally going to be worth it.
I felt like a king when I walked into class and handed Tanya the completed dissertation.
"Here you go, the core principles and arguments are in line with mine, so you definitely will get more than a passing grade."
She flashed me that megawatt smile and took the folder from me. "Thank you, Malcolm, you're the best."
I leaned in for a kiss and she gave me a hug. Her friends looked at us and smiled.
They probably thought we were a cute couple.
"So, uh, how will you reward me?" I asked, barely able to contain my smirk.
"I'll talk to you after classes, okay? You're going to love what I have in mind."
"Yeah, sure."
Constantly looking at the clock was probably one of the dumbest things you could do when you wanted time to pass by quickly. And that was exactly what I did because I was fucking ecstatic. Oh boy, I wondered what Tanya had in store for me. I did her a huge favour, so her reward would be something substantial. Thankfully, I kept my lucky condom in my wallet.
After what felt like a million years, classes were finally over. I texted Tanya and she told me to meet her by the bike shed.
Nice. That was one of the notorious hook up spots in school. Wasn't exactly romantic, but it'll be a memory I'll forever treasure.
I waved to Tanya as I rounded the corner. She was waiting for me as promised.
"Hey, Malcolm. Are you ready for your present?"
I licked my lips. My cock stirred from those sweet words. "Y-yeah."
"Close your eyes, first."
A wide smirk crawled across my face. "The tension is killing me," I chuckled.
Then my phone buzzed.
"Okay, you can open them now. Check your email."
"What's this?"
I looked at my emails, and she sent me a discount code for a computer game. Five percent off on any game above fifty dollars... "Uh, thank you, I guess."
"I know you like computer games and I couldn't think of anything better for you," she said, smiling.
I wrapped my arms around her. "Actually, I had a couple of ideas in mind." I leaned in to kiss her, but she turned her cheek.
"Oh, Malcolm. I don't think I'm ready for that, yet."
"Oh, really? I just thought..."
"Oh no, you weren't expecting something sexual in return for helping me out, did you? Please don't tell me that was what you wanted."
I swallowed down the bile of disappointment. "No, of course not. I wanted to help you because that's what I do. Sorry, I didn't mean to push anything, I thought we might be ready to take it to the next level, that's all."
She peeled herself out of my arms and smiled. "It's okay, Malcolm. If it's alright I'd like to take things slow. If we rush things, it'll just end up being messy and full of regret, you wouldnt want that, right?"
"No, of course not."
"Great. I'm glad we're on the same page. I'm going to go meet up with Sandy now. You don't have to come, it'll be boring girlfriend stuff."
I was glad she went off. Fucking hell, the disappointment was crushing. My balls didn't give a fuck about my feelings, though. I spent all day. No, all fucking weekend fantasizing about what was going to happen and now it didn't happen. I didn't even jerk off, either, thinking I wanted her first impression of me to be good, that my first cum load wasn't some pathetic dribble.
And now it was backfiring like a mother fucker.
I went home with a mix of lust, sadness and shame coursing through me. Maybe Tanya was right and I was thinking too much with my dick.
"Hey, honey, how was your day?" mom asked as I passed the living room.
"Fine," I said, going straight upstairs because mom was always so cheerful and I wasn't feeling particularly happy at the moment.
I tossed my bag aside and crashed on the bed, staring straight up at the ceiling.
What the hell was I doing?
I wanted to believed that there was something between me and Tanya. But deep down I had a niggling feeling that it wasn't meant to be. The more pathetic, weaker part of me wasn't ready to face that truth yet.
Still, she was so damned pretty. With those pouty lips and big almond eyes... My dick pulsed with need. Shit, I haven't jerked off all weekend and compounded with my tiredness, and tantric level expectations, my dick demanded to be satisfied.
Might as well rub one out and fucking go to sleep.
I stripped off all of my clothes and got nice and comfortable on my bed. I had a nice collection of saved videos on my phone, and for this particular moment, I started playing one with a pretty blonde thing being grateful for her massive cock nerd classmate for fixing her laptop.
My dick was plenty hard. My balls were filled to the brim with cum, and all I wanted was to relieve them. I grabbed one of my trusty socks, and pulled it over my dick.
"Fuck. Tanya..." I groaned, gripping my meat. My shaft pulsed painfully as I milked the cum out of me. I tried to remember the way her bedroom smelled. Of a teenage girl's with her scent, deodorant and other alien smells a boy like me wasn't familiar with, yet it all smelled distinctly feminine and wonderful. I imagined what it'd be like to be on top of her, on her own bed as I took her virginity.
That we gave our first times to each other...
"Fuck," I hissed. My balls tightened. It wasn't going to take much.
"Honey, I bought you some hot cocoa. You looked a bit down so-"
Mom gasped as she walked in -unannounced- with a tray of cocoa and cookies.
Pure terror coursed through me. There was no mistaking what she witnessed. I sorely wished I could go back ten minutes ago and fucking decided to jerk off under the sheets, but no, I just had to enjoy the feeling of being completely free and naked.
Mom placed the tray on my dresser, hastily shoving aside some manga and DVDs for space. "I'm sorry, I should've knocked. Sorry for walking in on you."
She turned and left before I had the chance to speak.
When I thought the day couldn't get any worse, now my mom caught me beating the meat... I didn't finish, my adrenaline spiked and the panic crushed my libido.
The only thing I could do was go piss, come back and enjoy the cocoa and cookies at least.
It warmed me right up, and before I knew it, I drifted off.
My dreams were staggered and all jumbled up. I dreamt of being horny, frustrated and got accused of plagiarising my history dissertation. I asked Tanya to clear things up but all she did was act innocent. Then I ran home to mom and she said she'll reward me for working so hard with a nice blowjob.
"Honey?" I heard mom's voice calling for me.
I sucked in a breath, the tendrils of sleep still gripped me tight.
"Honey, wake up," mom said softly.
It was still dark out and I blinked myself awake. "Mom? What time is it?"
"Sorry, baby, it's still late. I wanted to apologise. I shouldn't have just ran off like that. I was... Embarrassed, I guess."
"Sorry to embarrass you like that, mom."
"Not you, honey. Its perfectly natural, what you were doing. I should've been more mature about it. Can we talk it through?"
Not going to lie, I didn't want to do the whole awkward convo thing with mom, but at the same time I wanted to clear the air. "Yeah, I guess."
She smiled. My sleep was only just wearing off, and I couldn't help but notice how hot she looked in her camisole. It was a silky purple thing that fell softly on her body, clinging to her curves. Especially her breasts. Even in the dim light of my room, I could see her big juicy nipples pushing against the fabric. My cock pulsed in complaint. I didn't finish earlier and now the slightest stimulation was causing havoc down there. Even if it was my own mother.
Don't get me wrong, mom was gorgeous. A total milf, as they say. But she was my mom so that meant she was off limits. My cock thought otherwise, though.
"C'mon then, budge up. It's cold."
She pulled up the sheets. I managed to pull some of the fabric down between my legs before she caught me with a boner. That would send discussions right out the damn window.
The bed creaked, as the extra weight of another person pressed down on it.
"Where were we? Oh, yes. Mommy just wanted to apologise. You're a grown man now, and I need to start respecting your space."
She was so close to me, I could smell the shampoo on her long hair and the heat coming from her body.
"It's fine, mom. I just had a bad day. A bad weekend, rather."
"What is the matter?"
I sighed. And then I mentioned Tanya to her. Our 'relationship' was a secret. She didn't want people to be jumping to conclusions and she wanted to take things real slow. I didn't question it, I was just happy to be dating one of the most beautiful girls in school.
As soon as I started talking about her, more and more came out like a dam breaking, with water gushing out.
I might've parsed the details a little, but I told mom about the dissertation I basically slaved over for her over the weekend, and the cold shoulder. All the while, mom just sat there next to me, listening intently.
"I think that's everything," I said. "So for lack of better way to say it, I'm tired and frustrated. And I think things aren't as rosy as I hoped."
Mom looked deep in thought. "I respect her for wanting to not rush into anything. But I don't agree with her expecting you to do her work. But after considering everything else... I don't think she's that into you, honey. I know that's harsh, but that's my honest assessment."
I sighed. I had my suspicions but what mom said made sense." Well I guess I wouldn't have to hold out for her to maybe do something with me."
"You mean, sexually!"
"Mom!"
God, the whole sex thing was still awkward to talk about with her. Dad was too busy to talk about the birds and the bees, and his contribution to the entire thing was, "Youll figure it out, son."
Couldn't be too pissed with him, though. He worked long hours to keep us afloat. I wasn't naive to that. Even now, dad was working late night shifts.
"Maybe I'm still immature. I know I'm a man now, but it's hard keeping my needs in check. It wasn't pleasant, hoping to finally have sex for the first time, and now those chances seems dashed."
"Oh, sweetheart. Come here, a hug always makes things better."
Maybe it was her body being so close or talking about stuff made me relaxed, but I was sporting a severe boner. I was hoping I could finally relieve myself once our chat was over.
"I-m okay, mom."
"You don't have to be a big man around me," she giggled. Then she jumped make, wrestling and tickling me.
"N-no, mom..!"
Her soft, voluptuous body pressed against me. Against my erection. Mom's eyes immediately widened as she realised the situation.
"Sorry, mom. I'm not trying to be a creep. Honest."
"...it's okay, honey. It's fine, we can be mature about this. You've been extremely pent up. I get it. So, it's nothing to freak out about."
Her hand rested on my tummy under the sheets as if to calm me, to prove she is fine with me having a boner. But it only supercharged my desire. Mom was a pretty lady. Huge breasts, super friendly and... Okay, fucking hell... I jerked off over my mother a few times in my masturbatory career.
"Don't be offended but I kinda feel sorry for you, sweetheart."
"What do you mean, mom?"
"Just that... You're eighteen, and you still haven't done anything with a girl yet?"
Heat burned my cheeks. "Y-yeah..."
"I just wish you had more experience by now."
Great, even my own mother was laughing at me.
She looked at me, stroked my belly in slow, deep circles and continued. "Is there anything mommy can do to help you out?"
My cock pulsed. But I knew she didn't meant it that way. Did she? "I don't think so, mom. It's just life. I'm not good with girls and hopefully by the time I do get around to being with one intimately, I don't mess it up too badly."
Her hand swept lower, dancing closer to my crotch area. My cock pulsed to life. Shit. "Sure you don't have anything in mind?"
I resisted the urge to flex my hips, to graze my throbbing hard-on against her hand.
"I was thinking, Malcolm, maybe I can help give you those experiences. So when you do have sex with a girl, you're more prepared."
A low groan escaped my lips as her fingers nudged softly against my obvious erection. "M-mom..."
"You're frustrated, sweetheart. I can tell by the way you look at me."
"Mom, I-"
"It's fine, honey. I don't mind you feeling that way about me. I just don't want it to mess you up."
"I don't think you'll mess me up, mom. You always been here for me. I know you wouldn't do anything to hurt me."
She smiled. "Mommy just want to look after her boy, to make him feel good."
As if to make her point, her fingers wrapped around my cock, gripping me through my boxers. My dick lurched desperately, happy it finally had some attention that wasn't my own hand.
"M-mom..!" I cried out.
"Would you like mommy to help drain your balls?"
"God, please, mommy," I begged.
Before I knew it, she pulled back the covers, exposing my erection. She moved, and then the heat of her breath seeped through my underwear, right against my dick.
"Oh my God," I gasped, and instantly, my hands touched her head. My hips lurched, trying to chase the feeling, trying to press her sweet mouth against my dick.
She moaned sending vibrations through my boxers, and through my aching cock. Jerking off didn't feel like this. This was something else entirely.
I let out another moan, just enjoying the exquisite feeling of mom's breath teasing me, driving me mad with desire.
"Please, m-mommy," I begged.
Her shoulder moved, and then her other hand disappeared between her legs, under her cami.
"Sorry honey, I don't think I'm ready to go all the way with you. But at the very least I can help you cum."
Mom seldom used profanity so the words sounded extra taboo to my ears.
The suction around my dick tightened, and I'm sure she drew up some spit, wetting my crotch.
"Fuck," I hissed.
Her hand was on me again, stroking me through my boxers, making my cock stiffen so hard, it throbbed painfully against the fabric.
I never felt anything like this before. I needed to cum so badly, yet I didn't want it to end.
The palm of her hand brushed along my shaft, up and down in slow, torturous strokes. "Just let mommy take care of everything. You forget about that girl now. It was too much for my virgin cock to handle, pushing me to breaking point.
"M-mom..." I moaned. It felt so good, but so wrong at the same time.
"Does that feel good, honey? Don't hold back. It's important to let it all out."
My balls tightened. I was so close. So fucking close.
"Mom, I'm almost there."
"Are you going to cum? Is my hand going to make you shoot your load?" The tip of my dick peeked out over the band of my boxers. Mom seemed fixated on it, her hand rubbing against me faster and faster.
I swallowed, my throat tightened as that familiar feeling in my nuts panged. That sweet warning signal.
"I'm going to cum. Fuck, mommy, I'm going to cum," I groaned.
The sweet touch of her hand suddenly moved away...
... and my cock disappeared into my mother's mouth.
"Oh, God, mom!!!"
She moaned, peeling down my boxers so she could grab my shaft, milking it up and down with her fingers. My toes curled and my finger dug deep into the bedsheets, utterly paralysed by unimaginable pleasure.
Fuck, my own mother was sucking my cock... The dawning realisation was short lived, though. Between the wet tightness of her mouth, the silky smooth grip of her fingers and the desperate need to cum, I wasn't going to last long.
"I'm sorry, mom," I whimpered.
Her moans pulsed through me, and I saw her movements were becoming more active between her legs.
White hot need surged through me, and I struggled to hold it back.
"I'm going to cum..! Mom, I'm going to cum!!!"
My entire body tensed, as if everything inside me. compacted into a laser focus, ending at the very tip of cock. My dick swelled in mom's mouth and with equal parts horror and pleasure, I ejaculated.
A hot, thick wad of cum blasted forth, right into mom's mouth. Her eyes went wide but her mouth kept a tight seal around my cock.
"Oh, fuck."
My cock shuddered and pulsed as another wave of cum emptied into her. He throat bobbed, swallowing it all down.
"I'm sorry, mom," I cried out, helpless to stop the need to cum.
She moaned, but didn't let go of me, as if she was determined to drink it all up.
My body gone all weak after I came. And I never came that hard before in my life. Limp, I collapsed back onto the bed.
" I didn't mean to..." I gasped, struggling to suck in air.
She used her thumb to swipe the corner of her mouth, then she sucked on it. "Don't apologise. I said I'll take care of you, and that's exactly what I did. Now, do you feel better?"
I nodded. "Much better."
"Good. Are you tired?"
"Exhausted."
She leaned over, kissed me on the head and smiled. "Get some rest, honey. Tomorrow is another day."
I nodded again. There was a lot to process but exhaustion had its hold on me.
Mom said goodnight and turned off my lamp, drowning the room in darkness and I drifted off to sleep.
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I'm a urologist.
Not many women work in this field, but I chose this specialty because of my fascination with penises. And I get to see many of them. Even though most of my patients are older, I get enough young and middle-aged men to keep it naughty and interesting for me. I'm married to a kind and intelligent man, but sadly, his sexual prowess left a lot to be desired. I loved cock too much to resign a life of sexual unfulfilment.
I checked my patient list and smiled. My last patient of the day was a young man with an erection problem. According to the notes, once his penis was fully erect, it did not get soft, even after an orgasm.
Of course, I didn't believe it. Probably he experimented with Viagra or something. Who knew what 18-year-olds got up to these days?
I did, however, wanted to see the phenomenon with my own eyes.
There was a knock on the door, and I called out for them to enter.
A young man shuffled in.
"Hey, sis," he said nervously.
"Hello, Billy," I said with a smile.
I understood his nerves. Most women didn't work in the urology field. And he probably didn't expect his older sister to be looking at his 'problem'.
Penises always intrigued me. Working as a urologist paid well and got me in close proximity with dicks.
Especially when it came to fine young specimens such as my cute little brother.
"Oh, I thought..." he started.
"That you were expecting doctor Gupta? He had a family emergency and I'm looking after his patients today."
"Sorry, I didn't mean it that way. It's just embarrassing."
"Nothing to be embarrassed about. I promise you, anything that happens in this room stays in this room. Have a seat."
He simply nodded and sat on the examination table. I knew he wasn't fully convinced, probably dreading his predicament, but I found it was best to just push ahead before the patients lose their nerve. My little brother would be no different.
"First, let's get through all the boring checks. You're Billy Madison?" I asked, looking over his file on the computer.
"Yes."
"Eighteen years old?"
"Yes."
"Do you smoke, drink, or take any recreational drugs?"
"No. Just drink socially." There was a pause. "Okay, I may have smoked a joint at a house party a few weeks back. Don't tell dad."
"I won't. Doctor-patient confidentiality."
I looked up from the computer and smiled at him. "Try to relax, Billy. This is just a routine examination. If there are any irregularities, I promise we will find and resolve it."
"Okay."
"For now, why don't we change you out of those clothes? There's a gown behind the screen. Make sure to take off your shoes, too. I want to give you a full medical checkup."
He went behind the screen and a few minutes later came out with nothing but the gown on. The front was tied together with ties. He shimmied up onto the examination table, trying his best not to let the front slip aside and expose his penis.
Cute.
I went over and untied the gown. As I pulled the front open, his hands shot over his penis.
"We will start off with an inspection of the genitals," I said in a very matter-of-fact tone.
"Sis, wait."
I pulled his hands away from his crotch. I was surprised to see his foreskin covered most of the glans, with the tip still exposed. In most cases, when the penis became erect, the foreskin would roll back, fully exposing the head.
"Excuse me," I said.
I took hold of his penis and peeled the foreskin back. My little brother's crown looked like a fat purple plum. I massaged the area with my fingertips, and his dick pulsed and started to enlarge.
"Oh, God, I'm sorry," Billy said, his eyes wide with shock.
He was mortified to have his cock reaction to his sister's touch. He had no control over it.
I was sure he would have preferred to stay flaccid, but I wanted him nice and hard. I swallowed as I watched it inflate in front of me.
After it was fully erect, I proceeded to start jacking his shaft, rolling his foreskin all the way back and then up over the head.
"Relax, this is part of the examination."
"D-do all doctors do this?"
"I doubt my male acquaintances would. It's very invasive," I said as my hand trailed slowly up and down his shaft. "But this is the most effective method for finding irregularities."
"I-I guess," he groaned.
"Any pain or discomfort?"
"Apart from me dying of embarrassment? Everything feels fine. Good even," he groaned.
I smiled and continued.
As I milked his cock in slow, languid strokes, his body would pulse against me. Precum leaked out from the tip. No man could resist my hand job techniques.
"Sis..." He said, his face went tight.
"Are you in any discomfort?"
"No, I- Please you gotta stop, I- Oh, shit..! I'm so sorry!"
I didn't plan to make him cum. Not at least after a few appointments, but my plans went straight out the proverbial window as a fountain of cum blasted out from his cock.
"Fuck, stop," he begged.
But I couldn't stop. One of my addictions was to watch a man as he climaxed, watching his face as he endured the throes of pleasure.
I furiously pumped his big thick cock, forcing hot spurts of cum to shoot out from his tip. His body was tight with tension and his face was a mask of post-orgasmic bliss.
Cum sprayed everywhere. It spurted out like a geyser, hitting his navel, up his chest and the sleeve of my doctor's coat. Some even stained my hand, not that I minded.
I didn't want to spoil his orgasm, so I continued pumping his cock until he was completely emptied out.
"Oh, God," he huffed. Spent, his body relaxed and fell back onto the examination table, gasping for breath.
I let go of him, which was still shockingly erect. It was sticking straight up like an obscene golf flag pole.
While he recovered, I got on with the task of cleaning up the cum with some disposable towels. Semen was everywhere, so it took a while. It was all over him, all over me, on the examination table, and on the tiled floor.
"I'm so sorry," he gasped.
"Don't worry about it. I should take responsibility too. I didn't notice the warning signs of your pending ejaculation fast enough."
While I wiped up his cum, he continued apologizing.
I walked over to him and grasped his cock. I just loved how it pulsed in my hand.
"Don't apologize. You did nothing wrong. What happened is a normal physiological reaction. When your penis is stimulated, the reaction is inevitable. Don't be ashamed of enjoying something natural."
"Thank you," he mumbled.
"There is no problem with his erection, from what I observed."
"But it's still hard," he said, pointing to his painfully erect cock. "It only gets soft after cumming several times. Girls can't seem to deal with it."
I climbed up on the table with him and knelt between his legs. These were solidly built tables- I had full confidence that it would support both our weights.
"Young ladies nowadays can't seem to appreciate a good thing when they see it," I breathed. He didn't stop me as I got dangerously close to his member. I inhaled, drawing in the thick masculine aroma that went straight to my aching pussy.
"Would you like me to help provide some relief? I know I'm your sister, but I can make the discomfort go away."
His breathing was shallow, desperate. I could see the desire in his eyes. "Yes, please."
"Good boy." I grasped the base of his shaft, pointing his dick towards me and then enveloped his large head into my mouth.
"Oh, fuck," he hissed. He drew in a breath between his teeth as my lips closed over his shaft. I swirled my tongue around the head, making his body squirm with pleasure.
"Oh, God, sis..!"
I loved sucking cock. Especially one with a large head like this one. The fact that it was attached to my little brother only made it all the more exciting.
Many men I had pleasured orally considered me a world-class cocksucker.
I applied more suction to his crown and then let my lips slide down over the head and onto the shaft. I groaned inwardly as I tasted the salty-sweet precum on my tongue.
"Can you keep your mouth shut?" I asked him.
"Huh? Y-yes, of course."
"Good. Then I feel better doing this."
I took his tip into my mouth and began to slide it down my throat. It almost felt like a python devouring its prey. I giggled to myself, watching his face. Poor Billy didn't know what to make of his own sister taking his entire cock down my throat.
I backed off a little and slowed down when I felt him reaching his limit again. I wanted to enjoy the moment for as long as possible. Professionally speaking, it also facilitates the maximum amount of ejaculation, thus speeding up his recovery.
Billy was thick, one of the thicker men I had the pleasure of sucking off. As a challenge of sorts, I took his cock right down to the balls, almost making me gag in the process.I was so proud of myself when my nose brushed against his pubic bush.
Then I started bobbing my head up and down, using my throat muscles to milk his gorgeous cock.
His hands gripped the sides of the table. "T-Tina... Oh fuck..!"
Urged on by his desperation, I put him out of his misery. Young men really had no patience. I would need to spend plenty of time training him. I supposed inexperience had its allure, too.
Billy cried out as his cock swelled in my throat. With a desperate, needful grunt, each spurt shot down my throat as his cock pulsed uncontrollably, and his body bucked and writhed in unadulterated ecstasy.
Then something happened to me.
The act of pleasuring my little brother had a profound effect on me, too. So I reached down and teased my pussy, in an attempt to alleviate some of the pent up frustration. But it had the opposite effect. It felt too damn good having my brother's thick cock down my throat. It made me hyper sensitive. Every stroke of my finger over my clit sent waves of pleasure through me. His cock swelling in my mouth, dumping load after load of hot, thick cum in me, pushed me over the edge and I came hard. The world turned white, and I tried to focus, greedily swallowing as much of his cum as possible.
I was impressed by his vigor. Despite cumming so much earlier from my 'massage', it seemed like he still had plenty stored up.
When he was done, I let his cock slip off from my mouth and I opened wide, showing him his cum before I swallowed. I wanted him to remember this as the best sex experience of his life.
"You have one of the nicest penises I ever had the pleasure of sucking," I said.
"Thanks, sis."
I enjoyed jacking him and sucking him off, and true to his claim, his cock was still rock hard.
That all too familiar need, that craving, grew inside me. I needed his big cock inside me.
I was curious to see what my brother's cock would feel like stretching me out.
Semen dribbled out from his tip, so I leaned over and licked it clean. His cock slid into my mouth again and I let my tongue roll over the crown, licking and sucking on him gently to clean it up.
"Billy, I think we need more drastic measures. Clearly, your penis is still not satiated, so I feel compelled to do everything in my power to help you."
"What do you have in mind?"
I got off the examination table and removed my clothes.
I had a great amount of pleasure watching him eye up my body. I didn't know any man who could resist the allure of my big breasts, womanly curves and tight pussy.
I hope Billy was curious to find out about the last bit.
"Would you like to have intercourse with me? Of course, everything we do will be bound by patient-doctor confidentiality, so don't worry about anyone finding out about this."
"Damn, I'd love to, if it's okay with you, sis."
I smiled and climbed back onto the table and gave him a few minutes' worth of cock sucking.
No longer able to ignore the ache deep inside me, I straddled him, grabbing his shaft and aiming his dick directly towards the entrance of my pussy.
"I'm going to have to control the penetration. A cock as fine and big as yours might hurt me if you get too enthusiastic.
He nodded, and I held the lips of my pussy open with one hand. With my other hand, I guided his cock to my opening.
I dropped my hips ever so slightly until my pussy kissed his tip.
It started going in, but then it stopped.
Fuck, he was a big boy.
I licked my lips. It felt divine, but I might be too tight for him.
I was determined to take him inside me, though. I rocked my hips up and down, each movement taking a little more of him. I hissed at the sharp bite of pain, his bulbous head stretching my opening. I didn't care. I needed to feel him in me.
I thrusted down as hard as I could, and maybe I took in half of his shaft.
"Oh, fuck, sis. You're so tight..!" he husked.
"You're so nice and big inside me, Billy," I moaned, feeling my thighs buck from the strain and sweat beading down my forehead.
I bounced up and down, making small strokes. As the discomfort mellowed over, I let each stroke go a little deeper. Luckily, I was so turned on from having such a big cock, I was soaking wet with need. My juices helped with lubricating him.
I braced my hands against his hard abdominal muscles. A few more strokes later, my pussy kissed the root of his cock.
"Finally," I sighed with satisfaction.
I was in heaven. I told him I was going to start moving, and I moved my hips up and down, my pussy milking his cock with each delirious stroke. He was so thick and deep inside me, it was like a mixture of pain and pleasure.
I hissed through my teeth, enjoying the feeling.
"Sis, can I touch you?" Billy asked. His eyes were fixated on my breasts.
"Of course. Apart from nourishing, breasts are also used to enhance the sexual experience. Touch me as you please.
My brother swallowed and reached out, taking each breast in his hands. They were more than a handful for him, and I felt my nipples harden against his touch.
I sensed a tinge of reluctance in him. Some remnants of shyness still bubbled inside him.
I clasped my hands over his as I rocked, tightening my pussy around his cock, and milked him. I guided his hands until his fingertips brushed over my nipples.
"Yes, that's it," I cooed. "Don't be afraid to explore. Play with them. I will let you know if you do anything I don't like. Communication is key."
He took my advice to heart, and I felt him relax. I moaned as he tugged and fondled my nipples.
I leaned forward, letting my tits droop over his face. Billy understood and took a nipple into his mouth and sucked on it.
"Yes, that's it," I groaned, rocking my hips back and forth, feeling his length rake my insides. "Suckle on them, little brother."
Billy grunted, and I felt his energy change. His tongue lashed against my nipple and he started moving, his hips meeting my thrusts.
He wanted to lead.
I smiled and let him take over, let him drive his cock up into my cunt. "Fuck me as hard as you can."
He groaned around my nipple, sucking on it a little too hard, sending a sharp bolt of pain through me.
I didn't mind though, finding his newfound enthusiasm intoxicating. I cradled his head with the crook of my arm, whispering into his ear. "That's it, fuck me. I want you to cum in me, okay? Give it all to me, little brother. Fill me up."
His face went tight, and I knew he was at his limit. Like a woman possessed, I bounced back against his movements, taking him as deep in me as possible.
I knew it was going to end, so I wanted to make the most of it.
"Sis, I'm going to cum. I'm cumming!" he yelped.
Sweat slicked between our bodies as I pressed myself tight against him, pushing my mouth onto his lips. He groaned and my tongue snaked in, finding him. He mumbled something into my mouth, and his hands clawed my buttocks, holding me tight against him.
I cried out, letting another orgasm wash over me as I felt his cock swell in my pussy. He held me tight against him, not letting me go as he emptied his cum deep into me.
God, I took it willingly, savouring the sensation of hot, potent cum flooding my womb as my body shuddered with orgasmic pleasure.
His hips kept rocking, as his body tried to force as much of his life force into me, driven by the one singular need to inseminate me.
If I wasn't on contraception, I would surely be impregnated by a young buck like him.
We lay there together, spend and exhausted for a moment.
I slowly got off him and his cock slid out of me, leaving me a gaping mess with globs of cum leaking out of me.
I hopped off the table, and with a sudden flash of mischievousness, I bent over and took his flaccid cock in my mouth and sucked our juices off.
"Fuck," he shuddered.
He was definitely a good fuck.
Then, rather unceremoniously, we both got dressed.
"We made good progress today," I said, giving him my assessment. "Considering the amount of times you can ejaculate before you are done, I think many women will find that a plus in a sexual relationship. Your size may be of a concern, but you will have to find a partner who is understanding of that - not all women like big penises."
He nodded.
"I recommend finding a steady partner. That would be the most efficient way to keep your libido levels in check. Until then, your sister will be more than adequate."
I made him an appointment for a follow up assessment, and I was already looking forward to feeling my brother's hard cock inside me again.
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Would you say that a sweetheart romance is one of the sweetest, purest form of love?
I used to.
Brenda and I dated since high-school. I went through uni with her, and when she decided she wanted to be a nurse, I took a shitty job, and I funded her through that.
We made it, though. And I never felt more certain about anything in my life. We married, put a mortgage down on a house and started a family. I thought we'd build a life together forever.
How wrong I was.
Brenda wanted a divorce. She felt too stifled to be with me, that she was too young to settle (despite being in her forties).
What the actual fuck?
It devastated me. I didn't kick up a fuss. Why hold on to someone when they didn't want you? So we divorced, Brenda and my beautiful daughter, Nia, stayed put while I moved in some shit hole apartment.
I was glad that Nia and I had a great relationship. When the shit hit the proverbial fan, I wasn't sure what was going to happen. But despite being nineteen, Nia had a steady head on her shoulders. Don't get me wrong, I'm not naïve enough to think this shit didn't affect her, but I'll damned if I don't give as much support as I could for her.
Nia was perfect. She was smart, loving, and kind. Truly, the apple of my eye.
I was surprised that when everything came to crashing down; she was sad for me, and mad as hell at her mother. Of course, she didn't take sides at first, but then she found out Brenda left me for another guy. She started a nursing job and fell head over heels for a doctor there.
Anyway, the first few weeks after we broke up, Nia insisted on visiting me. I moved into a shitty one bedroom bedsit in the city.
She brought me food and other things. Just generally fussing over me. It wouldn't be unreasonable to say that maybe she felt guilty for what her mother did, but I wasn't the type of asshole who'd poison her mother against her. Nia was always so kind-hearted and caring.
We got into a routine of her coming over, and we would just chill out watching Netflix. We'd snuggle up with snacks and whatnot, and I try not to pay attention to her breasts pressed against me. Nia was very touchy-feely and affectionate, so it wasn't weird or anything.
What was weird was how it made me feel.
Christ, it must be because I was on the dry for far too long, but her warmth and feminine scent made my cock ache with painful need. I was glad that we had a blanket, too, so it was easier to hide my erection. The moment she left, I would jerk off straight after, having all these naughty fantasies of my daughter play out in my head.
I knew it was wrong and immoral, but I couldn't get those delicious thoughts out of my head.
The thing was, Nia looked absolutely amazing. As much as it pained me as a father, I knew she was quite popular. She had maybe a few boyfriends, but ultimately, nothing serious. She was too pragmatic to have anything serious when she planned to go to university.
Fuck, there was that, too. It mattered to me to make sure I can help pay her way through uni.
And then, one day, it happened.
One Friday came around like usual. I got home from work, took a shower and settled in front of the TV with a few beers. The lads wanted me to hit the town, but I wasn't ready yet. I didn't mind a few drinks with friends, but the boys seemed to think the best way to get over my divorce was to get laid.
I wasn't ready for a fling. What I was ready for was a take-out, and settling down to some of my favourite movies. Maybe a wank before bed if was feeling horny.
Life was simple and drama-free.
Then someone was rapping on the door at eleven. I sighed, paused the film and braced myself. I did try to ignore it, at first. Sometimes, the odd piss head mistook my apartment for somebody else's, but whoever it was, was persistent.
I put on my stern face and opened the door, but left the safety chain on. I almost cursed, but instead of an asshole, it was Nia.
"What are you doing here? Date night is next Monday," I grinned.
"Can I come in?"
I unlatched the safety chain and opened the door for her. I caught the musk of the perfume she was wearing as she walked past me. It was proper going out stuff, rich with a hint of sandalwood.
As she went to the kitchen to fill up a glass of water, I couldn't help but check out what she was wearing. Short black dress that accentuated her generously sized breasts and the skirt short enough for easy access. She had make-up on, too. Not the stuff she usually wore.
She was out to impress, and a strange pang of jealousy twinged inside me, along with the stirrings of arousal. My daughter was drop dead gorgeous.
I shook away my thoughts, locked the door, and joined her on my sofa.
"Are you okay? If you're going out to town, this isn't the best venue," I joked.
She grabbed a piece of tissue and dabbed her face, then chest. I tried my damndest to not look down. "Was out with Becky and Jenna and some other girls. It was Becky's 20th and I couldn't say no. Had a few drinks, shooed away a few guys who were being way too persistent, and danced until my legs started to ache. Tip, don't dance with anything bigger than two-inch heels."
"I'll have to return my stilettos first thing. But why are you here?"
"Is this a bad time, daddy? Am intruding? Is there someone else here? I'll leave if I am."
"No, of course not. You're welcome here anytime. But it's a Friday night and there are better places to be."
"As fun as it was going out with the girls," she said, stealing a chip from my plate of food. "I'm much happier being with my favourite man in this world. I don't find much fun being pestered with unwanted attention by other men."
I swallowed. I like to think I'm a halfway decent bloke, but seeing Nia's luscious legs and gorgeous body, I'd be tempted to hit on her, too." Do you want a lift home? I haven't had too many, so I'm good to drive."
"Well... I was hoping you would let me stay the night." She sighed, took a drink of her water, and sighed again. "I might have drunk-dialled mum. I was thinking about you and thinking about how silly she was being. I didn't know what I was doing, really. And now we had a falling out, and I'm not ready to go home yet. Not tonight, anyway."
I looked into her eyes. The green took on a deeper shade of emerald for some reason."You can crash on my bed tonight. I got the sofa."
She reached out and held my hand. It felt silky soft and slightly cold from her coming in from the outside. "I won't put you out like that, dad. It's your bed. It's big enough for the both of us, isn't it?"
"Y-yeah, it is. But..."
Her laughter was full of mirth. "No need to be shy now, daddy. Unless you don't want to share a bed with a silly little girl like me."
"Of course not, honey. If anything, you're one of the most beautiful women I have ever known."
"I didn't peg you for a charmer, too," she smiled.
***
I didn't know how things ended up this way.
I was in my bed. Nia told me to carry on enjoying my Friday night and not to mind her, but I didn't want to disturb her when I came in. So when she was ready to retire, I joined her.
My heart pounded hard against my ribcage. Nia was 'freshening up' in the bathroom while I waited nervously in bed.
God, I hadn't felt this way since I was a teenager. The feeling wasn't unlike the first time I asked if I could kiss my ex-wife behind the bike shed.
I heard the toilet flush down the hall and a moment later, Nia walked in wearing nothing but an oversized tee and her underwear.
She got in and turned away from me. "Thank you for letting me stay. Night, daddy," she said over her shoulder.
"Night, sweetheart. Rest up."
I had the duvet tucked right up to my neck. To be honest, I didn't know what I should do. Nia was so close to me. The heat of her body was warming up the sheets. And, God, her smell. She smelled faintly of perfume, and maybe a touch of her own natural scent after dancing all night. But it didn't offend me at all. Rather, it stirred up the desires inside me.
I bit my lip, and to not let my thoughts wander to dangerous territory. But she was right there. I squeezed my thighs together, praying that I wouldn't get a boner. It's been so long and yeah, I kinda missed sharing my bed with someone. Especially with a woman as beautiful as Nia.
Fuck. It was going to be a long night.
I think maybe twenty minutes had passed, with me focusing on my breathing and hoping I'd fall asleep soon, before Nia stirred.
"Daddy, are you awake?"
"Yeah. You okay?"
"Yes. Can I ask you a favour?"
If she asks for a drink, maybe I can go cool off. Rinse my face or something. "What is it?"
"Would it be inappropriate to ask you to cuddle me? It's been such a long time, and I kinda miss it."
I swallowed, a lump forming in my throat. "Yeah, sure. I, uhh, I don't mind."
Slowly, sidled over to her side of the bed. I felt stiff and rigid, but not in a good way. I didn't know where to put my arms. I most certainly couldn't press my crotch up against her ass. After some thought, I settled for being ramrod straight, trying to avoid pressing up against her ass and resting my arms on her shoulder blades. Try as I might, I wasn't comfortable closing the inch wide gap between our bodies.
"Come here," Nia said, reaching over and grabbing my hand. Before I could protest, she pulled my hand until my forearm was wrapped around her, resting under the weight of her breasts.
Then she wiggled her ass back, nestling against my crotch. "Much better."
I sucked in a breath. I couldn't decide if she was breathing deeply on purpose or not, but each inhale and exhale would cause her hips to move...
...which would ever so subtly grind against my rapidly hardening cock.
My chest tightened and my face was buried deep into her hair. Fuck, her scent was intoxicating.
My arm tightened around her, and I could feel the heft of her breasts pressing down against my forearm.
It's been so fucking long since I been this close to someone... My cock pulsed to life with a vengeance, pressing deep into the valley of her ass.
"... sorry." I muttered into the back of Nia's head.
My heart was beating so hard, I was sure she could feel it hammering against her back. Desire and shame coursed through my blood in equal measure. I knew she would get up and leave. It was wrong pressing against her like this. I ruined our relationship. The most important person in my life and I messed it up.
But still, I couldn't help but relish the moment. Savour it like the pathetic man I am before I lose her warmth forever.
But her rejection never came.
"It's fine," she whispered, her breath deep and husky. "This isn't the first time I've been spooned. I knew you might have a reaction. Even if it's a silly little girl like me."
"No," I rasped. Nia was in her prime and she looked fucking amazing. If anything, she carried a graceful beauty about her. No, right now it was a something else entirely. Something that stirred the lust deep in me. Something wholly sexual. "I'm feeling this way, because it's you, Nia. You're having this effect on me."
I felt her chuckle. "Daddy, you're lonelier than I realised. You need to find a girlfriend if I'm winding you up."
I couldn't control myself. I squeezed her tighter, pulling her harder against me, so she could feel how hard my cock was for her. It pressed against the entrance of her pussy, separated by a few layers of fabric. Nia let out a whimper.
"It's wrong for me to say this, but a part of me sees you as a woman, Nia. But I couldn't take advantage of you like that. You're my precious daughter. But you're here right now, and I'm struggling to contain myself."
Her hand brushed over mine, caressing the back of my hand with her fingertips, leaving a trail of electricity along its path.
"I need to go," I swallowed. "Before I'm tempted to do something that I shouldn't."
I swallowed down a lump in my throat. My vision was going blurry with lust. But I couldn't do that to Nia. She's been so supportive of me all this time. I couldn't repay her by taking advantage of her.
I moved to leave, to resign myself to the sofa, but her hand clasped my wrist.
"Nia..."
She guided my hand downward until it rested over her mons.
I cupped her panty covered mound, feeling the burning heat against my fingers. "Fuck," I hissed.
I brushed my finger back and forth against the fabric. Hot excitement soaked through.
Nia groaned, pushing back, grinding her ass against my rock hard cock.
I swallowed. She was soaking wet. I desperately wanted to pull her panties aside and lap up her nectar. But instead, I forced myself to slow down, to savour the moment. Her body flexed against me as my finger danced over her clit, before I stopped at the top of her panties, teasing the elastic with my fingertips.
"Daddy..." she rasped. "Maybe I want you to take advantage of me."
My fingers went under her panties and back the way I came, brushing through the wiry tuft of hair and down over her slit. Bare, uncovered.
"Oh, ohh..!" Nia cried out. She clasped a hand over her mouth, trying to stifle her cries of pleasure as my fingers found her inflamed entrance.
"God, you're so wet, Nia. You're so wet for me. Did you come here with the intention of seducing me like this?" I whispered into her ear.
"No... Yes, maybe. God, I'm a terrible woman, aren't I?"
"How long have you felt this way?" I asked, slowly delving my fingers into her soaking wet cunt. I let out a breath as the inner walls of her pussy clenched around my invading digits. She was so tight, so warm, that my cock pulsed with need, eager to be inside her.
"I can't say..."
I pumped my fingers in and out of her. There was so much nectar, my fingers were making obscene squelching noises with each pump. "Tell me, please."
"For a while now, daddy... You've been so sweet and dependable... I found myself wanting you. I know it's shameful for a daughter to lust after her daddy."
"You're not shameful," I corrected her. "Don't ever think I'll ever be ashamed of my sweet babygirl."
"But still... It feels wrong. Taboo."
I pressed my painfully erect cock against her, reminding her how much I wanted her to. She pushed her ass back, trying to feel as much of my girth as possible. I withdrew my fingers, soaked to the brim and closed over her hard little nub.
"Daddy! A-ah..! N-no..." she whimpered. Her breathing came fast and desperate. Teasing her, turning her body into molten gold, was quickly becoming my favourite thing. With every swipe of my finger over her clit, Nia would spasm a little, and the sexiest little moans escaped her lips. My other hand craned over her, snaking under her tee.
"Fuck," I breathed, as I cupped one of her breasts. It was more than and handful and her nipple was hard like a gum drop, grinding against the palm of my hand.
"D-daddy..." she moaned against the dual assault she was receiving. She was close.
I craned my neck and took her ear into my mouth, sucking and teasing her with my tongue.
"Cum... I'm going to cum if you keep playing with me like that."
"That's kind of the point," I chuckled. "Cum for me, Nia. I want to feel you cum."
I redoubled my efforts, one hand rolling her rock hard nipple between my fingers, pulling and tugging almost to the point of pain. My other hand teased her clit with long, circular strokes. My wrist ached, but I didn't dare to stop, determined to make her cum for me with just my fingers alone. Her breathing grew ragged and desperate as I pushed her towards the crescendo of her pleasure.
"Oh, fuck..! Daddy! Fuck, fuck!!!"
Her nails dug painfully into my thighs as she scrabbled for purchase, writhing and shuddering against me as she climaxed. I held her in my arms until she came down.
"Oh my gosh... That was... I haven't felt anything like that," she gasped.
I laughed into her hair, inhaling that beautiful scent of hers. "Glad to be of service."
She adjusted herself and felt my cock, still painfully hard, brush up against her. "Oh... Daddy..."
"It's fine," I grimaced, trying not to think about how I was going to explode if I didn't get some relief soon.
"Can... Can I see?"
"Yeah, I guess."
Light spilled into the window from the street lamp outside, casting everything in a neon orange glow.
Nia peeled back the duvet, exposing ourselves to the cool night air.
"Oh, my."
My dick tented against my boxers. Nia couldn't keep her eyes off my crotch. With shaky hands, she grabbed the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down. My dick sprung out, free from its confines.
Even in the semi-darkness, I could see the glint in Nia's eyes. She reached out and wrapped her fingers around my shaft.
"Fuck," I groaned. Her touch felt so fucking smooth, like being gripped by velvet. My hips flexed, trying to work my cock in and out of her hand.
"Am I doing this right? It's been a while," she asked, dragging her hand up and down my shaft. Precum leaked from my tip, and ran down my shaft and over her hand, but she didn't seem to mind.
It felt good. More than good. But even if it wasn't good, it would still be amazing. Never in a hundred years would I ever imagine that I'd actually have my daughter's sweet hand on my dick.
"Keep going," I said, my tone thick with need.
Nia pumped away. Slowly at first, until she got more comfortable with the act. I watched in a half lust-drunk stupor as my crown disappeared and reappeared in her hand. Her grip became more sure, tighter as she milked me from base to tip.
"Fuck, I don't think I'm going to last very long," I whined. Between being horny for so long and getting so hard from touching Nia, my cock was ready to explode.
She kept pumping, and I fell into a rhythm of her hand, drawing my need to cum out.
"I'm getting close."
My dick throbbed in her grip and felt my balls tighten.
"Honey-"
Her grip tightened even more. So much so, liquid pleasure turned into a sharp, biting pain that went straight to my balls.
"Nia, what are you doing?" I gasped.
"God, I'm sorry, daddy. Let me be selfish, just this once."
She let go of my dick, rolled on me and was suddenly straddling me. She pulled her panties aside and sat on my dick.
Tight, wet heat surrounded me as she impaled herself on my cock.
"Ohhhh, fuck," I cried out.
She started rocked up and down immediately. The tight inner walls of her tight pussy milked my dick in a way that her hand couldn't match.
"C-condom," I blurted out, my sense of reasoning rapidly fading.
"Daddy, you made me cum so hard. But please me be a selfish, shameful girl, just for tonight. I wanted your cock for such a long time."
Like a woman possessed, she grabbed the hem of her tee and pulled it off her. I sucked in a breath as I watched her tits bounce, washed in the orange glow of the streetlight. My hands shot out, grabbing her huge tits, kneading them.
Her hands closed over mine.
"That's it, touch me, daddy. I want you to touch me anywhere you like. I'm yours," she purred.
"Fucking hell, you're amazing."
Nia smiled, her expression full of joy. Then she pulled herself up. All the way up until just my tip was in her, and then she drove back down, all the way down to the base.
"Fuck," I choked. "You're going to make me cum, if you keep doing that."
"That's kind of the point."
My balls tightened. This was too much. It was too fucking much. I didn't have the strength in my legs to push her off."
"I'm going to cum inside you if you don't get off," I warned.
Nia leaned in and pressed her lips against mine. "Cum in me. I want to feel your cum inside me," she begged. " Fill your daughter up with your cum."
"Fuck."
My fingers dug into her hips as I drove myself upward, trying to meet her downward thrusts. Nia groaned as I hit just the right spot.



My hands caressed her thighs, her waist, and her tits. She was perfect.
"Fuck, I'm going to cum," I said as I grimaced against the pressure welling up in my balls.
"Cum! Fill me up, daddy. Give it to me, give me all that delicious cum."
I cried out, and drove every fiber of my being upward, deep into her cunt. My cock swelled and hot, molten cum spewed upwards, deep inside my daughter's waiting pussy.
"Yes... That's it," she groaned listlessly. She rocked her hips as I climaxed and teased her clit with her fingers. "I'm cumming, too..!"
Nia fell forward, her breasts mashed against my sweat-shone chest as she shuddered. Despite the world around me turning white from the explosion of pleasure ripping through me, I clasped my hands around her back and held her close to me.
Spent, she collapsed on top of me, gasping and panting. "Oh... My... God..."
"Damn," I chuckled.
I sucked in a breath as my cock slipped out of her pussy. She pulled her panties back in place, seemingly happy to keep my cum inside her. For some reason, that made my spent dick stir a little.
"Are you okay?" I asked her weakly.
"Yes. But I hope you won't regret this in the morning. It was nice for me, though."
I smiled and pulled her in for a kiss. "I'm not going to lie. It's all a bit mad right now. But I have absolutely no doubt in my mind that I will most definitely not regret this. Not one bit."
She simply nodded and smiled. Then she curled into me, snuggled nice and secure, until sleep came for us.



        